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It thou imlpod derive thv light from Heaven. 

Then, to the measure of that heaven-bom liglit. 

Shine. I’oet F iii thy plaee, and be C€-»ntent : — 

'Jlie btars pre-eminent iti magniLude, 

And they that from the zenith dart ♦hen ln•aln^■ 
(Visible though tliev be to half the eJTrth, 

Though h.'ilf a sphere be conscious qj their brigli*[#ss) 
Are 3'et of no diviner origin. 

No purer rssfnee. than the one that burns, 

JJke an untended watrh-fiie, on the ridge 
Of some dark mountain; oi than those which seem 
flumblv to hang, like twinkling winter lamps. 

Among fhn branches of the leafless trees ; 

All arc the undying offspring of one Sire: 
riirn. to the measure of the* light vouchsafed. 

Shine. Poet ! in thv place and be content. 
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Tije unity of \^'oids\vorthls life of eighty years lies in its self-dedi- 
cation to the work of a poet. ‘Viewed from the spiritual side, few 
lives have been more remarkable ; its e»ternal incidents have little 
in them of ]’>ictui •i;qiicncss or romance. I'ndcr the great poet in 
his nAtiiit; lay a inattcr-of-fact Englishman of the north country. 
The course of his outward career was determined by the union in 
*him of high poetic genius and plain good sense . and the latter served 
*lhc former^well. 

The "Wordsworth family can be traced back in Yorkshire to the 
reign of Edwfird*»Ill. Tilie j)oct*s grandfather migrated in the first 
hail of ‘tile eighteenth ccnUiry lo Sockbridge in Westmoreland. His 
-jccond son, Jolin Wordsworth, became an attorney at Cockermouth, 
and at the age of twenly-hvc married Anne Cookson. daughter of 
a# I'eiiiitli mercer. William Wordswwlh. their second child, was 
horn at C'oekennouth on April 7, 1770. Tiis brothers were three 
— Richard, who became a solicitor, John, who rose to be a captain in 
the merchant service, and Christopher, master of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, from 1820 until 1840. Not a little of the poet's genius, 
without its' creative strength or its meditative depth, appears in his 
only sister, Dorothy, who was younger than William by somewhat 
less than two years. Brother and sister remained throughout life 
in the closest and dearest companionship. 

" I was of a stiff, moody, and violent temper,” wTites Wordsworth, 
looking back upon his childhood ; and chastisement only made 
him obstinate and defiant. His mother died when he was eight 
yeafs old, and in her were lost the central light and love within his 
home. In the same year he was sent to the ancient grammar-school 
at Hawkshcad. near Eslhwaitc Water. He boarded in the"' cottage 
%i a village dame. 'Anne Tyson, enjoying mucH Vjppy freedom, and 
receiving instruction at the school-house f rornisf masters, 

among them William Taylor, who appears idealized as the ” Matljew” 
of his poems. He acquired some Greek and a sound kno\Wedge 
*»of Latin, read for his own a^Siuscmcnt Dow Quixote, Gil Bias, Gulhutfir, 
^ the Tale of a Tub, and Fielding's novels ; and being encouraged by his 
master to wTite English verse on the theme The Summet^ Vacation, 
he proceeded to compose for his owm pleasure a long poem on the 
surrou?iding scenery and his boyish adventures. Here, and in his 
schodlboy days, the foundations of his mind w^ere laid in that inter- 

V 



VI 


WORDSWORTH 


course with the external worl^ — partly made up of animal joy, partly 
of imaginative wonder, awe. aqjd delight — of which we read in the 
ftrst two books of The Prelude. The boy ^'as vigorous and hardy 
of body ; he climbed, he boated, he fished, he skated ; and fiirough 
the mere physiced rapture cajne impulses of deeper birth from the 
soul — impnls(‘s which did not die, but remained in the centre of his 
nature and helped to sli;.])c his whole moral lieing. Already that 
interpretation of the spiritual tneanmgs of visible things, which is 
characteristic o1 all Wordsworth’s highest work, had begun. . , 
In the winter of 17.S3. W’ordsw^'rth’s father, vvluf never recovered 
from the loss of his wife, died. The sons were jilaced under lhc'*fcaie 
of tw^o uncles. Mr. Wordswortli’s proport v coiasistcd chiefly of a 
sum lent to Sir James Lowthcr, altcrwarc^s hail Lonsdale, Avhose 
agent he had been. The d<'bl was claimed, bnt without success ; 
it reniaiiK'd unpaid until 1802, when liberal rc^?lOIatI^m ^^as. made 
by Lord Lonsdale’s successor In October, 1787, Wordsworth, then 
in his eighteenth year, was sent to r(‘side as a sludent at St, John’s^ 
College. Cambridge. ^ * 

His life at ('anibiidgc was not a hie of study ; he coiild ’“•ot dis- 
tribute the force of his mind into a])poinic^J channels ; he had none 
of the ambition of «i (andidate for collegiate distinctions he did 
not find the influences of the jilai'e inspiring for ohi* ol dis temper. 
The nietnory, indeed, of great ])redcccssors who had tro^l the <*ourts 
stirred his iinagiiialion ; he remembered Spenser’s youth, and Milton’s 
years at (’hrisl’s ; he looked on Me wt on’s seiil}jtLned lace in the autc- 
chapcl of Trinity-- 

The niarbli’ nf a miiitl for over 

^ Vuya;;iii*; tliruugli strangi* seas ol TJmiiglit, alouo 

But no living voice w.as a summons to his intellect : no living 
mind dominated or s^nirred his own. He yielded himself to the 
social enjoyments and casual pleasures of the day and hour, never 
seriously offending, but never com ent rating his energies 011 an assigned 
task. During the week before he took his degree he occupied him- 
self w’ith reading Clarissa Harlowe. Yet he made certain scholarly 
gains ; he became more familiar with tlie Latin poets, and read for 
his pleasure,' in Italian literature ; and Cambridge was a miniiTture 
world, wliere he saw new' forms of life that became a complement 
of his solitary communiiigs with nature. 

Tlic long vacalL.. ^w’cre seasons of joy and kiw^ard growth. M 
the sumniei ui 17^8 ho returned to his cherished vale of listhwaite, 
to all things with more instructed eyes and to find all as dear 
as in his boyhood. One moment remained for ever memorable, 
w'hen w'alking home from a night of irflocent mirth, he beheld th^ 
sun rise, and was staiiled into a higher joy, wi^h peace at the heart* 
of joy. ‘ 

1 made no voavs, but vows 
Were then made for me ; bond unknown toc-me 
Was giv<*Ti. that I should be, else sinning greatly, 

A dedicated Spirit. 
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During the following summer he had fey companions of his wander- 
ings in the North of England his* sistei^ Dorothy, and her and his dear 
frjend- IVJaty Hutchinson* His last college vacation was spent with 
li^s fellotv-studciit, Robert Jones, in a pedestrian tour through Franco, 
Switzerland, and the Italicin Lakes, returning by the Rhine. It was 
a season of high hope for revolutionary I^jance , Wordswortli, as 
Vas natural to aspiring ycnitli, was borne ( 5 |i tlic wave of political 
feeling, but as yet he made no study of the great ])henomenon ; it 
•affcfitcd him as tlic awakening of nature in spring might affect him. 
rile pijandeur anr* beauty of motiaotain and lake moved him pro- 
fouildly, and a record of his ^impressions may be found in the early 
poem Descri fytiiJe *^Skf/rhrs. and in the sixth book of The Prelude. 

On taking his bacheky's degree in January, 1791, Wordswortli 
quitted Cambridge. ^ Four months were spent in London, where 
tlic vast Iif« of tlic city exalted his imagination with a sense of power 
and passion, and the endless variety of the streets occupied and amused 
Ites cyc. lie heard Burke sjieak in the House of ('ommons. and saw 
IVfrs. SiddonsjDn the stage. Vet oven amid the multitudinous life of 
London, '*1110 spirit of natiiiq. its solitudes, its inspiration, abode in his 
consciousness, bringing cq^nposuie and harmony into his feelings. 
An cxciiif^ion on foot through Ni)rlli Wales in eompany with his 
friend Jonc?f occtSpied the jumimer. A niemorable reminiscence of 
this toufi* — lh <5 description of a moonlight night on Snowdon — opens 
tlic^ast book of The Pvcludc. Wordsworth was now in his twcnly- 
^sccond year, and it was his duty to think of some means of obtaining 
a livelihood. For a moment he contemplated taking orders ; again 
it occurre d to him to write for the newspapers. Both designs yielded 
to the strong attractions ol Franco in her days of revolution. Possi- 
bly a residence abroad would cjiialify him for obtaining a travelling 
tutorship. However this might be, he could not resist his desire, 
and before the close of Novcmbei, 1791 . he was on his way to Orleans. 

In Paris he visited “ each spot of old or reci'iit fame,” heard the 
orators of the Jacobin Club and of the Assembly, and chose for his 
relic a stone f 10111 tJie ruins of the Bastille. Yet the events of th(‘ 
time were still but half real for him. At Orleans ho consorted with 
military officers of Royalist svmpathics. and through their deej) 
agitation lie felt more truly tlie tumult and terror of Vevolution 
But the new cause he believed was the cause of freedom and huirianity. 
A 4 icroic soldier of the a]iproaching Republic, Mjcli/^l, Bcaupu>-, noble 
in character as one of I'lutarclfs men, becamotj^fto/^afei'- Words- 
worth’s chief counsellor and close companion. Through him j^hc 
doctrine of the Revolution and its purer passions laid hold of the yewng 
liiglishma'n’s intellect and h(cart. External nature was no longer 
’ Supreme in his imagination ; *hc thought first of the interests of 
man. . When he camc^from Blois, where Beaupuy was stationed, 
to Paris, in October, 1792, the King was dethroned and imprisoned ; 
th6 Pru^ians wca 3 flung back; the Rci)ublic had been decreed. 
Wordsworth felt, as it were, tlie ground rocking under him ; he con- 
sidered whether he should devote his life to the great cause. But a 
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return to England was necessary, and in December he was once again 
in the country of his birth. ^ 

A pamphlet in defence of the principles of the Revolutidn w^s 
written by Wordsworth in London (1793), but it remained unpublished.. 
He occupied himself also in seeing through the press two poems — 
An Evening Walk, whiclyis a careful study in verse of Lake country^ 
landscape, with its va^ing incidents, and Descriptive SketcEes, a" 
record of his earlier wanderings on the Continent. These pieces 
were published separately in quai^o, and at a lalfr date underr/ent* 
careful revision. Neither poem dXhibits in a high degree Words^rtli's 
characteristic power of interpreting nature, but each shows how 
steadily his eye was fixed on the object. The didtioh is in the manner 
of the eighteenth century, yet is often exact and vivid. In Descrip 
live Sketches, certain outbreaks of Revolution^y sentiment occur. 
Wordsworth's feeling towards the movement in Franck, hibwevcr, 
gradually yielded to the strain of terrible events ; his faith in the 
progress of the Revolution gave w'ay ; still he clung to its principled; 
but even these could not maintain their hold upon his m^d. A paih- 
ful moral confusion possessed his nature ;• he almost fell inttT despair. 
When recovery came, it was rather as a process bf returning health 
than as the result ot any train of reasoning. TJip inf|.,iji(>'-ce of his 
sister helped his restoration ; he still hanoured man man,^but he 
believed less in political theories ; he still cherished high hopes for 
humanity, but they were not the hopes of a doctrinaire. His cariier 
faith remained, but in a purified form. 

In the summer of 1793 Wordsworth visited Salisbury Plain, Bristol, 
and the banks of the Wye. The tragic narrative poem. Guilt and 
Sorrow, begun at an earlier date, was now completed. But wander- 
ings in beautiful scenery and vei-sc-making were hardly the means 
to bring him a livelihood. He had thoughts of starting a periodical, 
to be named The Philanthropist, Unexpectedly in the early days 
of 1795 the way was cleared for his true work — that of a poet — by 
a dying friend’s faith in his penius. Young Raislcy Calvert, of Windy- 
brow, near Keswick, placed Wordsworth in possession of a legacy 
of £900, declaring that he did so on public as w'dl as personal grounds. 
By Calvert's foresight a dilficult problem was solved : with his own 
small possessions and his sister's it would be possible for Wordsworth 
to live^ devoting himself to poetry, and practising a strict economy. 
A young pupil, rr ^ of Basil Montagu, was placed under his ca^ ; 
the use^'di iot-ntry house at Racedown. Dorsetshire, -was offered 
by^i friend of Montagu ; and thither in the autumn of 1795 came 
the urother and sister, and took up th.eir abode. 

His tragedy. The Borderers, was Wbrdsworth's chief occupation 
during the closing months of the year and the first half of 1796. Lack- 
ing dratiiatic efficiency, it is yet remarkable as a p.nychological study. 
A generous youth is betrayed into crime by the intellectual and 
moral sophistries of an elder man. who has employed his reason *to 
kill within himself the natural instincts of the heart, and would form 
his disciple on his own model. The play was perhaps writte;} in a 
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recoil from the doctrines of Godwin's Political Justice : when offered 
for representation at Covent 'Gardan, it could not but be rejected, 
before Wordsworth's residence at Raccdown began he had probably 
’ made’Coleridge's acquaintance ; occasional intercourse in 1796 ripened 
into intimacy and friendship in June of the following year, when 
Coleridge visited his brother poet for the first time. He felt, as he 
says, " a little man " by Wordsworth's Me : and he was charmed 
by the ardour of feeling and unerring sensibility to beauty of Words- 
.>v’Orth's sister. To attain closer companionship with their new friend, 
Wo^ids worth and Dorothy moved tO Alfoxden, a large liousc surrounded 
by wooded grounds, and let on very moderate terms, in the neigh- 
bourhood of Nether Slowcy and the Qiiantock Hills. Youth, friend- 
ship, genius, a beautiful environment unified to make this a fortunate 
season. Many of.- Wordsworth’s most radiant lyrics, many of his 
renddrings of human passion, tender and strong in their humanity, 
belong to this period. The J^yrical Ballads, to which Coleridge con- 
^ tributed The Ancient Mariner and tw’o or three other pieces, was 
’ planned ; t^rolcridge’s part was designed to show how trutli to inw’ard 
reality can support and purify work of an imaginative origin ; Words- 
worth's to show how' imcyj’inalion can purify and interpret the appear- 
ances t'^.cLinci<j[c,nts of the actual world. The volume w'as published 
ill b^f Toscjih CottJc, of Bristol. It was republished, with a 

second volume wholly uy Wordsworth, in 1800, and reached a fourth 
e».lition in 1805. 

Before I.yrical Ballads was issued, Wordsworth, accompanied 
by his sister and Coleridge, had quitted England to reside for the 
winter in Germany. At Hamburg they parted, Coleridge proceeding 
to Ratzeburg, while William and Dorothy Wordsworth chose Goslar 
as their place of abode. Their solitude w’^as deep, and the winter 
proved one of bitterest ice and snow. But the poet's heart and 
imagination at this period lived with jx'culiar intensity in his native 
land. No trace of German influence, unless it be in the ballad frag- 
ment The Danish Boy. appears in his verse. To Goslar belong the 
Lucy poems, the Quantock poem Ruth, the PoeVs Epitaph, and Lucy 
Gray ; and here it was that his poetical autobiography. The Prelude 
was designed and meditated. 

Towards the close of April, 1799, passing through Gottingen, where 
Coleridge now stayed, the Wordsworths, after some wanderings in 
Germany, returned to England. A long visit y."'i -paid to the Hutchin- 
sons at Sockburn-on-Tces ; in the autumif rambled 

on foot tnrough the Lake District, and finding at the Tov'jt* End. 
Grasmepe, a small house — ^Dove Cottage — vacant, his hearP closed 
^ upon it as a home with foilcJcst hope. A few days before Christmas 
he and his sister entered into possession of this dwelling-place, which 
still exists, and is now guarded in the general interest of*those who 
Jionour the poet's memory. Here in 1800 visitors were welcomed 
— Coleridge witli his wife : John Wordsworth, the sailor brother, a 
man'^of strong and gentle spirit, and a lover of what is best in litera- 
turf ; and Mary Hutchinson, their dear friend since childhood. In 
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this year the creative impulse^ came with might upon Wordsworth ; 
day by day the poems included in |he second volume of Lyrical Ballads 
—Michael, The Brothers, Hart-Leap Well, and« others — were yrought* 
into form, and Wordsworth's deep, imaginative excitement oft^ 
him exhausted both in mind and body ; and now he enlarged the 
" Advertisement " of his volume of 1798 into the celebrated “ Pre- 
face,'' which set forth his^ominant convictions on the purposes* of ■ 
poetry and the nature of its vehicle of words. The manner of living 
at Dove Cottage was frugal to an extreme ; but in books there was«a ' 
store of intellectual delights ; and mbuntains and lalte enriche(k|Ahd 
senses and the heart with ever-present beauty. The household hap- 
piness was deepened, steadied and, assured when on October 4, 
f8o2, Mary Hutchinson became Wordsworth's wife. She brought 
him wise and tender affection, a gentle strength ^f soul, good sense 
with all the gifts of practical activity, and unerring sympalahy ki his 
work as a poet. No union of two lives was ever more rich in tranquil 
happiness. 4 

Just before his marriage, Wordsworth and his sister sptjit a short • 
time upon the northern coast of F'rance. Hp had been deeply moved 
by the majesty of Milton's sonnets, and at C^ais he wrote the earliest 
of his own series of lofty political poems in that form. Th^ entire 
series deals with the course of public events in EurcJpl froft 1802 to 
the battle of Waterloo. The Revolutionary violences hab alienated 
Wordsworth’s sympathies from France ; the despotism and ambitioji 
of Napoleon completed his change of feeling ; he saw in England 
the armed champion of European lil>erty ; he entered ardently into 
the struggle on behalf of Spanish independence ; the cause to which 
he was attached seemed to him the good old cause to which he had 
given the enthusiasm of youth, but now the same enthusiasm was 
more wisely directed ; all the passion, all the courage of hope, all 
the sternness of his nature, found utterance in these poems that cheer 
and rally as with a trumpet’s note. 

In June, 1803, Wordsworth's first child, a son, was born. When 
the mother had fully recovered, Wordsworth left his home and enjoyed, 
in company with his sister, a siy;? weeks' tour in Scotland. Coleridge 
was their fellow-traveller for a while, but at the Inversnaid fe*y- 
housG he pai^d from his friends, with a profession of ill-health. 
In Dorothy Wordsworth's exquisite journal the delights and inci- 
dents of their wand gdiy gs are recorded. At Dumfries they moumedt? 
by the grA-*-s of*S\irn^ at Lasswade they were cordially received 
by Sc^t, who for a while became their guide to places of interest ; 
they “fit. ‘tcd aside from Yarrow, though, as Wordsworth confesses, 
not altogether for the reason assigned in ^ Yarrow Unvisitei, The 
poems suggested by tliis tour are illuminated by^a spiritual radiance, 
which is softened by a tender human sympathy ; 'they are the earliest 
of Wordsworth's many itinerary poems. 

Somewhat more than a year later sorrow of a profound kind for"^ 
the first time became a part of Wordsworth's life. On February 
1805. his brother John, in command of an East Indisfinan, was 
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lost with his ship off the coast near, Weymouth. His beha^dour 
in extremity was admirable, and wb,en death became inevitable he 
accepted it with resignation to God's will. Wordsworth’s grief was 
for a time overwhelming ; then he threw himself upon work — the 
completion of his poetical autobiography ; and by degrees his sorrow 
was chastened, mingling with all his feelings and influencing all his 
work as a gain that had been wrought outc-pf loss. The radiance of 
his joy was henceforth tempered ; the sense of duty as a blessed control 
. wap fortified ; a deep distress had humanized his soul. The EUgiac 
Stamps suggested by a Picture of Pckile Castle tells of this discipline of 
paih. In the Ode, Imitations of Immortality we recognize its power. 
A veiled memorial of his brother, +o which is added something drawn' 
from another heroic sailor — Lord Nelson — may be discovered in 
The Happy Warrior. 

In his Yi^ork as a poet Wordsworth found sustenance during his 
trial, and children were born to gladden his home. In 1806 he was 
the father of two sons and a daughter — John (his first-bom), Dorothy 
^•1804), and ^Thomas (1806). Dove Cottage proved too small for his 
growing neci^s, and for the winter of 1 806-1 S07 he gladly accepted 
the loan of the farm-hojise of Colcorton. Leicestershire, from his 
wealthy ‘/friend — a landscape painter of some repute — Sir George 
Beaumont:** He'fe was written a poem in which the spirit of chivalry 
mingles witll a sentiment for nature and humanity peculiarly his 
ov;n — the Song at the Feast of Brougham Castle ; and here he read 
aloud for Coleridge the later books of The Prelude, awakening in his 
friend's heart a passion of self-pity, a throng of reviving hopes, and 
a great joy that at least one of the two poets had been wholly loyal 
to his allotted task. Two slender volumes of Poems were published 
by Wordsworth in 1807 ; no nobler gift of verse had appeared in 
England since Milton wrote ; it was received by the critics with 
derision ; but the writer was supported amid such discouragement 
by his faith in the whispers of lonely Muse.” ” These poems," 
he wrote to Lady Beaumont, ” w'dl, in their degree, be efficacious in 
making men wiser, better, and happier.” A century has given its 
confirmation to Wordsworth's just self-confidence. 

Pert of the summer of 1807 was spent in Yorkshire, where Words- 
worth for the first time saw the remains of Bolton Priorj;-. and visited 
the striding-place where young Romilly leaped and was lost. ^Having 
gathered the needful material of history and tradition, he composed 
at Stockton-on-Tees before the close of the year !»^,cer*sidc.able part 
of his poem connected with the PriOTy—The White Doe of Ry^tone. 
It remained unpublished until 1815. In narrative and dcscf.^tive 
^ower The White Doe is by- no means deficient, but it is far less a 
®poem of chivalric action, su^ as Scott might have written, than a 
record of spiritual events. The subject essentially belongs Words- 
worth's own experience, for it deals before all else with the puri- 
flbation. or, one 4nay say, the sublimation of sorrow. Emily, the 
heroine, abides the shock of pain and grief, and finally obtains an 
exalted triumph. Such a poem could not compete in popularity 
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with the Giaours and Corsairs which had taken the public by storm ; 
but it bears a gift of healingf^ to those who suffer as effectually at the 
present day as when it was ff^st piit forth. 

In the summer of 1808 Wordsworth reiftoved to a house — Allan 
Bank — ^just built under the northern flank of Silverhowe, on the way 
from Grasmere into Easedale. Here a little daughter, whom they 
named Catherine, was Iwn in September, and in May, 1810, Wprds- 
worth's last child, WilKam. Coleridge, engaged during 1809-1810 
on hjs periodical The Friend, was for a long period domesticated 
with his old friends ; and for a time Dc Quinccy .vas a visitor To 
The Friend Wordsworth contributed some poems and a remajf^ble 
letter of Advice to the Young. He was* chiefly occupied with The 
'Excursion (published in 1814) ; ^out deeply interested as he was 
in the affairs of Spain, he could not forbcAr uttering his mind in a 
long prose pamphlet (1809) suggested by the Gonvention^ of jCintra, 
in which passionate meditation is expressed in a style of weighty 
eloquence. Its general thesis, that the hopes for the Spaniards 
resided not in military armaments or diplomatic negotiations, but ij3 
the moral spirit of an indignant people, is applied to shotv- the injus- 
tice. and therefore the folly, of Wellesley's arrangement with the 
French. The pamphlet was delayed too long, and it fell upon unheed- 
ing ears. A little later, in 1810. another remarkabl'3 pic.-'c^^of prose, 
but of a different kind, appeared — Wordsworth's introduction to 
Wilkinson’s Views of Cumberland, Westmoreland, and Lancashire, 
afterwards enlarged and separately published as a guide to the Engftsh 
lakes. It is especially interesting as exhibiting Wordsworth's intellec- 
tual grasp of all those features of landscape and varying aspects of 
nature interpreted in poetry by his imagination and passions. 

His residence at Allan Bank terminated in the spring of 1811, when 
the landlord required the house for his own use. A temporary rest- 
ing-place. far from sat '''.factory, was found at the Parsonage, Gras- 
mere. which stood until lately close to the churchyard. In 1812 
it became a house of grief ; on June 4 of that year little Catherine, 
a child of sweet and gay temper, sickened and died. The lines begin- 
ning " Loving she is and traceable though wild,” tell of her innocent 
mirth ; the sonnet Surprised by Joy records her father's abiding 
sorrow. Si^ months later little Thomas lay beside her in the church- 
yard. A house haunted by such memories of anguish could not be 
endured. Rydal Mount, standing above Rydal Mere, on the slone 
of Nab’s Scar, fgll * 4 Ticant ; it was in every way siytable for a poe?s 
home ; tRither tht’ household was transferred in the spring of 1813. 
It \v 4 s Wordsworth's final home for life. 

Tmough the influence of Lord Lonsdale. Wordsworth was appointed, 
in March of the same year distributor Af stamps for the county 01 
Westmoreland ; the value of the post was said to be £^00 a year ; 
the dutief were not over-burdensome, and they were lightened by the 
help of a clerk. Thus happily provided for, Wordsworth ap^ied 
a portion of his time to preparing his son John for the Universitv. In 
reading the classics again, some of their spirit passed into his own 
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verse. A rare dignity of expression, a majesty of versification, a 
new grace of style, are united in such poems as Laodamia and Dion 
Ydth gravity of thought and restraihed passion. A few pieces of a 
different kind were suggested by Wordsworth’s second Scottish tour, 
'lhat of the summer of 1814. His wife and her sister Sara were his 
companions, and, guided by the Ettrick Shepherd, they now looked 
with bodily eyes on Yarrow, the stream cf romance. All the spirit 
of the place has passed into the poem YS^row Visited. A third of 
Wordsworth’s Yarrow poems, and one touched by sadness which is 
yet courageously V resisted, belongs to his old age, when in 1831 he 
visifAi Scott, then broken in health and about to seek vainly for 
restoration in Italy. 

In 1814 appeared Wordsworth’^ narrative and philosophical poem 
The Excursion, itself designed as part of still vaster poetical work, 
The Recluse, in whith the poet meant to set forth at large his views 
on man, nature, and society. The history of the formation of his 
mind in The Prelude was to serve as an introduction to the whole ; 
tjie first and third parts of The Recluse w-ere to consist chiefly of medi- 
tations in tAc author’s own person : in the intermediate part, The 
Excursion, sometliing of atlramatic form, adapting itself to philoso- 
phical dialogue, appears.'' Besides The Excursion and The Prelude 
only a sfrig^e bof*k of the first part of The Recluse was ever written. 
The Excursion has level tracts, but also illuminated heights of vision. 
It is a profound and passionate study of the bases on which rest 
metn’s faith and hope and charity, and the sanity and joy which 
spring from these. In it Wordsworth speaks as a son of consolation ; 
it is a work of thought indeed, but the thought had grown and matured 
through a personal experience. The Excursion was followed in 
1815 by The White Doe. and by the first collected edition of Words- 
worth’s miscellaneous poems, in which he adopted a classification 
carefully considered, and adhered to in all future editions which have 
his authority. It had reference partly to the progress of human 
life from childhood to old age, death, and immortality ; partly to the 
dominant faculties of the soul which are represented in his various 
writings. So much of the author’s mind entered into thi.s arrange- 
ment that it cannot without serious loss be disturbed. 

A Small sheaf of poems, including the Thanksgiving Ode fgr Waterloo 
and the restoration of peace, appeared in 1816 ; and three years 
later was published a long lyrical ballad of 17^, Peter Bell, in which 
with some errors .of grotesqueness and ungainly vivacity there is 
a masterly study of the wild lover’s character,*^ And a passionate 
inquisition into strange processes of the human spirit. It was^^idi- 
culed, but it was read, and indeed few of its author’s poems are'' more 
oSharacteristic of his genius in" Its earlier development. The Waggoner, 
written in 1805 and dedicated to Charles Lamb, followed ; it does not 
pretend to greatness and profundity, but it shows as much' geniality 
a^^d gaiety of temper as were possible to Wordsworth, and its vivid 
topogra|>hical associations make it dear to all who cherish memories 
pf the’ Qistrict of the Lakes, 
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During sweral3^arsWord9ivorth was engaged from time to time on 
a series ^of sonnets connected witj^ the course of the river Duddoh from 
its source to the point where it is lost in th^ sea. The sonnets, with 
other miscellaneous peoms, were issued in 1820. They are eminent 
among his writings for grace, for tranquiT beauty, ahd delicate play 
of fancy. . A second sequence of sonnets, those which deal with 
ecclesiastical history, aivJ especially with the history of the Chpurch* 
of England, are less spontaneous, but they maintain the level of a 
high table-land, from which occasionally rises an altitude of (con- 
templative passion. The design'' was formed fti the wint iglM 3 f 
1820. and the volume, entitled Ecclesiastical Sketches, appears two 
years later, but additions were made almost to the date when Words- 
worth ceased to write. In earlier days hi-s spiritual life had been 
fed by the influences of nature and by his own exultant feelings. 
Gradually he came to value aright the power fSr good o^ organised 
institutions, rites, and ceremonies ; he felt himself more than formerly 
a member of a devout society ; an historical feeling united itself 
with his private and personal life of the soul. If something was 
lost there was a compensating gain. Unhappily that strongi^creative 
impulse which makes artistic work inevitable was often lacking in 
the ecclesiastical sonnets ; he sometimes sought for hig subjects 
rather than was sought and compelled by them. ^ ®*- 

A delightful tour of 1820 to Switzerland and the Itaflian lakes, in 
company with his wife, his sister, and some chosen friends, gave^ its 
origin to another volume of verse published in 1822 — Memorials 
of a Tour on the Continent. The pow'cr of Wordsworth's genius had 
unmistakably begun to ebb ; but sometimes there is strength and 
often there is beauty in the refluent wave. The illumination of 
morning and of noon had passed away ; but a clarity remains in the 
evening sky, and this is sometimes thrilled with some beautiful 
surprise of radiance. No one who values Wordsworth's work aright 
can regard with light esteem the best of his later poems ; they give 
us something which we cannot find elsewhere, and make us feel how 
beautiful and harmonious eves a decline may be. Many of these 
poems of his eld6r days were suggested by travel. In 1827 Sir George 
Beaumont died, and left by his will to Wordsworth an annuity of,/ioo, 
to be i^nf on a yearly tour. Belgium, the Rhine, Holland, Wales, 
lIelan(^; Scotland, were at various times visited. In 1837 Words- 
worth for the first time saw Florence and Rome ; at Rome no obji^t 
moved Mm so dr-pV as a pine-tree, seen against the evening sky, 
which had been preserved from destruction at Beaumont's entreaty. 
Th^<.raveller was now not far from seventy, -and his strength and 
spirits were not always equal to the e:j|':itement of such w&ndering% 
He returned by Venice and Munich, and was glad to rest again in hi# 
beloved kome at Rydal. ^ 

Wordsworth’s latest volumes of verse were Yarrow Revisited 
emd other Poems (1833), Poems, Chiefly of Early and Lq^e YeSrs 
(1842), in"' which ‘^e tragedy of The Borderers was first printed. His 
conscientious sense of a craftsman’s duty in literature led him to 
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frequent revision of his work, and on the whole the gains were great. 
For the stereotyped edition ot 1J836 thfe alterations were carried 
top far, but in 1845 Wordsworth, in •those instances where it was 
desirabW \^ith a few ex<feptions, reverted to the earlier readings. 
There can 'be no question, speaking generally, that the latest text 
is also the best text. Such work as this was like setting his house 
order and devising his gift to the world before the approaching 
end. And indeed there were sufficient tok^ that the end could 
not be far off. Many who were dear to Wordsworth had passed away 
or were encompassed with the infirjtiijties of old age. His sister was a 
confkxSkd invalid, weakened in intellect. Scott, Coleridge, Lamb, 
Hogg, Felicia Hera^ins, Southtey, followed each other in quick succes- 
sion “ from sunshine to the sunllbs land.*' Friends, indeed, of a 
younger generation loved hnd revered Wordsworth, and the honours 
of old age vjpre his. in 1839 he received, amid enthusiastic plaudits, 
tlio honorary D.C.L. of Oxford. Four years later he was appointed 
I^t Laureate, wnth a dispensation from the irksome task of official 
o^s, and was granted a Civil List pension of £^00 per annum. 
He had ^sigiftd his position as distributor of stamps, and was suc- 
ceeded in the office by his^^son William. 

The slo^ towards death \vould have been gentle but for one great 
sorrow. Wordsworth's beloved daughter Dora, married in 1841 to 
Edwar(^,Quillkian, a man of culture and literary tastes, died in the 
summer of 1847. To her father the blow was overwhelming ; he 
subifiitted with devout resignation, but he could not recover his 
accustomed cheerfulness. During the remaining years he was silent 
as a poet, and waited for the end. It came in the spring of 1850. 
On March loth of that year he returned from church chilled by the 
north-east wind ; ten days later he w^as dangerously ill ; bronchial 
‘ and pleuritic inflammation was fully developed. For a month he 
lingered in view of death. On April 20th Mrs. Wordsworth, announc- 
ing .to him the verdict of the physicians, said, gently, "William, 
you are going to Dora." He made no reply, and it was doubted 
whether he had heard the words. More than twenty-four hours 
afterwards one of his nieces came into the room, and was drawing 
aside the curtain of his chamber, and then, as if awakening from a 
quiet sleep, he said, ‘ Is that Dora ? ' " On the 23rd, exartly as the 
cuckoo-clock was striking the hour of noon, he calmly breathed his 
Uust. His body was laid to rest, near the bodies of his children, in 
Grasmere churchyard. " He desired,” wrote hjs jj^phew and bio- 
grapher, " no splendid tomb in a public mausoleum. He reposes, 
according to his own wish, beneath the green turf, among the dg,jbs- 
mjn of Grasmere, under the s^amores and yews of a country church- 
iy&d, by the side of a beautinil stream, amid the mountains which 
he loved.*' • • 

In person Wordsworth was tall, and neither massive nor meagre. 
Hi» features were strongly marked, indicative of a strenuous energy 
of minc^* Hazlitt,” describing his appearance in youth, speaks of 
a severe, worn presence of thought about his temples, a fire in his 



XVI 


WORDSWORTH 


eye (as if he saw more in objects than the outward appearance). . . . 
cheeks furrowed by strong purpose And feeling." The mouth, says 
De Quincey. " composed the strongest feature in his face." Constant 
exposure to the open air hardened the surface of the skin, and " the 
secret fire of a temperament too fervid " caused him to look older than 
his years. Of many portraits, that by Haydon, which represents 
him standing upon Helvellyn, best records the brooding power that 
sometimes came into his face ; the droop of the head, weighed down 
by imaginative thought and feeling, is true and characteristic. An 
idealised portrait in words, writteh by Words wortn himself, iray'lne 
found in the first four stanzas of his verses Written in my ^Potket- 
Copy of Thomson* $ “ Castle of Indolence.** .Most of his poetry 
came into being in the open-air ; desk-work or any use of the pen 
was irksome to him, and* often he dictated to his wife or sister as 
amanuensis. His conversation was earnest and •v^^eighty with thought ; 
he could be genial with his friends, but he did not conceal his strength 
of moral indignation against what seemed to him evil or mean. 
his rural neighbours he took a kindly interest, but he did not becom'e 
an easy companion to them. His self-esteem was nigh,.cjnot the 
self-esteem of vanity, but that of one who fecognises his own greatness 
as if it were an objective fact, like the greatness of a mountain height ; 
towards all that is above the human soul he looked upward in aspira- 
tion and deep humility. t .v. 

" The essential characteristic of Wordsworth's poetry at its best," 
I have written elsewhere. " is the essential characteristic of Words- 
worth's genius — the organic, vital unity in it of sense and spirit, of 
thought and feeling, of reason and imagination, of reality and ideality, 
of calm receptiveness and creative energy, of passion and conscience, 
of ardour and serenity, of freedom and obedience to law." Powers 
which commonly war against one another in our nature he reduced 
or restored to harmony ; more truly than any other great poet of 
the century he may be called a reconciler. He brings to us the gift 
of peace ; but at the heart of this peace are rapture and power. 

Edward Dowden. 


^ PUBLISHERS’ NOTE. 

This eliition of Wordsworth's Poetical Works contains every poem pub- 
lished by the author, and the text here followed is that which he Jy 
revised for the collected edition issued in his lifetime. The 
author's own arrangement of the poems has been followed throughout 
sav^'or the transference of the ** Additional Poems" which were formerly 
printed after the Notes, Appendix, and ^Pi^.:faces, to the concluding pagt^ 
of the poems. 

To th5se ^Additional Poems'* have been added the verses which 
formerlyja.ppeared at the end of the long prose " Postscript " of 1855. The 
famous " Preface" with the " Appendix," Essay," and I^eface to the 
edition of iSis " are {mated in their entirety, together with a sdmewhat 
abbreviated. version of the Notes." 
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POEMS 

By william WORDSWORTH 

POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH 

i in this class, ** The Evening Walk " and “ Descriptive Sketches " were first 
aubliAtada in X793. They are reprinted with some alterations that were chiefly made very soon 
after their publication. • 

This notice, which mts written some time ^o, scarcely applies to the Poem, '* Descriptive 
Sketches," as it now stands. The corrections, though numerous, arc not, however, such as 
to prevent Its retaining with propriAy a place in the class of^uvenilc Pieces. 

1836. 

Those busy cares that would allay my 
pain : 

Oh ! leave me to mvself, nor let me feel 
Tlie officious touch that makes me droop 
again. 

Ill 

AN EVliNING WALK 

ADDRESSED TO A YOU NO LADY 
General Sketch of the Lakes — Author's regret 
of his youth which was passed amongst them 
— ^Short description of Noon— Cascade — 
Noon- tide Retreat — Piecipice and sloping 
lights— -Face of Nature as the Sun declines — 
Mountain-farm, and the Cock — Slate-quarry 
— Sunset — Sufjcrstition of the Country con- 
nected with that moment — Swans — Female 
Beggar — Twiligh t-sounds — Western Lights 
— Spirits— Nigh t — Moonlight — Hope — Night- 
sounds — Conclusion. 

Far from my dearest Friend, ’tis mine to 
rove 

Through bare grey dell, high wood, and 
pastoral cove ; 

[Where Derwent rests, and listens to the 
roar 

That stuns the tremulous cliffs of high 
I-odore ; 

Where peace to Grasmere’s kmely island 
leads. 

To willowy hedge-rows, and to emerald 
meads ; 

l^ads to her bridge, rude church, and 
cottaged grounds. 

Her rocky sbeepwalks, and her woodland 
bounds ; 

Where, undisturbed by winds, Winander * 
sleeps 

'Mid clustering isles, and holly-crinkled 
Steens : • 


* EXTRACT 

Aom the conclusion of a poem, com- 

POSED^N ANTICIPATION OF LEAVING 
SCHOOL ^ 0 

Dear ^ foretell, 

Frozxk what l{Ml at tflf^ farewell, 

That, wheresoe’er my steps m;^y tend. 
And whensoe'er^niy course sh^l end. 

If jTy:hat hour a single tie 
Survive of local sympathy, 

My soul will cast the backward view. 
The longing look alone on you. 

Thus, while the Sun sinks down to rest 
Far in the regions of the west. 

Though to the vale no parting beam 
Be given, not one .memorial gleam, 

A lingering light he fondly throws 
On the dear hills where first he rose. 

T7«r.. 

II 


WRITTEN IN VERY EARLY YOUTH 

Calm is all nature as a resting wheel. 

The kine are couched upon the dewy 
l^ass ; 

The nn^rae alone, seen dimly as 1 pass, 

Is cA]^ping audiblyobis later meal : 

Oark is the ground ; ? slumber seems to 
steal 

O’er vale, and mountain, and the star- 
less sky. % 

^low, in this blank of things, a harm^y, 
and home-created, comes to 

_ hesi 

That gflef for which the senses still 

r«if. for only th^n, when memory 

Is hushedt^am I at rest. My Friends ! 
mriain 


steeps ; 

Where twilight glens endear my Ksth- 
waite's fihore. 

And memory Of departed pleasures, more. 

^ These lines are applicable cmly to the 
middle part of tbatlake. 
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Fair scenes, erewhile, 1 taught, happy 
child, 

The echoes of^oiir rocks my carols wild : 

The Spirit sought- not then, in cherished 
sadness, 

A cloudy substitute for failing gladness. 

In youth’s keen eye the livelong day was 
bright, 

The sun at morning, and the stars at 
night. 

Alike, when first the bittern’s hollow bill 

Was beard, or woodcocks i roamed the*! 
moonlight hill. 

In thoughtless gaiety I coursed the 
plain, * 

And nope itself was all I knew of pain ; 

For then, the inexperienced heart would 
beat 

At times, while young Content forsook 
her seat. 

And wild Impatience, pointing upward, 
showed. 

Through passes yet unreached, a brighter 
road. 

Alas I the idle tale of man is found 

Depicted in the dial’s moral round : 

Hope with reflection blends her social 
rays 

To gild the total tablet of his days ; 

Yet still, the sport of some malignant 
power. 

He knows but from its shade the present 
hour. 

But why, ungrateful, dwell on idle 
pain ? 

To show what pleasures yet to me re- 
main. 

Say, will my Friend, with unreluclaiit 
ear. 

The history of a poet's evening hear ? ^ 

When, in the south, the wan noon, 
brooding still, ^ 

iJlreathed a pale steanf around the glar- 
ing hiH 

-And shades of deep-embattled clouds 
\Arre seen. 

Spotting the northern cliffs with lights 
between ; 

When crowding cattle, checked liy rails 
that make 

A fence far stretched into the shallow 
lake, • 

leashed the cool water with their rest- 
less tails, 

Or front high points of rock looked 

• out for fanning gales ; 

When school-boys stretched their length 
upon the^ ^een ; 

la the beginniaf of winter, these mountains 
/are frequent^ by woodocNsks, which in .dark 
retire into the woodjs. 


And round ^ the broad^ptead oak, ■ a 
^ glimmering scene. 

In the rough fern-clad pack, the herded 
deer « , , . • 

Shook the still- twinkling tail add glailp- 
ing car ; ' • 

When horses in the sunburnt intake ^ 
stood. 

And vainly eyed below the teniptinij^ 
flood. 

Or ti'acked the passenger, in mute 
distress, » • • 

With forward- neck the closiiigfgate 

press— * ^ 

Then, * while 1 pandered where the 
• huddling rill 

Brightens with water-bf^aks the hollow 
! ghylia 

As by enqliSHitment, an obscuce retreat 
Opened at once, and stayed my devious 
feet. 

While thick above the rill the branch&i 
close, • 

In rocky basin its wi'Q waves repose. 
Inverted shrubs, and moss* of gloomy 
green, ' 

Cling from the r^ks, wiU&pale wood- 
weeds between ; 

And its ^'W'n twilight spftens the whole 
scene, ^ 

Save where aloft the subtle sunbftams 
shine 

On withered briars that o’er the crags 
recline ; 

Save where, with sparkling foam, a 
small cascade 

Illumines, from within, the leafy shade ; 
Beyond, along the vista of the brook. 
Where antique roots its bustling course 
o’crlook. 

The eye reposes on a secret bridge * 
Half ^cy, half shagged with ivy to its 
ridge ; 

There, bending o’er the stream, the 
listless swain 

Lingers behind his disappeai-inp; wain* 

- -Old Sabine grace adorn my living line, 
Blandusia’s praise, wild stream, sboedd 
yield to thine ! 

Never shall ruthless mkiister of 4Path 
’Mid thy soft glooms the glittering steel 
unsheath ; 

No goblets shall, for thee, be crowned 
with flowers, 

/ ' 

* The wont iiUake is local, and tigaifies a* 

mouatain-mclosure. ^ 

, » Ghyll is also, 1 believe, a term cwufiniwi to 
this country : ghyll, and dingle, have tiie wne 
meaning. t , 

* The reader who hSs fhade tbb toAhe ni ibh 

country, will reoogtdse, in this desoriptiohi, 
features which charaoteriaer the losmr -waterfafl . 
I in the grounds of Rydal. p 
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Ickt ndth piteous ftutcry thrill thy 
howetsi , ' 

'Pie mystic '8)i£ms t|iat by tt^y margin 
• rdv»‘ / ' 

& mm b^gnant sacrifice approve — 

A mjAd,'tnat, in a caUo, angelic mood 

Of happy wisdom, meditating good, 
•Beholds, of all from her high powers 
required, 

Mueh done, and much designed, and 
• fiiore desired, — « 

Harmimious thoughts, a soul by truth 
• reniied. 

Entire affection human kLrtd. 

Dear Brook, farewell ! Tr^niorrow’s 
noon again 

Shall hi<jp m% wooing long wildwood 
strain ; 

But now the suii has gained his western 

• road, 

Mid eve's mild hour invites my steps 
abroad. • 

• 

lyhile, near the njidway alLff, the 
silvered kite 

In inany if Vhistling* circle wheels her 
flight: * 

Slant watery lights, from partiiTig chaids, 
apace 

Traw along the precipice's base ; 

Cheering its nakikl waste of scattered 
stripe. 

By lichens grey, and scanty moss, over- 
grown ; 

Where scarce the foxgloN-e peeps, or 
thistle's beard ; 

And restless stone-chat, all day long, is 
heard- ^ 


How pleasant, as the sun declines, to 
view 

The spacious landscape change in form 
and hue ! 

Here', vanish, as in mist, before a flood 
Ofbright obscurity, hill, lawn, and wood ; 
Th^re; qlbjects, by the searching beams 

(||tne forth, and here retire in purple 

- ^ven thp white stems of birch, the 
' ^‘cottage while, 

' Soften their glare before the mellow 

’^-lighir ^ 

'' JI^SkiIEs, af anchor where with umbftige 
• wide' ' 

Yon '.diestnuts half the latticed boat- 

- hoube hide, 

tbidr sides, that face the sun's 
* slant beam. 

Strong flaM pf radiance pn the tremu- 
lous strsafii;i " * 

U-^teav^ng flock, a dpty 


I^Qun^ from road, apd .spceafls Its 
• moving shroud r 

The shepherd, all involved in wreaths 

of fire,' ’ 

Now shows a shadowy speck, and now is 
lost entire. ' ' ’ 

Into a gradual calm the breezes sink, 
A blue rim borders all the lakeA still 
brink ; 

There doth the twinkling aspen’s foliage 
» , sleep. 

And insects clothe, like dust, the glassy 
' deep : 

And now, on every side, the surface 
* breaks 

Into bliw spots, and slowly lengthen- 
ing streaks ; 

Here, plots of sparkling water tremble 
brigh't 

With thousand thousand twinkling 
points of light ; 

There, waves that, hardly weltering, die 
away. 

Tip their smooth ridges with a softer ray ; 
And now the whole wide lake in dP®P 
rep«)Se 

Is hushed, and like a burnished mirror 
glows, 

Save where, along the shady western 
marge, 

Coasts, with industrious oar. the charcoal 
barge. 

Their panniored train a group of 
potters goad. 

Winding from side to side up the steep 
road ; 

The peasant, from yon cliff of fearful edge 
Shot, down the headlong path darts with 
his sledge 

.Bright beams the lonely mountain-horse 
illume 

Feeding 'mid purple heath, “ green 
rings," 1 and broom ; ‘ 

While the sharp slope the slackened tjcam 
confounds, • 

Downward the ponderous timber-wajn 
resounds; . . 

In foamy breaks the rill, with me^ry song. 
Dashed o’er the rough rock, Ifgh^y leai^ 
along ; 

From lonesome chapel at the mountain's 
feet. 

Three humble bells their rustic chime ret 
peat ; 

Sounds from the water-^de the hammered 
boat: 

And blasted quarry thipifiers, hevd 
remote ! ' 

Even here, amid the sweep of endless 

i ** Vivid rlM of greeii.”^o|UKNWo<m> 
rosM ow s'RpbnHG. ‘ ' 
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Blue pomp of lakes, high eliffs, f ailing 

floods, * 

Not undelightful arc the simplest charms, 
Found by, the grassy door of mountain- 
farms. 

Sweetly ferocious, ^ round his native 
walks, 

Pride of his sister •wives, the monarch 
stalks 


Spur-^ad his nervous feet, and firm his Lwaving his hat, tljjt shepherd. fioMuthe, 


^ead 

A crest of purple tops the warrior's head. 

Bright sparks his black .and rolling eye- 
ball hurls 4 

Afal:, his tail he closes and unfurls ; 

On tiptoe reared, he strains hik clarion 
throat. 

Threatened by faiutly-answering farms 
remote : 

Again with his shrill voice the mountain 
rings. 

While, flapped with conscious pride, re- 
sound his wings ! 

Where, mixed with graceful birch, the 
sombrous pine 

And yew-tree o’er the silver rocks recline ; 

1 love to mark the quarry’s moving trains. 

Dwarf pannicred steeds, and men, and 
numerous wains : 

How busy all the enormous hive within. 

While Echo dallies with its various din ! 

Some (hear you not their chisels’ clinking 
sound ?) 

Toil, small as pigmies in the gulf pro- 
found : 

Sk>me, dim between the lofty cliffs des- 
cried, 

O’erwalk the slender plank from side to 
side ; 

These, by the pale-blue rocks that cease- 
less ring. 

In airy baskets hanging, work and sing^ 

. Just where a cloud* above the moun- 
S' tain reArs 

, An e^e all flame, the broadening sun 
appears ; 

A long blue bar its ?egis orb divides, 

"And breaks the spreading of its golden 
tides ; 

^ And now that orb has touched the purple 
steep 

Whose softened image penetrates the 
deep. 

'Cross the calm lake’s blue shades the 
clifiir aspire. 

With towers and wooda, a “ prospect all 
on fire ” ; 


While coves and secret *hollo4ihl, 

' a ray ' ■ 

Of faioter ^old, a purple . g\eam Jbetray. 

Each ^p 01 lawn the oroken be- :, 

tween , ‘ J ' 

Shines in the light withmo^e than earth- 
ly green : 

Deep yellow beams the scattered sterns^ 
illume. 

Far in the level forest’s central gloom ; 


1 ” Bolcamenlip . terooe.*’ — Tasso. — In thk 
description of the xxh^c. I remembered a spkited 
of the same animal Jn L'Agiicultute, ou Les 
" Bfpciiiqiies Francoises, of M. Rossuet. 


Directs his winding dog the 
scdle, — 

The dog, loud bUrkuig, 'mid the glitter* 
ing rA>cks, 

Hunts, where his master points,- the 
iiitercyi^cd flocks. « 

Where "oaiu o’eihang the /oad the'' 
radiance shoots 

On tawny earth, wild weeds, and twisted 
roots ; ,, 

The druid -stones a briglitened ring un- 
fold ; • 

And all •the babbling brooks are liquid 
gold ; A 

Sunk to a curve, th6 day-s^^ lessens still. 
Gives one bright glance, and drops 
behind the hill.® • 

In these secluded vales, if village Rime, 
Confirmed by hoary hairs, belief may 
claim ; 

When up the hills, as now, retired the 
light, 

Strange apparitions mocked the shep- 
herd’s sight. 

The form appears of one that spurs his 
steed 

Midway along the hill with desperate 
speed : 

Unhurt pursues his lengthened flight, 
while all 

Attend, at every stretch, his headlong^ 
fall. . ' 

Anon, appears a brave, a gorgeous show 
Oi horsemen- shadows moving to and 
fro ; 

At intervals imperial banners str^^. 
And now the van reflects the solar beam ; 
The rear through iron brown betrays a . 
sullen gleam. 

While silent stands the admiring crowd ■ 
flbelow, • ■ , . . 

Silent the A^onary warriors go. . 
Winding m*orderra pomp their upiysrifl* 
way ® '* . 

Till the last banner of the lo&g array 

• From Thotnaon^ ^ 

* See a descriptini of an amMaranos . 

kind in Clark's Survey td LSke^ aeoompaa^ 
ied by vouchms oiits vearSoity, thatasay .amnae' 
thaimder. - . -- ^ ^ ' 
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Han and every trace is iSedi ! 

Of/^lraaour-K-eave the beacon's spiry 

'tipt with eve*^ latest gleair^ojf burning 
red. • 

Now,' while the solemn evening sha- 
dows sail, 

• On «Iowly -waving pinions, down the 

vale ; 

And, fronting the bright west, yon oak 

• ^isntwines, , 

Itj darkening, bougfis and leaves, in 

• B#onger lines ; 

'Tis pleasant near the tranquil* lake to 
' stray 

-iVhere, winding on along sgme secret 
bay. 

The swi^n iij^ifts his chest, q^nd backward 

His neck, a varying arch, between his 
• towering wings • 

The eye that marks the gliding creature 
sees • 

How graciAful, pride can be. and how 
majestic, ease. • s 

While tenflfT cares and mild domestic 
•loves •• 

With furtive watch pursue her as she 
mftves, 

Thg female with a meeker charm suc- 
ceeds. 

And her brown littic-ones around her 
leads. 

Nibbling the water lilies as they pass. 

Or playing wanton with the floating 
grass. 

She, in a mother's care, her beauty’s 
pride 

Forgetting, calls the wearied to her side ; 
Alternately they mount her back, and 
rest • 

Close by her mantling wings’ embraces 
prest. 


Long may they float upon this flood 
serene ; 

Theirs be these holms untrodden, still, 
and green, 

J^here leafy shades fence off the 
^ • blustering gale. 

And breathes in peace the lily of the 
vale ! 

Yon isle, which feels not even the milk- 
maid's feet, 

^ Yet bears "her song, “ by distancelmade 
• V rooro sweet,” 

•Von isle conceals their home, their hut- 
Uftt bower ; 

t^een water-rushes overspread the 
• flooi^; • 

' Long grass and willows form the woven 

And abore the roof the poplar 


Thcncf issuing often v/ith unwieldy 

• stalk. 

They crush with broad black feet their 
floii^ery walk ; 

Or, from the neighbouring water, hear at 
mom 

The hound, the horse's tread, and mellow 
horn ; 

Involve their serpent-necks in changeful 
rings. 

Rolled wantonly between their slippery 

• wings. 

Or, starting up with noise and rude 
delight. 

Force half upon the wave their t umbrous 
flight. 

• 

Fair Swan ! by all a mother's joys 
caressed. 

Hnply some wretch has eyed, and called 
thee blessed ; 

When with her infants, from some shady 
seat 

By the lake’s edge, she rose — to face the 
noontide beat ; 

Or taught their limbs along the dusty 
road 

A iew short steps to totter with theit 
load. 

I see her now, denied to lay her head, 

On cold blue nights, in hut or straw - 
built shed, 

Turn to a silent smile their sleepy cry. 

By pointing to the gliding moon on high. 

— When low-hnng clouds each star of 
summer liide, 

And fireless are the vallies far and wide. 

Where the brook brawls along the public 
road 

Dark with bat-haunted ashes stretching 
broad, 

Oft has she taught them on her lap to lay 

The shining glow-worm ; or, in heedless 
play. 

Toss it from hand to hand, disquieted ; 

While others, not unseen, free to shed 

Green unmolested light upon their mossy 
bed, * 

Oh ! when the sleety showers her path 
assail. 

And like a torrent roars the headstrong 
gale ; 

No more her breath can thaw their 
fingers cold. 

Their frozen arms her neck ho more can 
fold ; . 

Weak roof a cowering form two babes to 
shield. 

And faint the fire a dying heart can yield \ 

Press die sad kiss, fond mother 1 vainly 
fe;irs 

Thy flooded cheek to wet them with its 
teqrs; 
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T^y fir«ia»t tbeir f|eatb-bed, colj^ned m 
tiiin'e arms ! . 

Sweet are the sounds that mingle from 
9far, 

Heard' by calm lakes, as peeps the folding 
star, 

Where the duck dabbles *rnid the rustling 


An4 


No twn CbiU them, end no^osom Lost m the thicj^erntd : 

* , hoar ; '‘■ 

Andt toweling from the suUan dark* 
brQWnemere. • ^ \ ^ 

Like a. black wall» the mouxvtahi-B^p% 
appear. • 

— Now o*er the soothed accordant heart 
we feel 

A sympathetic twilight slowly ste^ • 
And ever, as we fondly muse, we dhd 
The soft gloom deepening on the tranquil 
• mind. • * . * 

Stay ! pensive, sadly-pleasing wiqMg, 
stay ! ^ 

Ah no ! as fades Ibc ^a'e, they fade away ; 
Vet still the tender, vacant glocun' re- 
main^: 

Still the cold cheek its shuddering tear 
retainsi^ • • 

The bird, who ceased, with fading 
light, to thread • 

i Silent the hedge or steamy rivulet’s ^4^ 

night ; ‘ I soon 

’Mid groves of clouds that crest the i '^'ihite v*th gladsome note the rising 
mountain’s brow, i moon. 

And roqnd the west's proud lodge their ^ While with a hoaej* light frosts the 
‘ adc * * 


sedge, 

feeding pike starts from the watcr^s 
edge. 

Or the swan stirs the reeds, his neck and 
bill 

(Vetting, that drip upon the water still ; 

And ' heron, as resounds the « trodden 
fihore. 

Shoots upward, darting his long neck 
before. 

Now, with religious awe, the farew’cll | 
light I 

Plends with the solemn colouring of | his grey re-appealing tower sha 

oiirht r soon • 


shadows throw, 

like Una shining on her gloomy way, 

Thb half- seen form of Twilight roams 
astray ; 

Shedding, through paly loo]) -holes mild 
and small. 

Gleams that upon the lake's still bosom 

Soft o’er the surface creep those lustres 
pale 

Tracking the motions of the fitful gale. 

Wi^ restle.ss interchange at once the 
bright 

Wins on the shade, the shade upon the 


„ -i*®ht. I Across the gloom v valley flings her light. 

No favoiued eye was e er allowed to gazej Far to the western slopes with hamlets 

On lovelier snectarle in faerv Havs : V «Ti-.i'+n . 


„On lovelier spectacle in faery d^^ys ; 

t hen gentle Spirits Urged a sportive 
'' chase, ' a 

ushin^'with lucid wands the water’s 
face ; 

Whjle music, stealing round the glimmer- 
' ing deeps, 

Charmitd the tall circle of the enchanted 
steeps. 

r-rThe lights are vanished from the 
watery plains : 

Nb wreck of all the pageantry remains. 
Unheeded night has overcome the vales : 
On the . d&rk earth the wearied vision 
fails ; 

lolest lingerer of the forest train, 

Tbfl lone black fir, forsakes the faded 
; plidn; * . 

; LgfttimRitfig si^t, fbe cottage ampke. no 
,,-^■1:., more. 


ground. 

And poui^ a deeper blhe ^o Xltbers 
bound ; ^ 

Pleased, as she moves, her pomp of clouds 
to fold 

In robes of azure, fleecy-white, and gold. 

Above yon. eastern hill, where darkness 
broods 

O'er all its vanished dells, and lawns, 
and woods ; 

Where but a mass of shade the sight can. 
trace. 

Even now she shews, half-veiled, her 
lovely face ; 


white ; 

And gives, where woods the chequered 
upland strew. 

To the green corn of summer, autumn’s 
hue. 

Thus Hope, first pouring from ter 
blessed horn 

Her dawn, far lovelier than the ■ 

own mom, 

’Till kigher mounted, strives* in vain tp. 
cheer 

The weary htlls, impemous, blackefljqg, 
near ; "'*• "v' ' ' . 

Yet does she still, undaunted, throw tthq 
while ♦ ~ 

0|i darling spots remote her*tmpflp|^ 


Even now she djBcks for m k 
scene, ^ ^ 
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brCJad the gulf of time 
'T^tWecii) • 

^:jphg t^tcotta^ with her'ibndest rayp 
(Sdla.^^n/sole wish» sole object of iny 
• way;/ 

How fair its lawils and sheltering woods 
appear I 

•How*sWeet its streamlet murmurs in mine 
ear I) 

Where we, my Friend, to happy dax-s 
• _ ehali rise, « 

’Tift tgjr small share of hardly -paining 

(For sighs will ever tirgible human breath) 
Creep bushed into me tfatiquil breast of 
death. .» 


But now tihe clear briglU Moon her 
renith gains. 

And, rimy without speck, extend the 

• plains : 

IShe deepest cleft the mountain’s front 
displavs • 

Scarce hidft a shadow from her search- 
ing rays ; • • 

From the d0ek-bliie jjaint silvery threads 
divide * 

The hills, W'hilc«gleams below llic azure 

^ tid«; 

Tim^ softly treads : throughout the land- 
scape breathes 

A peace enlivened, not disturbed, by 
wreaths 

Of charcoal -smoke, that o'er the fallen 
wood. 

Steal down the hill, and spread along the 
flood. 


The song of mountain-streams, un- 
heard by day. 

Now' hardly hecird, beguiles my home- 
ward way. 

Air listens, like the sleeping water, still. 

To catch the ^iritual music of the hill. 

Broke only by the slow clock tolling deep. 

Or Shout that wakes the ferry-man from 
sleep, 

t e echoed hoof nearing the distant 
«Bhore, 

Xfie boat’s first motion — made with 


tiasbing oar ; 

Sound of closed gate, across the Watci 
^ borne, 

J[j[iir^ing the timid hare through just- 


• ling corn ; ^ 

The sportive outcry of the mocking owl ; 
And at Kmg intervals the mill-dog’s howl ; 
Tte distant forge's swinging thump pro- 
" found j • 

jOr yelU in the deep woods, of lonely 
'hound. 


^ • IV 

LINES 

WRITTEN WHILE SAILING IK A BOAT AT 
EVENING 

How richly glows the water’s breast 
Before us. tinged with evening hues. 
While, facing thus the crimson west. 

The boat her silent course pursues ! 
lAnd see how dark the backward stream 1 
A nttle moment past so smiling 1 
And still, perhaps, with faithless gleam, 
^ome other loiterers beguiling. 

Such \ic^ the youthful Bard allure ; 
But. heedless of' the following gloom. 
He deems their colours shall endure 
fill peace go with him to the tomb. 
—And let him nurse his fond deceit, 
And what if he must die in sorrow ! 
Who would not cherish dreams so sweet, 
Though grief and pain may come to- 
morrow ? 

I78y 


V 

REMEMBRANCE OF COLLINS 

COMPOSED UPON THE THAMES NEAR 
RICHMOND 

Glide gently, thus for ever glide, 

O Thames ! that other bards may see 
As lovely visions by tliy side 
As now, fair river I come to me. 

O glide, fair stream ! for ever so. 

Thy quiet soul on all bestowing, 

Till all our minds for ever flow 
As thy deep waters now arc flowing. 

Vain thought ! — Yet be as now thou art. 
That in thy waters may be seen 
The image of a poet's 'heart. 

How bright, how solemn, how serene: 
Such as did once the Poet Wess, 

Who murmuring here a later ^ ^tty. 
Could find no refuge from distr&s 
But in the milder grief of pity. 

Now let us, as we float along. 

For him suspend the dashing oar ; 

And pray that never child of song 
May know that Poet’s sorrows more. 
How calm I how still ! the only sound. 
The dripping of the oar suspended 1 
— The evening darkness gath^ round 
By virtue's holiest Powers attended- 

1789- 
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ColUns* Ods on the death ol Thomubai, 
last writtal^ I helhAre, of tile Wirich y 
pukiU^ed flit UfaMitliiie. ThlsOdeJs 

aUtiiiid to i|i the i^ai staiifiL 
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- VI • 

PESCRIPTIVE SKETCHES • 

TAK]: 9 I DURING A PEDESTRIAN TOUR 
AIIONG THE ALPS 
TO 

THE REV. ROBERT JONES, 

FELLOW OF ST. JOKN’S COLLFCE, 
CAMBRIDGE 

-|>;:ar Sir, • * 

However desirous 1 might have been of 
giving you proofs of the high place you hold in 

S y estMm, I should have been cautious of wound- 
g your delicacy by thus publicly addrcssinf 
yoUi had not tlie circumstance of our having 
been conipauions among tlie Alp^ seemed to ' 
give this dedication a ^iropriety sufficient to do 
away any scruples which your modesty might 
other wise have * suggested. 

In inscribing this little work to you, I cclsi It 
my heart. Vou know well how great is the 
difference between two companions lolling in a 
post-chaise, and two travellers plodding slovly 
along the road, side by side, cccii ulth Lis little 
knapsack of nec 3 ssar::s uixm l.is shculdcrfe. 
How much mire of heart between the tv o h lltr ! 

1 am happy in being conscious that 1 sLrll 
have one reader who will appr'^ach the crnclu- 
rton of these fev pages with i egret. You they 
must certainly interest, in reniiuding you of 
moments to which you can hardly look beck 
without a pleasure not the less dear from a shade 
of melancholy. You will meet with few images 
without recollecting the spot where wc ol i-crvcd 
them together ; c.jus'iq j cntly, wlia tever is fc cblr 
in my design, or spiritless in my colouring, vill 
t>3 amply supplied by your own memory. 

. With still greater propriety I might have 
inscribed to you a description of some of the 
features of your native mountains, through 
which we have wandered togetlicr, in the same 
manner, with so much pleasure. Kut the sca- 
■unsets, wbicli give such splendour to the \a]c 
of Ciwyd, Snowdon, tlie chair of Idris, the ouict 
village or Bethgelert, Menai and her Druids' the 
Alpine steeps of the Conway, and the still more 
interesting wiudiiin of the wizard stream of *.hc 
Dee, remain yet untouched. Apprehensive 
^ that my pencil may never be exercised on these 
^'subjects, I cdlinot let slip this opportunity nf 
> thus publicly assuring you with how much 
' affection and esteem 

I am, dear Sir, 

Most siucerely^ours, 

Lonian, 1793. 

Happiness (if she had been to be found on earth) 
among the charms of Nature — Pleasures of 
the pedestrian Traveller — ^Author 
France to the Alps — Present state of the 
Grander Chartreuse— Lake of Como — Tune, 
Sunset-^ame Sicene, Twilight — Same Scene, 
Jfo^ng; its voluptuous character : Old man 
'> And forest-cottage music — River Tusa — ^^'ia 
^ Main and Grison Gipsy — Sckellenen-thal— 
fens? °L sunset — Chapel of 

. ^ WUffam.Tali— Foroe of local emotionr— Cha< 


W. WORDSWORTH. 


.Moli-ohaBer— Vlowoftho 
4i Ufa of a Swtoa 


higher Alps— Manner 
itameer, Interspased 


with views of fhe fatadhht Alps — Gdidsti Of 3 of 
the Alps — Life and views continued— ftsn^ des 
Vaches. famous Swim Aff^Abbey of EtosM 
len and i|s pilgrims— Valley pf i^hampony-r 
Mont Blanc— slavery d Sav«^— ttiflnenM of 
liberty on oottageohappinesS-^Fhmse— Wftb 
for the extirpation of slavery — ConclusUm. ' 

Were there, below, a spot of holy ground 
Where from distress a refuge might 
found, 

A.nd solitude prepare the soul for heaven ; 
Sure, nature's God that spot tociAi hr.ff 
given « 

Whore falls the purple rnorningl 
wTde 

In flakes of li^ht upon the mountaiii 
side a 

Where with loud voi.e the power of 
wate^hakes ■ • 

The leafy wood, or sleeps in quiet lakes. 

Yet not unrecoinpenscd the man shafl 
roam, ^ 

Who at the call of summer quits bis home. 
And plods through some wiA* realm o'er 
vnfe and hnieht. 

Though seeking only liolicyw delight ; 

At least, not owfftng toJuflisilf an aim 
To wliicli the sage w-oula*give a prouder 
naifle. • • 

No gains too c’ eaply earned his fancy 
cloy, • 

Though every passing gephvr whispers 

y ; 

Brisk toil, alternating with ready ease. 
Feeds the clear current of his s>napathies. 
For him sod-seats the cottage-do<jr 
adorn ; 

And veeps the far-off spire, his evening 
bourn I 

Dear is tlie forest frowning o'er his head. 
And dear the velvet green-sward to his 
tread : 

Moves there a cloud" o'e-r mid-day's 
flan iiig eye ? 

Upward he looks — “ and calls it luxury : ” 
Kind Nature’s charities liis steps attend ; 
In every babbling brook he finds a 
friend ; 

While chastening thoughts of sweetest 
use, bestowed • 

By wisdom, moralise his pensive road- 
Host of his welcome inn, the noon-tide 
bower, 

Toshis spare meal he calls the passing 
' poor; 

He views 4he sun uplift his mden fire,* 
Or sink, with heart olive like jMemnon^s 
lyrei; 

Blesses the moon that comes with kieidly 
ray, • 

1 The lyto ,of Memnon is reported to have 
emitted melancholy or ChBecfuUouBa^As it ^ 
tcttdiad'by the sim'a r ‘ 


mya- 



.POEMS ^WRITTEN IN|YOUTH 


To light him* shaken 1 y hi#rugged way. A viewlM fltghi of lauding Demons 
from his sight no bashfiu children mock 
steal ; The Cross, by angels planted ^ on the 

HeL sits a J]irotbcr at the cottitge meal ; a&ial rock. 

Hfts htimcie .looks no shy restraint im- The ** parting Genius '* sighs with hollow 
• part ; breath 

.‘\roundhimFlaysnt will the virgin heart. Along the mystic streams of Life and 
unsuspended’ wheels the village Death 

* dance. Swelling the outcry dull, that long re 

The maidens eye him with enquiring sounds 

. glcnce. Portentous through her old woods' 

Mudi wondering by w>tiat At of crazing ■ « trackless bounds. 

’Van*. «> Valloinbre 3, *jnid her falling fanes. 

Or de'pcrate love, bewildered, he came deplores, 

tbe^. • • • * f OT ever broke, the sabbath of her 

A hope, that pr; deuce coiild»not then bowers. 

That^^u^'^to Nature witb.^ truant’s pleased, ray foot the hidden 

]ove ^ margin roves 

Q’erOaUla’s wastes of com mv footsteps ^f Como, bosomed deep in ibestnut 
' led ■ groves. 

Iftr files of road-elms, high above mv meadows thrown between, the £iddy 
head * steeps 

In long-drJivn vista. riisOing in the Tower, bare or sylvan, from the narrow 
breeze ■ • • deeps. 

Or where hfepathwaj-s straggle as they -To towns, whose shades of no rude 
Iflease .» * complain. 

By lonay farm% and secret vijlages. *'‘'om ringing team apart and gratmg 

But lo I'the Alps ascending white "m air, _ y®*" . j. .i. ^ , v »i. 

Toyavith the sun and glitter from afar. To flat-roofed tewns, that touch the 

wat'-rs bound, 

And now, emerging from the forest’s Or lurk in woody sunless glens j^rofound, 
gloom. Or, from the bending rocks, obtrusive 

I gre6t thee. Chartreuse, while I mourn cli::g, 

thy doom. And o'er the whitened wave their sha- 

Whither is fed that Power whose frown dows fling — 

severe j The pathway leads, as round the steeps 

Awed sober Reason till she crouched in it twines ; 

fear? And Silence loves its purple roof of vines. 

That Silenr:eT once in deathlike fetters The loitering traveiJer hence, at evening, 

^ bound, ^ sees 

Chains that were loosened only by the From rock-hewn steps the sail between 
sound ^ the trees ; 

Of holy • rites chanted in measured Or marks, ’mid opening cliRs, fair dark- 
round ? eyed maids 

— ^The voice of blasphemy the fane Tend the small harvest of ^heir garden 
alarms. glades ; 

v^he cloister startles at the gleam of arms. Or stops the solemn mountait^shades 
thundering tube the aged angler to view 

, hears. Stretch o’er the pictured mirror broad 

. BqAI o’er the groaning flood that sweeps blue. 

away his tears- track the yellow lights from steep 

Cloud-piercing pine-trees nod their to steep. 

troul>led heac*s» % As up the opposing hills they slowly 

«^plrea, rbeks, and lawns a browner night creep. 

o'er-spreads ; * Aloft, here, half a viflage shinesr array^ 

StWaig/ terror dhecks the female peas- In golden light; half hides* itself in 
ant’s sighs, shade ; 

A8d start the astonished shades at . ... ^ ^ 

^ Alluding to croBMS seen on the tops oi the 
lemme splry rocks of Chattreuae, which have every 

Fro^ Bruno S forest screams the appearance of inaoccesibls. 

' jAy* * Names of rivers at the Chartfeiae. 

Am fuowInNtuttltibd eagle wheels Bwa^^^ ■ Naiasef eosoltheyaUeysof theCharfreiwe. ^ 


Nanw flf flos ol the^aUeys of the C^arfreoee. 
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While, irom amid the darkened roofs, 

, the spire. " m 

Restlessly ^fla^ing. seems to mount like 
£re : 

There, ^ nnshaded, blazing lorests 
throw. 

Rich golden verdure on the lake below. 
Slow glides the sail along the illumined 
shore, 

And steals into the shade the lazy oar ; 
Soft besoms breathe around contagious 
sighs, • 

Arid amorous music on the water dies. 

ftow blest, delicious scene ! the eye 
that greets I 

Thy open beauties, or thy lone retreats ; 
Reholds the unwearied sweep of wood 
that scales 

Thy cliffs ; the endless waters of thy 
vales ; 

Thy lowly cots that sprinkle all the shore. 
Each with its household boat beside the 
door ; 

Thy torrents shooting from the clear- 
blue sky ; 

Thy towns, that cleave, like swallows’ 
nests, on high ; 

That glimmer hoar in eve’s last light, 
descried 

Dim from the twilight water’s shaggy 
side, 

Whence lutes and voices down the en- 
chanted woods 

Steal, and compose the oar> forgot ten 
floods ; 

— Thy lake, that, streaked or dappled, 
blue or grey, 

'Mid smoking wo<jds glenins hid from 
morning’s ray 

Slow- travelling down the western hills, 
t’ enfold * 

Its green-tinged margin in a blaze of 
gold ; ja 

Thy glittering steeples, whence the matin 

Calls forth fhc woodman from his desert 
c«U, 

And quickens the blithe sound of oars 
that pass 

Along the streaming lake, to early mass. 
But now farewell to each and all'^ adieu 
To every charm, and last and chief to 
you. 

Ye level V maidens that in noontide shade 
Rest near your little plots of wheaten 

To all that bind-s the soul in powexless 
trance, 

lUp-dawfng song, and ringlet- tossing 
dgnoe; 

Where .apariwji; eyes and breaking 
.. ,5.- sisiaes illume 

' s^vaii cabin’s lute-enlivened glocm. 


I --Alas ! the v%ry tnuttftur of thn stireautiis 
Bieathes o’er the failing soul vcfluptjbous 
dreams. 

While Slavery, fatciiag the sunk 'hilfld.'to , 
dwell • . • . 

On joys that might disgrace the cdl>- 
five’s cell. 

Her shameless timbrel shakes on Cpmo’s 
marge. 

And lures from bav to bay the vocal 
barge. , * 

Yet arc thy softer arts with p<gSK|^ 
indued • • 

To soothe and cheei the poor man’s 
solitude. • * 

By silent cottage- doors, the peasant’s 
home 

I. eft vacai^for the day, I Ipvecj^ to roam^ 
But on c^picrced the mazes of a wood 
In which a cabin undesertod stood ; 
There an old man an olden measuA 
scanned • 

On a rude viol touchtM with withered 
hand. • 

.As lamifli or fawns m Anril clustering lie 
Under a hoary oak’s thin«%anopy-. 
Stretched at his teet, w^th stediast up- 
ward eye, , 

His children’s children listened ’to the 
sound ; • 

— A Hermit with his family around I 
But let us hence j for fait Locarno 
smiles 

Embowered In walnut slopes and citron 
isles : 

Or seek at eve the banks of Tusa's 
I stream, 

; Where, ’mid dim towers and woods, 
her^ waters gleam. 

From the bright wave, in solemn gloom, 
retire 

The dull-red steeps, and. darkening still, 
aspire ^ 

To where afar rich orange, lustres g^ow 
Round undistinguished clouds, and 
rocks, and snow : 

Or, led where Via Mala’s chaams Confine 
The indignant wateis of the infant 
Rhine, .• 

Hang o’er the abyss, whose else impervi- 
ous gloom 

His burning eyes witli fearful light 
Jllume. 

T«e niind condemned, Without rev . 
prieve,|iO go ’ • • 

O'er life’s long deserts >lth its charge 
of wo% V y.. 

With sad congratulation joiiU the tr|^ 
Where beasts and men o’er thid ' 

plain 

Move on --a mighjty canvan Of 
> Ihe river along whof^liiaiflcURAullakto^ 
crossing the Alps by the SlittpiaErPais. v ^ 
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and ccmrage. social 

' Freshenii^ the wilderness with shades 
' and- spriaas. • 

bfr;wiics9 lot far otherwise is 
, • cast : 

Sole humaTi tenant of the piny waste* 

By choice or doom a giosy wanders here, 

' A niu^ng babe her only comforter ; 

Lo, where she sits beneath yon shaggy 


roclc. 


A cohering shape ha\f hid in curling 


When lightning among clouds and 
mountalii-snow^ • ^ 

Predominates, and darkness copies and 
goes, 

And the fierce tprrent, at the flashes 
broad “* 

Start<«, like a horse, beside the glaring 


• roed — 

Slw seeks a covert from the battering 
shower # 

In the roofei.7bridgci ; the bridge, in that 
dread hour. * ■» 

Itself all tren{l|ling at the torrent's power. 

Nor ’is she jnftre at case on some sitll 
night, « • 

When not a star supplies the comfort of 
light ; 

Only the waning moon hangs dull and 
’’ red 

.Above a melancholy mountanrs head. 

Then sets.’ In total gloom the Vagrant 


■ sighs, 

Stqops her sick head, and shuts her 
weary eyes ; 

Or on. her fingers counts the distant 
clcck. 

Or, to the drowsy crow of midnight cock, 

U^tens, or quakes while from the 

■ forest's guK 

Howls near ana nearer yet the famished 
wolf. 


From the green yalo of Urseren smooth 
and wide 

^cfind we now, l^ie maddened Reuss 
guide ; 

By rpeks that, shutting out the blessed 

day. 

Cling tremblingly to rocks as loose as 

they*' _ 

By celb' ^ upctu whose image, while 
pays, ' ‘ ^ 

r Mdit of the bridges amw the Alps aro of 
' weodi gad^Dvered : the^e hridM pave a heavy 
apoquadide, and father injure the e^fcf 6f the 
soaoery in bodv plaoes. • ' 

» 3!be ^ath^ nllg|oo prevails 
oells‘iiee, as sqinwiUa thj: 


^ 

7he knegling peasant scarcely dares to 
gaze ; 

By many a: votive death-cross ® planted 
near. 

And watered duly with the pious tear. 
That failed silent f'-om the upward eye 
Unmoved with each rude form of peril 
nigh ; 

Fixed on the anchor left by Him who 
saves 

Alike, ill wliehriiiig suows, and roaring 
• .• waves. 

But soon a peopled region on the sight 
Opens— -a little world of calm delight ; 
Where mists, suspended on the expiring 
gale. , 

Spread rooflike o’er the deep secluded 
vale. 

And beams of evening slipping in be- 
tween. 

Gently illuminate a sober scene ; — 
Here, on the brown wood-cottages ^ they 
sleep. 

There, over rock or sloping pasture creep. 
On as we journey, in clear view displayed. 
The still vale lengthens underneath its 
shade 

Of low'-hung ^'opoiir : on the freshened 
mead 

The green light sparkles the dim 
bowers recede. 

While, pastoral pipes and streams the 
landscape lull. 

And bells of pa.ssing mules that tinkle 
dull. 

In. solemn shapes before the admiring 
eye 

Dilated hang the misty pines on high. 
Huge convent domes with pinnacles and 
towers. 

And antique castles seen through gleamy 
showers. 

From such romtintic dreams, my soul, 
awake ! 

To sterner pleasure, where, b^^Uri's lake 
In Nature's pristine majesty outspread. 
Winds neither road nor path for fc^t to 
tread : 

The i-ocks rise naked as a wall, or stretch. 
Far o’er the water, hung vrith groves 
of beech ; 

Aerial pines from loftier steeps ascend, 
Nor stem but where creation seems to 
end. 

Yet here and there, if mid the savage 
scene ^ 

Appears a sr.nnty plot of smiling green, 

* CroBsea^ canuneaiorativs of the deaths of 
travellers by the fall of snow, and other acdalents, 
are very oogunon ^oog this dnadfulxoad. 

* Thehouses in the morerstlrad StfifsvaUeys 
axe all 
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up from the lake a ziga^ag path creep 
To reach a sniall wood-hut huag bcddly 
on the steep. 

— ^Before those thresholds '(never can 
they know 

The face of traveller passing to and fro). 
No peasant leans upon his pole, to tell 
For whom at morning tolled the funeral 
beU; 

Their watch-dog ne’er his angry bark 
forgoes. 

Touched by the beggar’s moan of hunaif 
woes 

Thejihady porch ne’er offered a cool seat 
To pilgrims overcome by summer’s liea|. 
thither the world's business finds 
its way • 

At times, and tales unsought beguile 
the day. 

And there are those fond thoughts which 
Solitude, 

However stem, is powerless to exclude. 
There doth the maiden watch her lover’s 
sail 

Approaching, ari upbraid the tardy gale ; 
At midnight listens till his parting o:u:. 
And its last echo, can be heard no more. 

And what if ospreys, cormorants, 
herons cry. 

Amid tempestuous vapours driving by. 
Or hovering over wastes too bleak to 
rear 

That coninioii growth of earth, the food- 
ful ear ; 

Where the green apple shrivels on the 
spray. 

And pines the unripened pear in sum- 
mer’s kindliest ray ; 

Contentment shares the desolate domain 
With Independence, child of high Dis-, 
dain. 

Exulting ’mid the winter of the skies. 
Shy as the jealous chamois, Freedoijv 
flies. 

And grasps by fits her sword, and often 

And %>metimes, as from rock to rock 
she bounds. 

The Patriot nymph .starts at imagined 
sounds. 

And, wildly pausing, oft she hangs 
aghast. 

Whether some old Swiss air hath checked 
her haste 

Or thrill of Spartan flfe is caught be- 
twion the blast. 

Swoln with incessant rains from hour 
to hour, 

AU day the floods a deepening murmur 
pour: 

.-'Thesky is veiled, and every chOerful sigl>t; | 


( Dark is the region with ooming^ ni^t ^ 
Bpt what a sudden hurst of ovemwetr- 
inglichtl 

Triumphant on the bosom* ot.fbe 
Glances the wheeling eag^% , 

form I ' ' • 

Eastward, in long perspective glittering, 
sliine 

The wood-crowned cliffs that o^^r the 
lake recline ; 

Those lofty cliffs a hundred streams 
unfold. • « * 

A.t once^to pillars turned that 

Behind his sai^ shrinks, to' 

shun 

The west* that burns like one dilated sun 
A crucible of mighty compass, felt 
By mougeniiis, glowing till they seem ^ 
to melt. 

But, lo ! the boatman, overaweS, 
before • 

The pictured fane ort'ell sus]3ends his 
oar; ^ 

Confiis^ the Mdrathonian tale appears 
While his eyes SQ^kle witlAieroic tears. 
And who, that walks ewhere men of 
ancient days , 

Have wrought with godlike Vrm the 
deeds of praise, • 

Feels not the spirit of the place control. 

Or rouse and agitate his labouring soul ? 
Say, who, by thinking on Canadian hills. 

Or wild Aosta lulled by Alpine rills. 

On Zutphen’s plain ; or on that high- 
land dell. 

Through which rough Garry cleaves his 
way, can tell 

What high resolves exalt the tenderest 
thought 

Of liim whom passion rivets to the spot. 
Where breathed the gale that caught 
Wolfe’s happiest sigh. 

And the last sunbeam fell on Bayard’s^ • 
eye ; 

Where bleeding Sidney from the cup. 
retired. 

And glad Dundee in ” faint huzzas 
expired ? • 

But now with other mind 1 stand 
alone 

Upon the summit of this naked cone, 

Ai^ watch the fearless chemois-huntcr 
chase . 

His prey, Itirough tracts abrupt of deso^ 
late space, V * 

1 Through vacant worlds where Nature ! = 
never gave* • 

1 Foit most of the images in the neat' sietesa.: 
verses, I am Indebted to M^Raymond's w tewe t ^ ; 
ing observatione aniwmed to W M .. 

Coxe’s Tour vx Swl^hmd. ^ ^ * 
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A bfcxflf to idSbntar or a botigfa to wave, 
.^Wtuch unsubstantial Phantoms sacaied 

Tbrb* w&Jds •where TJfe, and Voire, and 
* Motion vsleep ; 

Where 'silent Hours their death-like 
sway extend. 

Save ^hen the avalanche breaks loose, 

, • to rend 

Its wav with uproar, till the ruin, 
browned 

in sonoe dense wood ‘'or g»U of snow 
^praound, 

Mocks the dull ear of Time with deaf 
abortive sounds • 

— ’Tis his, w'hile waiiclerm» on 
height to height. ' 

To see a planet’s pomp and stead v 
light* “ ^ ■ 

In the least star of scarce -appearing 
a night ; 

While the pale moon moves near him. 
on the boiinjt 

Of ether, sh'jiiiig with diminished round. 
And far and wide the ie^ summit blaze. 
Rejoicing inwtbe glory of her ravs : 

To hiqi the'^ day -star ^slitters sniall and 
bright, 

-Shorn of its besaiis, insuffcrabfy white. 
And he can look beyond the snn, and 
"^iew 

Those fast-receding depths of sable Miic 
Plying till vision ran no more pursue ! 
— At once bewildering mists annind him 
dose. 

And cold and hunger are his least of 
woes ; 

The Demon of the snow, with angry roar 
Descending, shuts for aye his prison 
door. 

Soon with despair's whole weight his 
spirit's sink; 

Bread has he none, the snow must be 
his drink 

And, ere bis eyes can close upon the 
day. 

The eagle of the Alps o'ershades her prey. 

•'jf^ow conch thyself where, heard with 
afar, 

.Thunders through- echoing pines the 
headlong Aar ; 

Or rather stay to taste the mild delights 
Of gens^ve ^ TJnderwalden's i ' pastoral 

• — Is there who 'mid these vvful wilds 
has .seen 

The native Genii' walk the mountain 
’ •green ? 

« 

1 The people of this Canton ate supposed to be 
. of a ttiare melancthoW disposition than the other 
fnhSbitaBto of Aipa; this, If true, may pro« 
heed frDrinhelr'uvf og more seoluded. 


Or heard, while other worlds their diarms 
reveal. 

Soft music o'er the afirial summit steal ? 
While o’er the desert, answering every 
close, 

Rich steam of sweetest perfume comes 
and goes. 

— And sure there is a secret Power that 
reigns 

Here, where no trace of man the spot 
the chalets 2 , flat and bare, 

■on higli 

Suspended 'mid the quiet of the sky; 

■'Dr distant herds that pasturing upward 
creep, 

And, nut untended, climb the dangerous 
steep. 

How still ! no irreligious sound or sight 
Rouses the soul from her severe delight. 
An idle voice the sabbath region fills 
Of Deep that calls to Deep across the 
hills. 

And witli that voice accords the soothing 
sound 

Of drt>wsy bells, for ever tinkling round s 
Faint wail of eagle melting into blue 
Beneath the cliffs, and pine-woodrf 
steady sitc^h 3 ; 

The solitary heifer's deepened low ; 

Or rumbling, heard remote, of falling 
snow. 

All motions, sounds, and voices, far and 
nigh, 

Blend in a music of tranquillity ; 

Save when, a stranger seen below, the 
boy 

Shouts from the echoing hills with 
savage joy. 

> When, from the sunny breast of open 
seas. 

And bays with myrtle fringed, the 
southern breeze 

Comes on to gladden April with the 
sight ^ 

Of green i.sles widening on each snow- 
elad height ; 

When shouts and lowing herds the 
valley fill. 

And louder torrents stun the noon-tide 
hill. 

The pastoral Swiss begin the cliffs to 
scale, 

Leaving to silence the deserted vale; . 
And like the Patriarchs in simple 
age 

g, 3 This picture is from the middle region of the 
Alps. Ckalt^s are summer huts for the 5wi» 
h^smen. 

3 Sugh, a Scotch word expressive of the sound 
of the wind ^through the twes. 


, profanes 
NcTbght but 
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■ t-4' , 

■■ ■■ _ 

Hovti' a9 4b« vevduns leads, frexn stage 
tO'^Btage; , • « 

High aqd ijiore high in summer's heat 
thejF go, * 

And bear the rattling tbunder far below ; 

Or steal beneath the mountains, half- 
’ deterred, ’ 

Where huge Tochs tremble, to the bellow- 
ing herd. 


One I behold who, ’rr<iss the foaming 
flood. • • 

Leaps with a bound of graceful hardi- 
hood ; 

Another high on that green ledge ;-g- 
. -.he gained 

TPhe tempting spot with e>«'ry sinew- 
strained ; 

And downward thence a knot ctf grass 
' he throwsi 

Foqq Tor his beasts in time of winter 
snows. 

— Far different life from what Tradition 
hoar 

Transmits of happier lot in times of 
yore ! 

Then Summer lingered long ; and honey 
iowed 

From out the rocks, the wild beiis’ safe 
abode : 

Con^nual waters welling cheered the 
waste. 

And plants were wjiolesomc, now of 
deadly taste : 

Nor Winter yet his frozen stores had 
piled, 

Usurping where the fairest herbage 
smijed : 

Nor Hunger driven the herds from 
pastures bare. 

To climb the treacherous cliffs for scanty 
fare. 

Then the milk-thistle flourished through 
the land, 

It, And forced the fulY-swoln udder to 
demagpd, 

, Jhri^ every day, the pail and welcome 
nand. 


Thii.s does th^ father to his children tell 
Of banished bliss, by fancy loved too 
well. 

Alas! that human guilt provoked the 
rpd 


Of angry Nature to avenge her God. 

' Still, Nature, ever just, to him imparts 
Jqysj ojiy gfveh tp ugccjirupted hearts. 

’Tis mom : with gold the verdant 
mountain glows ; 

- high, the snowy peaces with hues 
'' ’ pf ‘ * 

Far-stretched b^teath the many-tinted 
, ‘-V hills. 


' A mighty waste of mist the valley fllU, 


A solemn seat whoae hflltm 
• around 

Stand motionless, to awful sfteaoe 
bouifll : ■ ' - ‘ ' J ■ 

Pines, on the coast, thi^u^ Mst thfir, 
tops uprear, . • ' 

That like to leaning masts pf stranded 
ships appear. ., ■ 

A single chasm, a gulf of gloomy blutH 
Gapes in the centre nf the sea — and 
through ^ 

That dark my-st^rioiis gulf ascending, 
sound . a F Hh 

Innumerable streams with roar pro- 
found. • • • 

Mount tlirough the nearer vapours 
iiot^s of bird*?, 

.And merry flageolet : the low of herds* 
The barl^>f dogs, the nftfcr^>i tinkling 
I bell. 

Talk, laughter, and perchance a church ■ 
tower knell ; 

Think uot, the peasant from aloft Has 
gazed m 

And haard with heart unmoved, with 
soul un raised : • 

Nor is his spirit 46ss enr^pft nor less 
Alive to independent happiness. 

Then, \fheii he lies, ^ut-stretched. at 
even -tide 

Upon the fragrant mountain's purple 
side : 

For as the pleasures of his simple day 
Beyond his native valley seldom sfa’ay. 
Nought round its darling precincts can 
he find 

But brings some past enjoyment to his 
mind ; 

While Hope, reclining upon Plea$ure!s 
urn. 

Binds her wild wreaths, and whispers 
his return. 


Once, Man entirely free, alone ai|d 
wild. 

Was blest as free — for he was Nature's 
child. . • - . 


He, all superior but his God disdafned^ 
Walked hone restraining, ' bl^tione' 
restrained : 

Confessed no law but what his reason 


taught. 

Did all he wished, and lyished but 
t he ought. ' • ' 

As mail in his primeval dowi 
The iihag^of ‘hls‘ gloFious Bflre 1 
Even so, by faitfafv) lifat'ufeV 
here 

The traces of primeval Man 
'""le simple dignl^, no fon^ 
ip eye auWfnie, gpd gfWF 
le slave of ndne, eff 
lord, 


W^t' 




■ ' w&itre y 


i-ii 


I^ls ,lMdk ^^"^pnsesr nor neglects Bis 
sword ; 

. by that to feel his rights. 


In sea4U# reach bf pratpsct round him 
spread. 

Tinged like an angel’s smile hll rosy 
. red — 


th»’ *'.the blessings he enjoys to 
• • guard." 

And, as his native hills encircle 
e gtound 

For many a marvellous victory rc< 
nownied, 

The work of Freedom daring to oppose. 
With few in arms innumerable foes, 
When to those famous fields his steps 
are led, 

An unknown power .connects him with 
the dead : 

For images of other worlds are there ; 
Awful th^,ligM, and holy is th^^ air. 
Fitfully, and in flashes, through his 

Like sun-lit tempests, troubled traiis- 
e ports roll ; 

His bosom heaves, his Spirit towers 

amain. 

Beyond Jthe ^nscs and their little rcigu. 

And' oft, wh'^a that dread vision hath 
past by. 

He holds with God himself communion 
high. 

There where the peal of swelling torrents 
fills 

The sky-roofed temple of the ’eternal 
hiUs; 

Or, when upon the mountain's silent 
brow 

Reclined, he sees, above him and below. 
Bright stars of ice and azure fields of 
snow ; 

While needle peaks of granite shooting 
hare 

Tremble in ever- varying tints of an. 

And when a gathering weight of shadows 
brown 

Falls on the valleys as the sun goes 
down ; 

And Pikes, of darkness named and fear 
and storms A, 

^ in quiet their iUun.ined forms. 


^ 1 Alluding to several battles which the Swiss 

in very small numbers have gained over their 
•cnmcBWns, the house <ji Austria ; and, in 
.t^uUr, to one*fouc^t at Nsaflek near Gla*ns, 
three hundred and thirty men are said to 
Have defeated an army of between fifteen and 
twenty thousand Austrians. Scattered over 
'Hhs 'v«ttsy''are to be found eleven stones, with 
this jhisonsticm, the year the battle was 

- 'fobiBjllt, mulfltam out, as 1 was,told upon the spot, 
the several pUnm where the Austrians, attempt- 
' to matas ar stimd, were repulsed spew. 

V Aa.6QlinMk-HQni*&e pike of terror ; Wett«- 
'Horn, fhaspihetaf itiwms,.uto. etc. 


Awe in his breast with holiest love > 
unites. 

And the near heavens impart their own 
delights. 

When downward to his winter hut he 
goes. 

and more dear the lessening circle 

7 grows ; 

That hut which on the hills so oft em- 
ploys 

Ills thoughts, the central point of all his 
joys. 

And as a swallow, at the hour of rest. 
Peeps often ere she darts into her nest. 
So to the homestead, where the grand- 
sire tends 

A little prattling child, he oft descends, - 
To glance a look upon the well-matched 
pair ; 

Till storm and driving ico blockade 
him there. 

There, safely guarded by the wood^ 
behind. 

He hears the chiding of the baffled wind, 
Hears Winter calling all his terrors round, 
.And, blest within himself, he shrinks 
not from the sound. 

Through Nature’s vale his hontely 
pleasures glide. 

Unstained by envy, discontent, and 
pride ; 

The bound of all his vanity, to deck, 

Witli one bright bell, a favourite heifer’s 
neck ; 

Well pleased upon some simple annual 
feast. 

Remembered Jialf the year and hoped the 
rest. 

If dairy-]>r()duce, from his inner hoard, 
Of thrice ten summers dignify the board. 
— Alas ! in every clime a flyii-g ray 
Is all we have to cheer our wintry way { 
And here the unwilling mind may more 
than trace 

The general sorrows of the human race : 
The churlish gales of penury, that blow 
Cold as the north-w'ind o’er a waste of 
snow, 

'To them the gentle groups of bliss deny 
That on the noon-dr.y bank of Ibisure he. 
Yet more : — compelled by Powera which 
only deign ^ 

That aolitary man disturb their reini. 
Powers that support an unremitting 
strife 

With all th^ tender charitibs of life. 
Full oft the father, when his sons have 
_ growi^ ^ 
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To itidQhobd, seems their title tq^sown ; 
And from liis aest amid the storms of 
heaven * * 

ptives; eagle-llke, those sons as he was 
driven ; 

. With stern composure watches to the 
plain — 

And never, eagle-like, beholds again ! 

When long-familiar joys are all 
resigned. 

Why does their sad remernbra^cfr 
haunt the mind ? 

Lo 1 where through flat Batavia's willowy 
. groves. 

Or by the lazy Seine, the exile roves ; • 

O’er the curled waters Alpin^ measures 
swell, 

A^d search the affections to their in- 
most cell ; 

Sweet poison spreads along the listener’s 
veins. 

Turning past pleasures into mortal 
pains ; 

Poison, which not a frame of steel can 
brave, 

Bows his young head with sorrow to 
the grave 

Gay lark of hope, thy silent song 
resume ! 

,Ye flattering eastern lights, once more 
the hills illume ! 

Fresh gales and dews of life’s delit'ious 
morn, 

And thou, lost fragrance of the heart, 
return ! 

Alas ! the little joy to man allowed. 
Fades like the lustre of an evening 
cloud ; 

Or like the beauty in a fl«»\ver installed, 
W’^hose season was, and cannot be re- 
called. 

• .,'Yet, when opprest by sickness, grief, 

A 

^Afid taught that pain is pleasure’s 
uaturafi* heir. 

We still confide in more than wc can 
know ; 

Death would be else the favourite friend 
of woe. 

*Mid savage rocks, and seas of snow 
that Shine, 

S ' Between interminable tracts of , pine, 

f ' Within a temi^ic stands an awful shrine. 

' ' By an nneertain light revealed, that falls 

' pn the^mute Image and the troubled 
walls. 

' ph t give not me that eye of hard disdain 

. '■'I'llie waR-knowU effect of the famous air, 
^eallea in ‘French Ranx des Vsehes, upon the 


That views, nndimmed* BindedLea's ^ 
wretched fane. ' , 

While ghastly faces thifough. tlMi gtoosn 
appear, . . - 

Abortive joy, "’knd hope thgt "Works ‘tT’ 
fear ,* v 

While prayer contends with sileiicec 
agony. 

Surely in other thoughts contemys 
may die. 

If the sad grave of human ignorance 
bear c .• ^ 

One flower of hope — oh, pass and 
it there ! 

The tall suiir l^atLsing on an Alpine 
spire. , 

Flings o cr the wilderness a stream oi 
iire : . 

Now mee^wc other pilgrims eA the da; 
Close on the remnant of their wearj 
way : . • 

While they are drawing toward iib? 
sacred floor • 

W^herc, so they fondly thinil, the worii. 
sh^l gnaw no more. 

How gaily murmur and^ffow sweetly ' 
taste •• 

The fountains 3 reared tor them amid 
the Vaste ! * 

Their thirst they slake: — they ^ash 
their toil-worn feet, 

And some with tears of joy each other 
greet. 

Yes, I must see you when ye first behold 
Those holy turrets tipped with evening 
gold, 

In that glad moment will for you a sigh 
Be heaved, of charitable sympathy ; 

In that glad moment when your handr 
arc prest 

In mute devotion on the thankfu' 
breast ! 

Last, let us turn to Chamouny that ■ 
shields 

With rocks and gloomy woods her fertile 
fields : 

Five streams of ice amid her cots descend. 
And with wild flowers and blooming 
orchards blend ; — r 

A scene more fair than what the Greciai* 
feigns 

Of purple lights and ever- vernal plains; 
Her*? aU the seasons revel hand in hand : 
'Mid lawns and shades by breezy rivulets 
fanned. < *■ 

i « Tkus shiine is.teiotted to, tcom a bbpc tit 
relief, by nuiltitudfift, irom every corner of the 
Catholic world, UboitniigtmdMjn^taUot bdOtly 

*^ude' fountains sod with, 

sheds lor theeooommodatidteef the PIlgAnm, ia 
their aseant of the meunteia, . x 
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They Upoci ’tuoncath that mouQtain*s 
' .matchless height , • 

Ihat bol4s no cooimecce mth the summer 
/ night. • • 

From a{e .to age, throughout his lonely 
• , bounds 

The cthsh of ruin fitfully resounds ; 
Ap^^lling havoc 1 butacrene his brow, 
• Where daylight lingers on perpetual 
snow ; 

^Glit^ the stars above, and all is black 
Delpw. • 

IvhSt marvel then if many a Wanderer 
sigh, ^ 

While roars the sunen^^^ve in anger by. 
That not for thy reward, ^inrivalled 
Vale ! 

Waves ^e ripe harvest in the autumnal 
gale ; ^ 

Th^^t' thou, the slave of slaves, art doomed 
* to pine 

▲nd droop, while no Italian arts are 
thine, • 

To soothe c^eef, to soften or refine- 

Hail Froadom ! whether it was mine 
to str£fj% •• 

With shrill fimds wbistlixig round my 
lonely wayf • 

On the bieak sides of Ciinibria’s heath- 
•clad moors, 

Or where dank sea-weed lashes Scot- 
land's shores ; 

To scent the sweets of Piedmont’s 
breathing rose, 

.^nd orange gale that o'er Imgano blows ; 
Still have 1 found, >vhere Tyranny pre- 
vails. 

That virtue languishes and pleasure 
. fails. 

While the remotest hamlets blessings j 
^are ^ 

In thv loved presence known, and only 
there ; 

i^rarf-blessings — outward treasures too 
which the eye 

Of the sun peepmg through the clouds 
can spy, 

ftnd every passing breeze will testify. 
Thve, to the porch, belike with jasmine 
bound 

Or woodbine wreaths, a smoother path 
. ■ is wound : 

The housewife there a brighter g^deu 
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half- 


Housed for the night, or but a 
^ hour’s guest • 

And oh, fair France ! though now the 
traveller sees 

Thy three-striped banner fluctuate on 
the breeze ; 

Though martial songs have banished 
songs of love. 

And nightingales desert the village 
grove, 

S^red by the fife and rumbling drum's 
alarms. 

And the short thunder and the flash of 
^hat cease 


VIHiere bum on busier wing her happy 
bees; 

On. infant cheeks ihece ftesbei roses 
.-•.blow; - 

And grey^haired men look up j^ith 
livehsr W^ow,— . "# 

To greet tbe-trgv^ler needing food and 

v"fWf>V’V' V' ' r. ' 


not till night falls, when 
far fwid iiigh. 

Sole sound, the St turd ^ prolongs his 
mournful rry ! 

— Yet, hast thou found that Freedom 
spreads her power 

Beyond the cottage-hearth, the cottage 
door : 

All nature smiles, and owns beneath her 
eyes 

Her fields peculiar, and peculiar skies. 
Yes, as I roamed where Loiret's waters 
glide 

Through rustling aspens heard from side 
to side. 

When from October clouds a milder 
light 

Fell wliere the blue flo'^d rippled into 
white : 

Methought from every cot the watchful 
bird 

Crowed with ear -piercing power till then 
unheard ; 

Bach clacking luill, that broke the 
murmuring streams. 

Rocked the charmed thought in more 
delightful dreams ; 

Chasing those pleasant dreams, the 
falling leaf 
Awoke a fainter sense of moral grief ; 
The measured echo of the distant flail 
Wound in more welcome c^cnce down 
the vale ; • 

With more majestic course ^ the water 
rolled. 

And ripening foliage shone with richer 

But foes arc gathering — liberty must 
raise 

Red on the hills her beacon’s far-seen 
blaze 

• . 

^ An insect so called, winch emits a Aioct, 
melancholy cry, heard at the dose of the summer 
evenings, on the banks of the Loire. 

* The duties upon many parts of the French 
rivers weraso erorbitant that the pocrer people, 
deprived of the benefit of water carriage, were 
obliged to ^imsport thair goods by land. . 

^ C . 
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l)id iii<» ibddh xint £roi£i io 
towter ! — I 

brave ^ Latid» thbu^ pride's 
jjer verted ire 

Rouse hell’s owu aid. and wrap thy 
fields in fire : 

Lo, horn the flames a great and glorious 
birth ^ 

if a new-made heaven were hailing a 
. new earth ! ^ 

— AH cannot be : the promise is too fair 
Foot .^atnres doomed to breathe ter-, 
^ festrial air i 

Yets not for this will sober reason frowi\ 
Upoh that promise, nor the hope disown ; 
She Icnows that only from liigh aims 
ensue Tdiio. 

Rich guerdons, and to them alone arc 

Great God ! by whom the strifes of 
men arc weighed 

In an impartial balance, give thine aid . 
To the just cause ; and, oh 1 do thou 
preside 

Over the mighty stream now spreading 
Wide : 

So shall its waters, from the heavens 
supplied 

In copious showers, from earth by 
wholesome springs, 

Brood o’ er the long-jiarchcd lands 
with Nile -like wings ! [clay 

And grant that every sceptred child of 
Who cries presumptuous, “ Here the 
flood shall stay,” 

May in its progress see thy guiding hand. 
And cease the acknowledged purpose to 
withstand ; 

O^f swept in anger from the insulted 

Shore, 

Sink with his servile bands, to rise no' 
more ! 

To-night, my Friend, within this 
huitible cot 

Be scorn as»d fear and hope alike forgot 
' In tin^^ly sleep ; and when, at break of 
day, [play. 

On the tall peaks the glistening sunbeams 
■ With a light heart our course we may 
renew. 

The first whose footsteps i>riiit the 
moufitain dew. j 

1791 and 1792. 

VII 

c LINES 

'l^t .upofi a Seat in a Yew-tree, which stands 
nekr the lake of Esthwaitc, on a desolate 
joift of the ^ore, commanding a beautiful 

fit- 

, ' jjrnpcci. 

^ SSfAy TtaveUer l ifest. This lonely Yew- 
tepe stands 


Far from all humafi dwellliit j 
• here 

No sparkling tivnlet spread tlM vbrdent 
herb ’ 

What if the bee love not thefis 

boughs ? • 

Yet, if the wind breathe soft, the cuziittg 
! waves, 

I That break against the ^ore, shall lUlb' 
thy mind 

Bv one soft impulse saved from vacancy. 

(Who he was ^ ^ 

That piled these stones and wj^h pthff 
mossy sod 

First covered, a\]^herc taught this aged 
Tree 

With its Mark arms to form a circling 
bower, 

I well r^ember. — He vfiAS one who 
owned 

No common soul. ,In youth by scienc|, 
nursed. 

And led by nature into^a wild scene • 

Of lofty hopes, he to the worl^ went forth 
A favoured Being, knowing no desire 
Which genius dia not hallow ; ’gainst ^ 
the taint 

Of dissolute tongues, and* jealousy, and 
liatef ^ 

And scorn, — against all enemies prepared 
All but neglect. The world, lor %o it 
thought, 

Owed him no service ; wherefore he at 
once 

With indignation turned himself away, 
And with the food of pride sustained his 
soul 

In solitude. — Stranger ! these gloomy 
boughs 

Had charms for him ; and here he loved 
to sit, 

His only visitants a straggling sheep. 
The stone-chat, or the glancing sand- 
piper : ' . , 

And oil these barren rocks, with 
and heath. 

And juniper and thistle, sprinkled 
Fixing his downcast eye, he many 'an 
hour 

A morbid pleasure nourished, tracing 
here 

An emblem of his own unfruitful life : 
And, lifting up his head, he then wopld , 
^aze , 

Ou^the more distant scene, — how Unrely 
’tis • • 

Thou seest, — and he Would gaze till it 
became 

Far lovelier, and his heart could pot* 
sustain ? 

Tb# beauty, still mote beauteous f 
Nor, that time, * ^ (estf* 

When nature had.subdueddtitodto her- 
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Would foTjsief thoao 9emgs to whose 
’ ndads ^ ' 

' Warm 'from' the labours of lAnevolence 
■’£be woAd, and hiunan life, appeared 
• a aeene 

Of kindred loveliness : then he would 

•Inly *%sturbed, to think that others 
felt 

What |io must never feel : and so, 

• lost Man ! • 

On^viiiohary views would fancy feed. 
Till his eye' streamed with tears. In 

this deep vale* 

He died, — this seat his only monument. 

If Thou be one whose heart the holy. 
forxQ^ • * 

Of young imagination have Sept pure. 
Stranger 1 henceforth be warned : and 

* know that pride, 

Howe'er disguis^ in its own majesty. 
Is littleness ; tftat he who feels con- 
tempt • 

For any Imng thin^, hath faculties 
Which he haJ never ijs^d ; that thought 
with hinwa 

Is in its in fanes. The man \ghose eye 
Is ever on himself doth look on one, 
The ieast of Nature's" works, one who 
might move 

The wise man to that scorn which 
wisdom holds 

Unlawful, ever, O be wiser. Thou ! 
Instructed that true knowledge leads jto 
love ; 

True digmity abides with him alone 
Who, in the silent hour of inward thought 
Can still suspect, and still revere himself. 
In lowliness of heart, 

1705- 


vni 

GUILT AND SORROW ; 

oft, INCpENTS, UPON SALISBURV PLAIN 

AJ)VERT1SEMENT, 

FIXED TO THE FIRST EDITION OF THIS 
H PPSM, PUBUSUED IN l8^2. 

, Not kss than 'one- third of the following poem, 
has from tiz^ to time been altered in the 
aipMSsioOrWaB poDlishedsd far back as the year 
under dto title of ** The Female Vagrant.' ' 
The extract l^of such length that an apilogy 
see^ to late required for reprinting it here r but 
dt m iigotosary to reslorp it to it%original post- 
iTtot would ^ve been uhiptoUigible. 
was wrttton' pSioTB the close of the 
I W “totfaer « a piatter 

JX7 sfogcaphy than w any other reason, 

the dreamstanoes under which it was produced. 

Daring thnlatter part of the summer of 1793, 
bgViDg BSaaed ^ tiip Isle of W jgi t,^in 

. _ - i" at th^ dQmiBendemgnt^ the 

X left plane w4lh Bialeiielioly A 


Ti^ American war was still ftesh in memory. 
The struggle which was beginning, and which, 
many thought would be brought to a speedy 
close by the irresistible arms of <jreat &itain 
being added to those of the allies, 1 wa$ aseuce4i 
in my own mind would be of long continuance;, 
and productive of distress and misery beyonq 
all possible calculation. This bonvictioti wad 

S ressed upon me by having been a witness, 
uring a long residence in revolutionary f^Vanoe, 
of the spirit which prevailed in that oountiy. 
pAfter leaving the Isle of Wight, I spent two days 
in pandering on foot over Salisbury Plain, whic'h, 
though cultivation was then widriy qpreaa 
through parts of it, had upon the whole a still 
^lore impressive appearance than it now retains. 

Tlic monuments and traces of antiquity, 
scattered ir^ abundance over that region, led me 
unavoidably to compare what we know or guess 
of those remote times with certain aspects 
modern society, and with calamities, principally 
those consequent upon war, to which, more than 
other classes of men, the poor are subject. In 
these reflections, joined with particular facts 
that had come to my knowledge, the foUow'ing 
stanzas originated. 

In conclusion, to obviate some distraction in 
the minds of those who are well acquainted widi 
Salisbury Plain, it may be proper to say, that of 
the features described as belonging to it, one or 
two are taken from other OKoIate pgrts of 
England. 


1 

A Traveller on the skirt of Sarum'a 
Plain 

Pursued his vagrant way, with feet half 
bare ; 

Stooping his gait, but not as if $0 gain 
Help from the staff he bore ; for mien 
and air 

Were hardy, though his cheek seemed 
worn with care 

Both of the time to come, and time long 
» fled : 

Down fell in straggling locks his thin 
grey hair ; 

A coat he wore of military red 
But faded, and stuck o’er Awth ix^any a 
patch and shred. * 

While thus he journeyed, step by step 

led on. 

He saw and passed a stately inp, fMlI sure 
That welcome in such liousp, fpr iu,ra 
was none. 

No board inscribed the needy to allure 
Hung there, no bush prpclaii^ed tP olu 
and poor H 

And desolate, “ Here you win find a 

friend 1 

The pendent grapes glittered aboyr the 
door ; — 

On he must pace, perchance ^till night 
descend. 

Where’er? the dreary roads thftif 

whU% 14nes extend' e. 
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Tbe gathering clouds grew red with 
stormy fire. 

In streaks diverging wide and mounting 
high ; 

That inn he long had passed ; the distant 
spire. 

Which oft as he looked back had fixed 
his eye. 

Was lost, though still he looked, in the 
blank sky. 

Perplexed and comfortless he gazed 
around, 

AndiScarce could any trace of man descry,* 

Save cornfields stretched and ^tretchitig 
without bound ; 

But where the sower dwelt was nowhere 
to be found. 


IV I 

No tree was there, no meadow's pleasant 
green. 

No brook to wet his lip or soothe his ear ; 

Long files of com -stacks here and there 
were seen, 

But not one dwelling-place his heart to 
cheer. 

Some labourer, thought he, may per- 
chance be near ; 

And so he sent a feeble shout — in vain ; 

No voice made* answer, he could only 
hear 

Winds rustling over plots of unripe 
grain. 

Or whistling thro' thin grass along the 
unfurrowed plain. 

V 

Long had he fancied each successive 
slope 

Concealed some cottage, whither he 
might turn ^ 

And rest ; but no\x, along heaven's 
darkening cope 

^The crows jrushed by in eddies, home- 
ward borne. 

Thus ftarned he sought some shepherd’ '• 
spreading thorn [head, 

Or hovel from the storm to shield his 

But sought in vain ; for now, all wild, 
forlorn, 

' And vacant, a huge waste around him 
spread ; 

The wet cold ground, he feared, must 
be his only bed. 

• VI 

And be it so— for to the chill night 
'shower 

, And the sharp^nd his head he oft hath 

• A'^SShflor he, who many a wretched hour 

iH&th'tbld; for, landing after labour 


Full Jong endured in hope of just^evrard. 
He to an armed fleet was fdarced away 
By seamenl^who perhaps themselves had 
shared , * ' 

Like fate ; was hurried ofl, a helplosg 
prey, 

'Gainst all that in his heart, or theirs 
perhaps, said nay. ^ * c 


VII 


■ For years the wo^ of carnage did note 
cease, \ 

And death's dire aspect daily Wr wr- 
veyed, 

Death's minister^. tfieu came his glad 
release. 

And hope returned, and pleasure fondly 
made . « 

Her dwcllfflg in his dreams. Fancy’s 
aid 

The happy husbanA flies, his arms td? 
throw ^ 

Round his wife's iiecW; the prize of 
victory laid e 

In her fflll lap, he sees such sweet tear; 
flow ^ 

As if thenceforth '“nor ps^p nor trouble 
she cpuld know. ^ 

VIII 

Vain hope ! for fraud took all thiat he 
had earned. 

The lion roars and gluts his tawny brood 

Even in the desert’s heart; but he, 
returned. 

Bears not to those he loves their needful 
food. 

His home approaching, but in such a 
mood 

That from his sight his children might 
have run. 

He met a traveller, robbed him’, s^ied ' 
his blood ; 

And when the miserable work was doiif 

He fled, a vagrant since, the murderer's ''' 
fate to shun. 

IX 


From that day forth no place to hitu 
could be 

So lonely, but that thence might coAie a 
pang 

Brought from without to inward miseryr- 
Nowp as he plodded on, with sullen ' ' 

A*sl^nd of chains along the desert teg ; 
He looked, tuid saw upw a gilibet * 
A human body that m ijConB swang, . 
Uplifted by the tempest whfirUng 
And, hovering, round it often did airaii^ 

fly- ' ■ • ■ '-'xi 

l^t was a spectacle wfiiah heme might ' 
In spot eo savage^ witlf shiflUleteir^;' 
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. Koc only did ior him a^tmce renew 
All he had feared from man, but roushd a 
train , 

^ , the ^mind's phantoms, horrible as 
• A 

The stones, as if to cover him from day, 
- Rolled at his back along the living plain ; 
H eHe fell, and without sense or motion lay ; 
But, when the trance was gone, feebly 
pursued his way. 

• • XI 


. As^one whose brain habitual phrensy 
fires 

Owes to the fit iiwuiiich his soul hath 
tossed 

Profounder quiet, when the fit retires. 

Even so the dire phantasma which had 
crossed* 

His sense, in sudden vacancy quite lost, 

d^ft his mind still as a deep evening 
stream. 

Ixor, if accosted now, in thought en- 
grossed 

Moody, or inly troubl^, woulcbhe seem 

To travelldr. who might talk of any 
casual *tn«ne. •• 

• ^ 

Hurtle the clouds in deeper darkness 
qpiled. 

Gone is the raven timely rest to seek ; 

He seemed the only creature in the wild 

On whom the elements their rage might 
wreak ; 

Save that the bustard, of those regions 
bleak 

Shy tenant, seeing by the uncertain light 

A man there wandering, gave a mournful 
shriek, 

And half upon the ground, with strange 
affright, 

Forced hard against the wind a thick 
unwieldy flight. 

. . XXII 


'' All,' all was cheerless to the horizon’s 
. bound ; [strays, 

weary eye — which, wheresoe'er it 
Miurks nothing but the red sun’s setting 
*ound, 

' ‘Or on the earth strange lines, in former 
days 

Left>y gigantic arms — at length surveys 
•What seems an antique castle spresMing 
wide^, ' 

Hoary and UalMId are its wads, and raise 
Their brow sublime in shelter there to 
, bide < ■ 

H# tnmed, while poured down 
smoking on every side. 

• . \ 

Stqpe^henl^ i so proud to hint 


Thy scfcrets, thou that lov’st to etai^ 
• and hear 

The Plain resounding to the whirlwind’s 
sweep. 

Inmate of lonesome Nature’s endless 
year ; 

Even if thou saw'st the giant wicker rear 
For sacrifice its throngs of living men. 
Before thy face did ever wretch appear. 
Who in his heart had groaned with 
< deadlier pain 

Tnan he who, tempest-driven, thy 
shelter now would gain. 

• XV 

Within tjiat fabric of mysterious form. 
Winds met in conflict, each by turns 
supreme ; 

And, from the perilous ground dislodged, 
through storm 

And rain he wildered on, no moon to 
stream 

From gulf of parting clouds one friendly 
beam. 

Nor any friendly sound his footsteps 
led; 

Once did the lightning's faint disastrous 
gleam 

Disclose a naked guide-post’s double 
head, 

Sight which tho’ lost at once a gleam 
of pleasure shed. 

XVI 

No swinging sign-board creaked from 
cottage elm 

To stay his steps with faintness over- 
come ; 

'Twas dark and void as ocean’s watery ' 
realm 

Roiriiig with storms beneath night's 
starless gloom ; 

No gipsy cower’d o’er fire of furze or 
I broom ; 

No labourer watched his red kiln glaring 
bright, ♦ 

Nor taper glimmered dim frov sick 
man’s room ; [light 

Along the waste no line of mournful 
From lamp of lonely toll-gate streamed 
athwart the night. 

XVII 

At length, though hid in clouds, the moon 
arose ; 

And downs were visible — a^d now ' 
revealed 

A structure stands, which two bare 
slopes enclose. 

It was k spot, where, ancient vows 
fulfilled, 

Kmd pious hands did to the Virgm build ' 
A lonely SpitO, thr belated swain 

. I 
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Fcom ihe tocceirgt^f that i!«si3tQ to 
. ihiald; « j 

But tbos« no human baiug could remain, i 
And now the walla are named the “Dead ! 
Houae “ of the plain. I 

XVIII 

Though he had little cause to love the 
' abode 

Of man* or covet sight of mortal face. 
Vet when faint beams of light that ruin 
showed. « 

How glad he was at length to find some 
trace 

Of human shelter in that dreary place. 
Till to his flock the early shepherd goesj 
Hero shsdl much-needed sleep his frame 
' embrace. 

In a dry nook where fern the floor 
bestrews 

He lays his stiffened limbs, — his cyei 
begin to close \ 

XIX 

When hearing a deep sigh, that seemed 
to come 

From one who mourned in sleep, he 
raised his head, 

And saw a woman in the naked room 
Outstretched, and turning on a restless 
bed ; 

The moon a wan dead light around her 
shed. 

He waked her — spake in tone that 
would not fail, 

He hoped, to calm her mind ; but ill he 
sped. 

For of that ruin she had heard a talc 
IVhich now with freezing thoughts did 
all her powers assail ; 


hear^ of one who, forced from, 
storms to shroud. 

Felt the loose walls of this decayed 
Retreat 

^pek to inc^sant neighings shrill and 

While his hVse pawed the floor with 
futious heat ; 

TlU on u Stone, that sparkled to his 
• <eet, 

Strudk, and still struck again, the troubled 
horse : 

The man half raised the stone with pain 
and sweat. 

Half raised, for well his arm might lose 
^ its torce 

Dfsclosini the grim head of a late 
m^decep. corse. 

XXI 

^ pf lopp mansion she had 
aed 

It 


mtp ayes fp 


By the moon's kullen Imp shp dnrt. • 
•discerned. 

Cold stony horror all her senses bound. 
Her he addressed in words* of -.coring 
sound ; ‘ . 

Recovering heart, like answer did sh^ 
make ; 

And well it was that, of the corpse there ^ 
found. * 

In converse that ensped she nothing 
I spake ; ^ • 

She knew not wb&t dire pangs in hini^ 
such tale could wake. » f 

XXII 

But soon his voTce and words of kind 
intciif 

Banished that dismal thought ; and 
now t(i\; wind * , 

In fainter bowlings told its rage was 
spent : 

Meanwhile discourse ensued of various 
kind, « 

Which by degrees a confidence of mind 
And mu^al interest failed not to create. ' 
And, to a naturaP sympathy^ resigned, 
)nthat forsaken bpjlding where they sate 
The Woman thus retracedrher own un- 
toward fate. 4 

xxin 

“ By Derwent’s side my father dweR— a 
man 

Of virtuous life, by pious parents bred ; 
And I believe' th:Lt, soon as 1 be^an 
To lisp, be made me kneel beside my 
bed. 

And in his hearing there my prayers I 
said : 

And afterwards, by my good father 
taught, 

1 read, and loved the books in which I 
read ; ^ 

; ^or books in every neighbouring house 
I sought, ^ Ki- 

And nothing to my ^mind a sweeter 
pleasure brought. ^ 

XXIV 

A little croft we owned-^a plot of comi 
A garden stored with pegs, and mint, 
and thyme, [mom 

And flowers for posies, oft 6n Sunday 

Plucked while the church bells rang 
their earliest chime. 

Can/^l forget our fifeaks at shelving 
time ! i 

My hen's rifih nest thnalgh IdUg grass 
Shares espied ; 

The cowslip-gathering in June's dewy 
prime; * , e 

The swans that with white t^heata Up- 

reared in pride ^ ^ ^ 

Rushing and racing canm 
■ atlhe wateif-aiSir * 
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XXV 

staff T Weil remember which upbore 
The body of my active sire ; 

^ tiis seat beneath the honied sycamore ^ 
Where the bees hummed, and chair by 
winter fire ; 

' Wh^n market-morning came, the neat 
• attire 

With which, though bent on haste, 
« myself i decked l 

Our watchful housedog, that would 
* tdhse and tire 

The stranger till its barking-fit 1 checked : 
The red-breast, kribv^for years, which 
at my casement pecked. 

XXVI ^ 

The suxft o7 twenty summits danced 
along, — 

Coo little marked how fast they rolled 
away : 

cut, through ‘%evere mischance and 
cruel wrong, 

father’s substance lell into Ascay : 
We toiled j%d struggled, hoping for a 
dav • 


When Fortune might put on a kinder 
look ; • 

But^vain were wishes, elTorts vain as 
they i 

Ha from his old hereditary nook 

Must part ; the summons came ; — our 
final leave wc took. 

xxvn 

It was indeed a miserable hour 

When, from the last hill -top, my sire 
surveyed. 

Peering ^ above the trees, the steeple 
tower 

That on his marriage day sweet music 
made I 

,TU1 then, he hoped his bones might there 
be laid 

^'itMOse by my mother in their native 
' . bowats s 

Bpding me trust in God, he stood and 
nrayed ; — 

. 1 comd not pray ; — through tears that 
fell in showers 

Glimtnered oUr dear-loved home, alas ! 
no longer ours ! 

XXVIZZ • 

Thetn was a Youth whomIhSd loved so 

Tliat wSm^ 1 loved him not 1 cannot 
•say.' « 

*Ma4 the greenlnoun tains many a thought- 

' ^ gladsoine birds in 

WTM-we’t^nin to tire of cldidisli play. 


We seemed still more and more to prizr 
each other ; 

We talked of marriage and our maTiiagv 
day ; 

And I in truth did love him like a 
brother. 

For never could I hope to meet with such 
another. 

XXIX 

^ T^o years were passed since to a distant 
town 

He had repaired to ply a gainful trade : 

I What tears of bitter grief, till then 

f unknown ! 

What tcuider vows our last sad kiss 
delayed ! 

To him we turned : — wc had no other 
aid : 

Like one revived, upon his neck I wept ; 

And her whom he had loved in joy, he 
said, 

He well could love in grief ; his faith 
he kept ; 

And in a quiet home once more my' 
father slept. 

XXX 

We lived in peace and comfort ; and were 
blest 

With daily bread, by constant toil 
supplied. 

Three lovely babes had lain upon my 
breast ; 

And often, viewing their sweet smites, I 
sighed. 

And knew not why. My happy father 
died, 

When threatened war reduced the 
children’s meal : 

Thrice happy ! that for him the grave 

’ could hide 

The empty loom, cold hearth, and silent 
wheel, 

And tears that flowed for ills which 
patience might not heak 

XXXI • 

’Twas a hard change ; an evil time Was 
come ; 

Wc had no hope, and no relief could 
gain : 

But soon, with proud parade, the noisy 
drum 

Beat round to clear the streets of want 
and pain. 

My husband’s arms now only s^ed to 
strain 

Me and his children nungeiing in his 
view ; 

In such dismay my prayers and tears 
were vain : 

To join thqse miserable men be 

And now tq tfaie sea-coast, With nnihbeFs 
more, we drew. • . 



H 

‘ There 'were ‘ 


JPOEMS ^/RITTEK JN YOUTH .. 


^ 

' XXXXl r 

I 4ong neglected, and we 




bore 

Muph sorrow ere the fleet its anchor 
weighed ; 

Green fields before us, and our native 
shore. 

We breathed a pestilential air» that 
made 

Ravage for which no knell was heard., 
We prayed * 

For Our departure ; wished and wished 
—nor knew, 

’Mid that long sickness and those hopes 
delayed, , 

That happier days we never more must 
view. 

The parting signal streamed — at last 
the land withdrew. 

XXXIII 

But the calm summer season now was 
past. 

On as we drove, the equinoctial deep 
Ran mountains high before the howling 
blast. 

And many perished in the whirlwind’s 
sweep. 

V. e gazed with terror on their gloomy 
sleep, 

Untaught that soon such anguish must 
ensue. 

Our hopes such harvest of affliction reap. 
That we the mercy of the waves should 
rue : 

We reached the western world, a poor 
devoted crew. 

XXXIV 

The plains and plagues that on our 
heads came down. 

Disease and famine, agony and fear. 

In wood or wildcrnes^, in camp or towif. 
It would unman the firmest heart to hear. 
AU perished — all in one remorseless year, 
Hu»>and sfad children ! one by one, by 
snrord 

And ravenous plague, all perished : 
every tear 

Dried} up, despairing, desolate, on board 
K British ship I waked, as from a trance 
restored.” 

XXXV 

^Here paused she of all present thought 
forlorn, 

f Not vdm, nor soun^ that moment’s 
pain expressed, 

. Yet Nature, with excess of grief o’er- 
. - borne, 

het full eyes their watery load 
A.. released. 

' lie too was mute ; and, ere her weeping 
;.;;‘^oea■ed• 


He rose, and to'the ruinY portal 'IWt,' ' ' ^ 
And saw the dawn bpmng the silvery, 
east ® ' • , • ' 

With rays of promise, north, and soufl),- 
ward sent ; • , 

And soon with crimson fire kindled the 
firmament. 

XXXVX * 

“ O come,” he cried, '* come, after 
weary night « * 

Of such rough storm, this happy chanAh 
to view.” e 

So forth she came, and eastward looked , 
the sight *■ 

Over hei; brow like dawn of gladness 
threw ; 

Upon her cheek, to which its youthfu* 
hue 

Seemed to return, dried the last linger 
iiig tear, • 

And from her grateful heart a fresh oj;^ 
drew : 

The whilst her comrade toAher pensive 
chA*-r • • 

Tempered fit words of hqfjs ; and the 
lark warbled ^ear. , 

, xxxvi^ 

They looked and saw a lengthening road, 
and wain s 

That rang down, a bare slope not far 
remote ; 

The barrows glistened bright with drops 
of rain, 

Whistled the waggoner with merry npte. 
The cock far off sounded his clarion 
throat ; 

But town, or farm, or hamlet, none they . 
viewed. 

Only were told there stood a lonely cot 
A Jong mile thence. While thither they - 
pursued 

Their way, the Woman thus her motirhv 
ful tale renewed. 

XXXVTIl , 

“ Peaceful as this immeasurable plaiiL' 

Is now, by beams of dawning light 
imprest, 

In the calm sunshine slept the glitmting 
main ; ' ^ 

The very ocean hath its hour of rest. 

I too forgot the heavings of my 1m9sU ‘ 
Hofv quiet ’round me ship 

were - " 

As quiet 9ll within ifie. ,Pwas blest. 
And looked, and fed upon isllent fttr ; 
Until it seemed to bring s. jgy to 
despair. ■' 

xxxix V 

.And groans that rgg^ .of rg^nlring > 

' i^Qke; 
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,';Tfae'fml;iirt6d'''dettd that lay in festering 

Tift bre,athixig pestilence tha^ rose like 

• smolse. / 

Tfie shri^ that from the distant battle 

• broke. 

mine's dire eartiiquake, and the 
' . Hallid host 

. I>tiven by the bomb’s incessant thunder- 
stroke 

'fo loathsome vaults, where heart-sick 
anj'iiish tossed. * 

Hojlb died, and fear itself in agony was 
lost ! 

x*l’ 

Some mighty gulf of separation past. 

I seemed transported to another world ; 

A though^ rescued with pain.^Jicn from 
the mast 

Ue impatient mariner the sail unfurled, 

^d. whistling, called the wind that 

• hardly curled 

The silent sea. ftom the sweet thoughts 
of home ^ 

And from al^hope I wafi for ever hurled. 

For me — favtllest froiq earthly port to 
rdam •• 

Was best, coulck I but shun ^he spot 
where man might come. 


And oft 1 thought (my fancy was so 
strong) 

That 1. at last, a resting-place had 
found ; 

' Here will I dwell.' said I, ' my whole 
life long. 

Roaming the illimitable waters round ; 

Here'*wdl 1 live, of all but heaven dis- 
owned. 

And end my days upon the peaceful 
flood.' — 

To break my dream the vessel reached 
its bound ; 

i^Aad homeless near a thousand homes 1 
™ stood. 

^ ted near a thousand tables pined and 

^ wanted food. 


No lielp I sought; in sorrow turned 

- . .adrift, ' . . 

Was hop^ess, as if cast on some bare 

rock; • \ 

^pr morsel to my mouth that day did 

,, lift, ^ • 

Nor raised iny hand at any door to 
knock. 

,1 where, with his dapwsy mates, the 

. tjock^ 

the cross-timber, of an out-house 
‘ '/ J CckSA: 1 

' city 


At EDonf my sick heart hunger scarpely 
• stung, 

Nor to the beggar's language could I 
fit my tongue. 

XLIIZ 

So passed a second day ; and. when the 
third 

Was come, I tried in vain the crowd's 
resort. 

— In deep despair, by frightful wishes 

* * stirred. 

Near the sea-side I reached a ruined 
fort ; 

‘Inhere, pains which nature could no 
more support. 

With blindness linked, did on my vitals 
fall; 

And, after many interruptions short 

Of hideous sense. I sank, nor step could 
crawl : 

Unsought for was the help that did my 
life rccal. 


Borne to a hospital. I lay with brain 

Drowsy and weak, and shattered memory; 

I heard my neighbours in their beds 
complain 

Of many things which never troubled 
me — 

Of feet still bustling round with busy 
glee, 

Of looks where common kindness had 
no part, 

Of service dune with cold formality. 

Fretting the fever round the languid 
heart. 

And groans which, as they said, might 
make a dead man start. 

XLV 

•These things just served to stir the 
slumbering sense. 

Nor pain nor pity in my bosom raised. 

With strength did memory return ; and. 
thence ^ 

Dismissed, again on open day I ga2ed, 

At houses, men. and common %ght, 
amazed. 

The lanes I sought, and, as the sun' 
retired, 

Came where beneath the trees a faggot 
blazed ; 

The travellers saw me weep, my fate 
inquired. 

And gave me food — and rest, more 
welcome, more desire^.* • \ 

XLVI 

Rough piotters seemed they, trading' 
soberly 

With panhiered asses driven from door 
todoor-i 

But Ufa o| h^pier sort set forth to mo, . 
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And othisr my fancy t^allura — 
The bag-pipa dinning on the midnf|sht 
tMbar 

In barn' upligbted ; and companions 
. boon, . 

Well, met from far with revelry secure 
Among the forest glades, while jocund 
June 

Rolled fast along the sky his warm and 
genial moon. 

XLVir • • 

Rut 'ill they suited me —those journeys 
dark 

O’er moor and mountain, midnight theft 
to' hatch ! 

To charm the surly house-doVs faithful 
bark. 

Or hang on tip-toe at the lifted latch. 
The gloomy lantern, and the dim blue 
match. 

The black disguise, the warning whistle 
shrill. 

And ear still busy on its nightly watch. 
Were not for me, brought up in nothing 
*' lU ■ 

Besides, on griefs so fresh my thoughts 
were brooding still. 

XLVIIl 

What could I do, unaided and unblest ? 
My father I gone was every friend of 
thine : 

And kindred of dead husband arc at best 
Small help ; and, after marriage such 
as mine. 

With little kindness would to me incline. 

S or was I then for toil or service fit ; 
y deep-drawn sighs no effort could 
confine ; 

In open air forgetful would I sit 
Whole hours, with idle arms in iiioiung 
sorrow knit. » 

XLiX 

^ The roads 1 paced, I loitered through the 
fields f 

Cohttiitedly, yet sometimes self-accused. 
Trusted my life to what chance bounty 
yields, 

“Saw coldly given, now utterly refused. 
The ground J for my bed have often Used : 
But what afflicts-my peace with keenest 
ruth. 

Is that I have my inner self abused, 
foregone the home delight of constant 
tn^h. ^ 

: And clear and open soul, so prized m 
fearless youth. - ' 

. V L 

>'-'Tha^6ugh tears the rising sun I oft have 
' viewed, 

%~3%iro^h tears have seen him towards • 
. tbkt worlj^ descend 


Where my poor heart lost all its ft^tl ^ 

tude : ■ ■ ^ - 

Three years a Wanderer nOw .my cbtttae 
I bend— • 

Ohi tell me whither'-^ox? no eaertSly 
friend . . » 

Have I.” — She ceased, and weeping 
turned away ; ^ * • 

.A.S if because her 'tale was at an end. 
She wept ; because she had no more to 
say . *4. 

Of that perpetual weight which og hir 
spirit lay. 

.-IP ti 

True sympathy the Sailor’s looks ex- ' 

J sreSsed, 

ooks~for pondering' he was mute 
the^v^ile. • 

Of social Order’s care for wretchedness, 
Of Time’s sure help to calm and se- 
concilc, 

Joy’s second spring end Hope’s long- 
treasured smile, a 
’Twas oot fur to speak — a man so 
tried. , a 

Yet, to relieve pBer heart; in friendly 
style 

Proverbial words of cdtnfort he applied. 
And not in vain, while they went uacing 
side by side. 

Lll 

Ere long, from heaps of turf, before their 
sight, 

Together smoking in the siin*s slant 
beam. 

Rise various wreaths that, in to one unite 
Which high and higher mounts with 
silver gleam : 

Fair spectacle, — but instantly a scream 
Thence bursting shrill did all remark 
prevent ; 

They paused, and heard a hoarser voicie' 
blaspheme. 

And female cries. Their course they , 
thither bent. . , , 

And met a man who foamed With an^r* 
vehement. 

nil ^ 

A woman stood with quivering hfps and 
pale, ’ ■ 

Aufl, pointing to a little c^ild lih^t lay 
Stretched on the ground, begdm a piteous 
tale ; • ■ , • 

How in a simple frealf of thoughtless 
play ' . ' . 

He had provoked his father, whomiriiiht- 
way, “ • , . - 

As if each blow were deadlier thafi tbn 
last, • 'll 

Sttuck the poor insocent. Wtli' 

.riismay ' ^ ,,, 
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Wii^w hCM^d and atood TJ)« bpn^of nature, all unkindness cease, 


’ ng^Mst ; ^ • And that among so few there atiU be 

And looka on the man her grey- peace : 

• haired 'Comrade cast. ^ Else can ye hope but with such numerous 

* f * Liv foes 

Mb voice with indignation rising high y”"" y*“® 

“ manhood’s name while from his heart the appropriate . 


fdtbade ; 


The peasant, wild in passion, made reply , corresno?dJJit ralm titole .nantlv n’«- 
With bitter insult and revilings sad ; ^ ^ ^ ^ 

liim in scorn what business there * • 
he l^d: 

What Iwd of plunder he was hunting forthwith the pair passed on ; and 
now ; • • down they look 

The gallows would one day of him be Into a narrow valley's pleasant scene 


glad ; — • Where wr«!aths of vapour tracked a 

Though inward angilish damped the winding brook. 

Sailor^ b^w, That babbled on through groves and 

Yet calm he seemed as thoughts so meadows green ; 

^ poignant would allow. A low-roofed house peeped out the trees 

Lv between ; 

Softly he stroke* the child, who lay The topping groves resound with cheer ■ 
outstretohed * , , y®’. , , . 

""" 0?ia™ttl^Mds?’SM“adow,, 

feteh^** Some*?mMlmgermgshade.sometoucbed 

As if he saw — fhere and upon that ^7 the sun s rays. 

g|g:>und — Lix 

atrange repetition of the deadly wound ^hcy saw and heard, and, winding with 
He had himself mflicted. Through his the road 

brain . , Down a thick wood, they dropt into the 

At once the gridmg iron passage found ; . 

Deluge of tender thoughts then rushed. Comfort ’by prouder mansions unbe 
amam, stowed 

Nor could ha supken eyes the starUng xheir wearied frames, she hoped, would 
tear restraip. regale. 

LVi Erelong they reached that cottage in 

Within hiipself he said — ^Wbat hearts the dale : 

' have we I ^ was a rustic inn the board was 

The blessing this a father gives his child ! spread. 


mar rearram. soon regale. 

LVi Erelong they reached that cottage in 

Within hiipself he said — ^Wbat hearts the dale : 

' have we I ^ was a rustic inn the board was 

The blessing this a father gives his child ! spread, 

yet happy thou, poor boy ! compared 'I'he milk-maid followed with her brim- 
■’ with me, ming pail, 

/'•SuSering not doing ill-’- fate far more And lustily the master carved4he bread. 


sgtranger's looks and tears of wrath 
iNffuiTed 


Kindly the housewife pressed, andihey 
in comfort fed. * 


relenting thoughts breakfast done, the pair, though 


■i* ,, j loth, must part : 

■1,1" a' tig* 

E» ra Ui»tt came, the SaUor than She n^^^d bade farewell ! and. whUe 


• Tinflnolffa • iiceii i, 

DovpuKe. • Struggled with tears nor could its sorrow 

tvii ease. 

- ** Bad is the world, and hard is the She left him there ; for, clustering roupd ■ 


JiVofld’s law 


his knees. 


for theTman whOL wears the warm- With his oak-staff the cottage qhildren 
esi fleede • , 


played ? 


av« if tima more I And she reachad « wgrot a'fc^tuif 
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And baiiks of ragged earth ; ^beneath 
the sh%de * 

Across the i^bbly road a little runnel 
strayed. 

LXX 

A cart and horse beside the rivulet 
stood ; 

Chequering the canvas roof the sun- 
beams shone. 

' She saw the carman bend to scoop the 
flood • * 

As -the wain fronted her, — wherein lay 
one. 


Thex^aid— “ you M 

The GodJUi heaven niy prayeia f or . 

wiUhear; 

Till now I did not think my end had 
been so near. ‘ - ■' 


“Barred every 
procure, 
Suffering what 


LXV 

comfort 


labour *eould''' 

no endurance could 
assuage, • * 

I was compelled to seek my lathe's door, 

. , ----- _ ... j * Though loth to be a burthen on his age. 

A pale-faced Woman, mdaeaM far goi^. But sickness stapaed me in an ejly 
The carman wet her lips as well bchovea ; stage ^ 

Of my sad journey ; 'and within the wain' 


Bed under her lean body there was none. 

Though even to die near one she most 
had loved 

She could not of herself those wasted 
limbs have moved. 

1.XII 

'fhe Soldier’s Widow learned with honest 
pain 

. ^ . And honiefelt force of sympathy sincere, 

'5* Why thus that worn-out wretch must 
there sustain 

The jolting road and morning air severe. 

The wain pursued its way ; and follow- 
ing near 

In pure compassion she her steps re- 
traced 

Far as the cottage. “ A sad sight is 
here” 

■ She cried aloud ; and forth ran out in 
haste 

The friends whom she had left but a few 
minutes past. 

LXIIX 

While to the door with eager speed they 
ran, • 

From her bare straw the Woman half 
upraised [wan ; 

‘ ■ Her bony visage — gaunt and deadly 

No pity af king, on the group she gazed 

With a dim eye, distracted and amazed ; 

Iben sank upon her straw with feeble 
moan. 

Fervently cried the housewife — ** God 
be praised, 

I have a house that 1 can call my own ; 

Nor shall she perish there, untended 
and alone i 

LXXV 

So in Miey bear her to the chimney seat, 

- And buwy, though yet with fear, untie 

Her garments, and,^ to warm her icy feet 

' And ebafe^i^her temples, careful hands 

v: ‘ 

■^ - Nature revfving, with a deep-drawn sigh 

P'Sba strove, and not in vain, her head 

:V/., , .to rear " 


They placed me — there to end life’s 
pilaiifliage, • « 

Unless beneath your roof I may remain : 
For I shall never see my father’s do^ 
again. - 

Lxv^ m 

“ My life. Heaven knowg, hath long 
been burtt^nsome ; 

But, if 1 have not meekly ssififered, meek 
May my end boi* Soon ^11 this voice 
be dumb : ‘ * 

Should bhild of mine eAer wander hither, 
speak 

Of me, say that the worm is Aa my 
cheek. — 

Torn from our hut, that stood beside 
the sea 

Near Portland lighthouse in a lonesome 
creek, 

My husband served in sad captivity 
On shipboard, bound till peace or death 
should set him iiee. 

LXVIl ‘ 

“ A sailor’s wife I knew a widow's cares, 
Yet two sweet little ones partook my" ' 
beds 

Hope cheered my dreams^ and to 
daily prayers 

Our heavenly Father granted each dky’e.’' ' 
bread ; r, - ► 

Till one was found by stroke of viol^oe^; v 
dead, , . [to lie; -- 

Whose body near our cottage CDdaced - 
A dire suspicion drove nis from ourafa^ 

In vain to And a friendly face we ^ry,-;. ' 
Nor could we live together thoee 
• bo3r5andI| • 

'For evil tongues xaade oath how^ j 
that day ‘ . * • 


My husband lurked about the 
bourhood.?^ ' 

Now he had fl^; and wihithe 
. s«iy» ' 

k0 dM0 
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, his otra horns he m|Id 

' and good ; 

N^vsr dn< earth was gentler* creature 
• seen ; • 

Hh*d not have robbed the raven of its 
food. 

' My l^^usband's loving ' kindness stood 
• between 

Me and all wdrldly harms and wrongs 
^ hpwever keen.” 

« LXIX^ 

Alas 1 Ae thing she told with labouring 
breath ^ 

The Sailor knew too w^. That wicked- 
-ness „ 

His hand had wrought ; and when, in 
the hp\ii«df death, * 

He saw his Wife’s lips move^is name 
to bless 

With her last words, unable to suppress 
His anguisli, with his heart he ceased to 
strive ; *• [tress, 

And, weepid^ loud in this extreme dis- 
He cried — “^Do pity Aie ! Thftt thou 
shouldst live , 

I neither ask Qi»r wish— forgive me, but 
forgive ! ” , , 

LXX 


To tdtl the change that Voice within her 
wrought 

Nature by sign or sound made no essay ; 

A sudden joy surprised expiring thought. 

And every mortal pang dissolved away. 

Borng^ntly to a bed, in death she lay ; 

Yet still while over her the h iisbaiid bent, 

A look was in her face which seemed to 
say, 

“ Be blesjt ; by sight of thee from heaven 
was '"sent 

Peace to my parting soul, the fulness of 
content.” 

LXXI 


She slept in peace, — bis pulses throbbed 
and stopped, 

jtoathless he gased upon her face, — 




and in his, and raised it, but both 
g tfroppeB, 

If when on his own he cast a rueful look, 
-v' Mis ears were never silent ; sleep forsook 
' His burning eyelids Stretched and stiff 
. as lead 4 ■ v , • 

^ .All night from tiipe to time under Iflm 


The floor as he lay shuddering on his 
bed ; 

And oft he groaned aloud, “ O God, that , 
1 were dead ! ” 

LXXIX 

The Soldier’s Widow lingered in the cot ; 
And. when he rose, he thanked her pious 
care 

Through which his Wife, to that kind 
* r shelter brought. 

Died in his arms ; and with those thanks 
a prayer 

breathed for her, and for that merci- 
ful pair. 

The corse interred, not one hour he re- 
mained 

Beneath their roof, but to the open air 
A burthen, now with fortitude sustained. 
He bore within a breast where dreadful 
quiet reigned. 

LXXIIX 

Coiihrmed of purpose, fearlessly prepared 
For act and suffering, to the city straight 
He journeyed, and forthwith his crime* 
declared : 

“ And from your doom,” he added, 

** now I wait, 

Nor let it linger long, the murderer’s 
fate.” 

Not ineffectual was that piteous claim : . 
“ O welcome sentence which will end 
though late,” 

He said, ” the pangs that to my con- 
science came 

Out of that deed. My trust. Saviour ! 
is in Thy name ! 

LXXIV 

Mis fate was pitied. Him in iron case 
(Reader, forgive the intolerable thought) 
They hung not : — no one on his form or 
face 

Could gaze, as on a show by i^rs sought ; 
No kindred sufferer, to his death-place 
brought ♦ 

By lawless curiosity or chance. 

When into storm the evening sky is 
wrought, 

Upon his swinging corse an eye can 
glance, 

And drop, as he once dropped, in miser- . 
able trance. 
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Readers already acquainted with my Poems will rccognis^ Jn the following cqinposition, some 
el At or ten lines, whioh 1 have not scrupled to retain in tlil'^’laces where they origifially stood, 
liia proper however to add, that they would not have been used elsewhere, if I had foreseen the time 
when I might be induced to publish this Tragedy. ^ ^ 

February *8, 1842. 


ACT I 

Scene, road in a Wood. 

Wallace and Lacey. 

Lacy* The Troop will be impatient ; 
let us hie 

Back to our post, and strip the Scottish 
Foray 

Of their rich Spoil, ere they recross the 
Border. 

— Pity that our young Chief will have 
no part 

In this good service. 

Wal. Rather let us grieve 

That, in the undertaking which has 
caused 

His absence, he hath sought, whatever 
his aim, 

Companionship with One of crooked,! 
ways, \ 

h From whose perverted soul can come noa 
-vfc. good 

our coniidiQg, open-hearted, Leader. 

L^ey* T^e ; and, remembering how 
Band have proved 

That Oswald finds small favour in our 
sight. 

Well tnay we wonder he has gained such 
power 

Over our much-lovcd Captain. 

1 have heard 

Of some dark deed to which in early life 

His passion drove him — then a Voyager 
midland Sea. You knew his 


Upon : 
be3m 


ring 
Ifi Palestine ? 

Lacy . . Where he despised alike 
Hohantmedan and Christian. But 
" \anottgh ; . " ' 

ns begone — the Band may else be 


lolled. 




Enier Marmaduke Akf Wilfred 

Wil. cautious, iny dear Master ! 

Mar. • I perceive 

That fear is like c4oak wAich old men 
huddle " •• 

About their love, as if %o keep it warm. 

Wtl. Nay, but I grieve that we should 
part. This Stranger, • 

For such he is 

Mar. Your busy fancies, Wilfred, 
Might tempt me' to a smile ; but what 
of him ? 

Wil. You know that you havi^aved« 
his life. 

Mar. " I know it. 

Wil. And that he hates you ! — Pardon 
me, perhaps 
That word was hasty. 

Mar. Fy I no more of it. 

WU. Dear Master ! gratitude’s , a 
heavy burden 

To a proud Soul. — Nobody loves ^his ' 
Oswald — 

Yourself, you do not love him. 

Mar. I do inovn, 

I honour him. Strong feelings to h«S 
heart * 

Are natural ; and from no one be 
learnt 

More of man’s thoughts and ways than 

• his experience . 

Has given him poww to teach : and 
then Ibr courage " j: ' 

And enterprise-^what jse^ils^ hath he 
shunned ? ' . r Coome ? 

What obstacles hath he failed fo earec^^ 
Answer these questions, .from'-o^ 
mon knowledge, ' 

And be at rest. ' 

wa: j. . 1*1/ Sjt.i* ’ ■ 
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to and t«U the Band 

"t uafi be with them in two days, > at 
fdrthhst. 

Ha whose eye i8 over hU 
« jarotMt-you! [Exit. 

• 

£iil«r Oswald {a bunch o/ pU^ in his hand). 

• OsiJb. This wood is rich in plants and 

flutious simples. 

MafiJ^king at them). The wild 

* r<%e> and the poppy, and the night- 
#h^c : 

Which Ts your favourite, Oswald ? 

Osw. That w'hile it is 

Strong to destroy, is also strong to 
heal — [Looking^fonkfayi!. 

Not yet in. sight ! — saunter here 
awhih» ; • 

They cannot mount the hill, by us iiu-' 
^ seen. 

Afar, (a letter in his hand). It is no 
• common thiijy? when one like you 
Performs tl^se aelicatc services, and 
therefore ^ 

I feel myse)f much b&undeii To you, 
Oswald f* #„ 

*Tis a* stranga^lettcr this ! — You saw 
her write it I * 

Osw. And saw the tears with which 
S(he blotted it. 

Mat. And nothing less would satisfy 
him ? 

Osw. No less ; 

For, that another in his Child’s alTectiou 
Should hold a place, as if ’twere robbery; 
‘He seemed to quarrel with the very 
thought. 

Besides, 1 know not what strange preju- 
dice 

Is rooted in his mind i this Band of ours. 
Which you’ve collected for the noblest 
ends, 

;^iQng the cOnhnes of the Esk and Tweed 
'To guard the Innocent — he calls us 
" Outlaws;” 

And, for yourself, in plain terms he 
' ^asserts 

T£S[ garb was taken up that indolence 
Mighlswant no cover, and rapacity 
Be Detter fed, 

Mdt. may I own the heart 

That cannot feel for one, helpless as he 
. « 
Osw. Thou*]snow’Bt me for a Man imt 
« easily moved, # 

vat was 1 grievously provoked to think 
Ot what I witnessed. 

^ This day will suffice 

IdO )etid' her wrongs. * 

. ^ . But it the blind Man’s tale 

’ u Wbuldit.were possible !. 


Did not^the Soldier tell thee that him- 

•4 self, 

Aiid others who survived the wreck, 
beheld 

The Baron Herbert perish in the waves 
Upon the coast of Cyprus ? 

Osw. Yes, even so. 

And I had heard the like before : in 
sooth 

Tbe tale of this his quondam Barony 
\s cunningly devised ; and, on the back 
Of ' his forlorn appearance, could not 
fail 

To make the proud and vain his tribu* 
• taries. 

And stir the pulse of lazy charity. 

The scigjufries of Herbert are in Devon ; 
We, neighbours of the Esk and Tweed . 
’tis miicli 

The Arch -impostor 

Mar. Treat him gently, Oswald ; 

Though I have never seen his face, 
nipthiiiks. 

There cannot come a day when I shall 
cease 

To love him. 1 remember, when a Boy 
Of scarcely seven years' growth, beneath 
the Elm 

That casts its shade over our village 
school, 

’Twas my deliglit to sit and hear Idonea 
Repeat her Father’s terrible adventures. 
Till all the band of play-mates wept 
together ; 

And that was the begiiuiing of my love. 
And, through all converse of our later 
years. 

An image of this old Man still was pre- 
sent, 

When I had been most happy. Pardon 
me 

Tf this be idly spoken. 

Osw. Sec. they come* 

Two Travellers ! 

Mar. [points). The woman is Idonea. 

Osw. And leading Herberts 

Mar. We must let them p^ss — 

This thicket will conceal us. 

[They step aside. 

Enter Idonea, leading Herbert blind. 

I don. Dear Father, you sigh deeply & 
ever since 

We left the willow shade by the brook- 
side. 

Your natural breathing has beien trou- 
bled. 

Her. Nay, 

You arc tod fearful ; yet must l confess* 
Our march of yesterday had better 
suited 

\ firmer stw than mme. 

Jdon. ’ r That dismal Mdor^ 
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btsted* 


In spite of all the larks that chisred our 
path. # 

I never can iorgiire it but how steadilv 
You paced along, when the bewildering 
moonhght 

Mocked me with many a strange fan- 
tastic shape ’ — 

I thought the Convent never would 
appear , 

It seemed to move ai^ay from us and 
yet, , 

That >ou are thus the fault is mihe , 
for the air 

}\jLS soft and warm, no dew la) < n the 
•grass, • 

And mid wav on the waste ert. night 
hid fallen 

1 spied a Covert walkd and roofed with 
sods — 

A mmiature , belike sonic Sht pherd 
boy, 

Who might have found a nothing dojii^ 
hour 

Heavier than work, raised it within 
that hut I 

We might ha\ c made a kindl> bed of 
heath. 

And thankfullv there restc d side b\ side 
Wrapped m our cloaks md, with n 
cruited strength, 

Have hailed the mormng suii But 
cheenh Father — 

That staff of yours, I could almost lia\ c 
heal t 

To fling t aw a> from v ou > ou inikc 
no use 

Of me, or of my strength , — com* kt 
me feel 

That you do press upon in( Ihert — 
indeed 

You are quite exhausted Ltt us nst 
awhile 

0n4his green bank [Hi sU dovtut^^ 

? Her {after sofne ttmt) Idoiiea >011 
* are silent. 

And 1 di^e the cause 

Idgn Do not repro ic h me 

1 pondered patienth >our wish and will 
W^en I gave way to vour request , and 
now. 

When I behold the rums of that fai e 
Those eyeballs dark — dark beyond hope 
of light. 

And think that they were blasted for 
my sake. 

The n^e of Marmaduke is blown away 
Father. I would not change that sacred 
feelmg 

For all this world can give 
Her. ^ ^ 


Nay , be composed ' 


Few minutes gone a faintness overspread 
My frame, and 1 bethought me of two 


1 ne'er had heart to separate-*iny mve« 
And thee, mv Qifld I 
Idon ^Ueve me» honoured Sire ' 
’Tis weaifness that bre^ these gloomy 
fancies, * 

And vou mistake the cause : you 
the woods 

Resound with music, could you see the 
sun, ' • 

And look upon the pleasant fa'se o 

Nature » 

Her I comprehend thee — 1 wdhld 151^ 
as cheerful ^ a ^ 

As if we two were twms , two songster * 
bred ^ • 

In the same ntst, my spring-time one 
with thiiit 

My fancies, fancies if they be, are such 
As cuinc^ear Child 1 from a deepei 
source 

lhaii bodily weariness While here wc 
sit 

I feel rn\ strength r€;^urnmg — The Ibc- 
ciuest - 

Of th\ffcmd Patroness, which to receive 
lAe h i\c thus tar adventurgd, will suffice 
To si\c thee chom tHt» extreme of 
penury • • * 

But whan thv Father must he down and 
die, 

How wilt thou stand alone ? • 

Id /i. Is he not strong ^ 

Is ht not valiant ’ 

Her Am I then so soon 

Forgotten^ ha\e ui> warmngs passed 
so quickly 

Out of thy mind ’ My dear, my only. 
Child , 

Thou wouldbt be leaning on a broken 
reed — 

This Mannadukc 

Idon O could y ou hear liis v oice 

Alas I y ou do not know him He is one 
(1 wot not what ill tongue has wronged 
him with you) 

All gentleness and love His face be- 
speaks 

A deep and simple meekness and that 
Soul, 

Which with the motion of a v^tuous 
act 

Flashes a look of terror upon guilt. 

Is, after conflict, quiet as the ocean. 

Bi a miraculous iinget, stilled at once. 
•Hrr. Unhappy Woman** 

Idon o Nay, it was my dutr 

Thus much to speak; out think not I 
forget— 

Dear Father I bow could I forgt^ and 
live— • - . • 

You and the story of that doleful 
When. Antioc 'blacSof to her topmost 
towcea. m # 
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You rusliod ^to the murderoie flames, 
returned 

BUnd as the grave, but. as you oft have 
told me. * 

Clasping your infant Daughter to your 
• neart 

^Her Thy Mother too ' — scarce had 
** 1 gamed the door, 

1 caught her voice , she threw herself 
upon me^ 

1 felt thy infant brother in her arms 
She saw my blasted face — a tide of 
• seldiers , 

That instant rushed between us, and I 
^etrd 

Her last death shriek distinct among i 
thousand * ■* 

Jdon Na>. hather, stop not., let me 
hear it all 

Her Dear «Daugh ter ' precious leJic 
of tlfSt time — • 

For my old age. it doth remain with thee 
lb make it what thou wilt Thou hast 
been told, 

Tnat when, on ouAreturn from Palestine 
1 found how my domains had been 
usurped. • • 

I took thee ft^ m v aryis, ^ud w e beejm 
Our waaderm^to^ethdr Pi o\ idc n( e 
At length couauct&d us to R^lmd,— 
there • 

Our melanchol> stor\ moved a Sti 
To taRe thee to her home— and lor in\ 
self. 

Soon after, the good Abbot of St Cuth 
berte 

Supplied my helplessness with food iinl 
raiment. 

And, %s thou know st, gave mt thiv 
humble Cot 

Wl.ere now we dwell — For man> veais 
1 bore 

Ihy absence, till old ige and fresh in 
hrmities 

Exacted thy return, and our reunion 
I did not think that, duniig thit long 
absence. 

My Child, forgetful of the name of 
Herbert, 

Haflf given her love to a wild Freebooter, 
Who here, uponr the borders of the 
Tweed. 

Doth prey alike oa two distracted 
Countries. 

Traitor to both . 

Idon. Oh. could srou hear hi« voic & ' 
1 will not call on Heaven to vouch for me. 
Bbt let this kiss speak what*is in m> 
heart 

Peasant 

jPAr^tsood^ morrow, strangers 1 Tf 
you want a Guide* 

Lei me have leavo to aerse you \ 

wr « 


Idon I My Companion 

Hath ndbd of rest . the sight of Hut or 
Hostel 

l^uld be most welcome 
I Pea Yon white hawthorn gained. 

I You will look down into a dell, and there 
Will see an ash from which a sign-board 
I hangs . 

The house is hidden by the shade Old 
Man, 

\ou seem woiii out with travel— shall 
I support V on ^ 

I • Het 1 thank you , but, a resting 
place so near, « 

Twere wrong to trouble >ou 
« Pta God speed > ou both 

[Exit Peasant 

Hti id^nea, we must part Be not 
alarmed — 

Tis but for a few days — a thought has 
struck me 

Idon That 1 should leave >ou at 
this house and thence 
Proceed alone It shill be so , fca 
streri/;th ^ 

Would f 111 V ( u ere our journev s end 
be reiched 

li xtt H..RBERT supporUd by Idonfa 
Re LfUer Marmadi ki aiui Oswald 

Mar This instant will w e stop him 

Osu Be not hast} 

1(1 s >iiu times, m despite of my con 
\ 1C ti )n 

H( tempted me to think»the Story true 
lis plain he loves the Maid and what 
he s ud 

ihvt s'lv mred ( f aversion to thv name 
A\ peaied the genuine colour of his soul — 
\nxietv lest mischief should befal her 
\ftcr hib death 

^^ar I have been much deceived 

* O^u But sure he loves the Maiden 
“iiid never love 

Could find delight to nurse itself so 
str mgely 

Thus to torment her with ' — 

death — 

There must be truth in this 

Mar Truth m his storj * 

He must have felt it then, known what 
it was, 

And in such wise to rack her gentle heart 
Had been a tenfold cruelty 

Osw Strange pleasures 

Do we poor mortals cater for ourselves * 
To see him thus provoke her tenderness 
With tales of weakness and infirmity * 

I d wager cxi hts life far twenty years 
Alar We will not waste an hour in 
such a cause 

Osw Why, this is noble * shake her 
off at once 


T) 



34 


I»OEMS WftlTTfeH W VOtJiTl 


Mar, Her virtues are bis instrllnieftts. 
—A Man 

Who has so practised on the worl(!|^s 
cold sense* 

May welt deoeii^ his Child — ^What ! 

. leave her thus* 

A prey to a deceiver? — no— no— no — 
'Tis but a word and then 

Osw, Somethinp; is here 

Moie than we see* or whence this strong 
aversion ? 

Marmaduke ! 1 suspect unworthy tales 
Have reached his ear — you have had 
* enemies. •* 

Mar, Enemies I — of his own coinage. 

' 0510. That may be* < 

But wherefore slight protection such 
as you * i 

Have power to yield ? 

looks elsewhere. — 

1 am perplexed. ! 

Mar. What hast thou heard or seen ? . 

Osw, No— no — the thing stands clear | 

of mystery ; | 

(As you have said) he coins himself the | 

slander I 


Osw, And yet t 
That^^Vhen your .praise was warth upon 
my tongue* 

And the blind Mail was told bow yoii had 
rescue 

A maiden from the ruffian violeBbe 
Of this same Clifiord* he became 'i% 
patient 

And would not hear me. 

Mar. No — it^eannot ^ 

I dare not trust myself With Buch a 
thought — 

Yet whence thia strange avetaion 
You are a man ^ 

Not used to rash conjectures *■ 

Osw. ^ , If you deem it 

A thing worth further notice* we must 
act • 

T)erhaps he i With caution, sift the matter artfully. 

MariiaouIk Oswald. 


Scene* the door of the Hostel, • 
Herbert. Idonea, and Host. ^ 
Her. {seated). As I*am dear to you, 

I renumber. Child ! • 

With which he taints her ear; — for a ; This lasffrequest.* 

S lain reason; 
reads the presence of a 


virtuous 

man 

Like you ; he knows your eye would 
search his heart* 

Your justice stamp upon his evil deeds 
The punishment they nici'it. All is 
plain : * 

' It cannot be 

Afar. What cannot be ? 

Osw. Yet that a Father 


Should in his love admit no rivalship, ! 

And torture thus the heart of his own 
Child I 

Mar. Nay* you abuse my friendship ! ‘ Let this old Man And at your hands ; 


I don. You know SwAi fareWell ! 

Her. And ar^ you • noing ttien ? 
Conifii* come* Idoncj^* 

We must not part, — I have measured 
many a league t 

When these old limbs had need of rest* — 
and now 

I will not play the sluggard. 

Idon. Nay* sit down. 

[Turning to Host. 

(kiod Host* such tendance as you would 
expect 

From your own Children* if yourself 
were sick* 


Heaven forbid ! — • 
circumstance, trifling 


Osw. 

.There was a 
^ indeed — 

11 struck me at the time — yet I believe 
1 never shqiild have thought of it again 
But for the scene which we by chance 
have witnessed. 

Mar. What is your meaning ? 

Osw. Two days gone I saw* 

Though at a distance and he was dis- 
guised* , 

Hovering round Herbert’s door* a man 
whose figure 

Kfssembled much that cold voluptuary* 
The villain* Clifibrd. He hates you* and 
heibnows 

Where he can stab you deepest. 

Mar. Clifford never 

Would stoop tdk skulk about a Cottage 
? . . door — 

Afticonld not bel 


poor Leader* [Looking at the dog. , 
‘We soon shall meet again. If thod* 
neglect 

This charge of thine* then ill befal thee I 
— Look, 

The little fool is loth to stay behind. 

Sir Host ! by all the love you bear to < 
courtesy, 

Take care of him* and feed the tsiant 
well. 

Host. Fear not* 1 will obey you$*^ 
but One so young. 

And One so fair*' it goes agai^t my 
ThSt you should travel ^unattended* 

, Lady 1#^ ^ • 

1 have a palfrey and a groom the lad 
Shall squire you (would it not be better* 

And for iess fee than I leouldJbBt ' 

For any lady I have seen tps tMvo* / 
month. . • . 
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You Icd^w* Sir. I have been 
-too long yow guard * * . - 

Not tq have learnt to laug^ at little 
■ leaisr. . 

Why* if a^wolf should leap from out a 
• thxckei^ 

A look of mine would send him scouring 
J^ackf 

Unless f differ from the thing 1 am 
When you are by my side. 

« /fer. ^ Idoiiea« wolves 

Arenotthe*cnemies tnat move piv fears^ 
No more, 1 pray, of this. 
Three da)^ at farthest 
Will bring me "ba^k — protect him. 
Saints — farewell ! , 

[Exit luONEA. 

fiost. ^t 5 never drought*%'ith us — 
St. Cuthbert and his Pilgriiiis. 
Chanks to them, are to us a stream f>f 
comfort : 

Pity the Maiderndid not wait a while ; 
She' could nnt. Sir, have failed of com- 
pany. • • 

Her. she is gone, I fain would 

call her back. * 

Host {C'llltn^. Holla ! 

Her. No, nd? the business* must be 
done. — 

What means this riotous noise ? 

Host. The villagers 

Are fldeking in — a wedding festival — 
Thi|t*6 all — God save you. Sir. 


Compafeon lor me. His induenoe is 

• great 

With Henry, our good King ; — the 
Baron might ^ 

Have heard my suit, and urged my plea 
at Court. 

No matter — he's a dangerous Man. — 
That noise ! — 

*Tis too disorderly for sleep or rest. 

Idonea would have fears for me, — the 

• Convent 

Will give me quiet lodging. You have a 
boy, good Host, 

And he must lead me back. 

• Osw. You are most lucky ; 

I have waiting in the wood hard by 

For a compa non — here he comes ; our 

jtnirncy 

Eniir Marmaduke. 

Lies on your w'ay ; accept us as your 
Guides. 

Her. Alas ! I creep so slowly. 

Osw. Never fear ; 

We’ll not complain of that. 

; Her. My limbs are stiff 

I And need repose. Cinild you but wait 
an hour ? 

Osw. Most willingly ! — Come, let me 
lead you in. 

And, while you take your rest, think not 
of us : 

stroll into the wood ; lean on my 
arm. 

{Conducts Herbert mto Ike house. Exit 


Enter Oswald. 

Osw.' Ha ! as 1 live, 

wThe Baron Herbert. 

M<^t. Mercy, the Baron Herbert ! 
Qaw. So fair into your journey ! on 
my life. 

You are a lusty Traveller. But how 
fare you ? 

^ wreck I am pennits. 
And Vofff Sir I 
Osw, 1 do not see Idonea. 

»£0r. Dutiful Gir% 

'• SKis goae before, to spare my weariness. 
But jrhat has brpught you hither ? 

Os^ * A slight affair, 

; That will be soon despatched. 

' Did Marmaduke 
Receive that letter ? ^ 

Qs^. . • Be at peace.— ThStie 

JUt tgrokem you will bpar no more of him. 
. " Her, This is tnxe comfoi^ thanks a 

. gone with her 

' £ LoA' CUffonl's'castle : I have 

: huem- ■■ i -- ■■ 

ittooils, lie ban «• 


MaRMADL'KE. 

Enter Villagers. 

Osw. {to himself coming out of the^ 
Hostel). I have prepared a most 
apt Instrument — 

The Vagrant must, no doubt, Ije loiter- 
ing somewhere 

About this ground ; she hath a tongue 
well skilled. 

By mingling natural matter of her own 
With ail the daring hetiews I have 
taught her, ^ 

To win belief, such as my plot requires. 

EfUer more Villagers, a Musician nmong tkegs. 

Host {to them). Into the court* my 
Friend, and perch yourself 
Aloft upon the elm-tree. Pretty Maids* 
Garlands and flowers, and cakes ^nd 
merry thoughts, • 1 

Are here, to send the sun into the 
More speedily than you belike would 
wish. ' 
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5oeii» changes Wood adf^ting ihs 

lfO5^0j-^4lAnMAl>UK£ afid QSW4ILD 

. Muir: I ^ould iSIn hope that we deceive 
ptpiselves 1 

When hist I saw him sitting there, 
alone, 

struck upon my heart I know not how. 

Osw. To-day will clear up all. — You 
4. marked a Cottage, 

■n.t^ D^lU.*. 

•' By tlte brook-side : it is the abode of to my child as by nty.^^ hf 

One ' slept, ^ 

A Btaidi^ innocent till ensnared bV 1 And, fondling, licksd his fact;, thro ew • 
Clifford , ® sudden 

Who soon grew weary of her | but. alas ! ■ Snapped' fierce to make a morsel of hi;. 
What she had seen and suffered turned ' _ , • n.- • 

her brain. i her^e is [fttsmg the thtk!], it mu& 

Cast off by her Betrayer, she dwells I ^ ^ , . , 

alone, i When next inclined to sle^. 

Nor moves her hands to any needful * . . ™y advice. 


Imprisoned there.' and hdd 
And suddenly gjrew blai^. as he' molt . 
die. 

Mar. have no time Ictf . &ts, my . 
babbling Gossip ; - . ' , 

Here's what will comfort you, *' >, 
[Ct es 

Beg. The Saints rewanl you 

For this good deed 1 - 7 -Well, Sirs,. tJiJy 
passed away ; 

And afterwards 1. fancied a strange doa 


work 

She eats her food which every day the 
peasants 

Bring to her hut ; and so the Wretch has 
lived 

Ten years ; and no one ever heard her 
voice ; 

But every night at the first stroke of 
twelve 

She quits her house, and, in the neigh- 
bouring Churchyard 

Upon the self-same spot, in rain or 
storm, 

' She paces out the hour ’tw'ixt twelve and 
one— 

She paces round and round an Infant's 


Am 


^ave, 

id m the churchyard sod her feet have 


worn 


. A hollow ring ; they say it is knee^ 
deep — '- — **■ 

igAh ! what is here ? 

[A female Beggar rises up, rubbing her e- 
as if fH sleep — a Child tn her arms. 


l*ve liad the saddest dream that ever 
troubled 

The heart of living creature. — My poor 
Babe 

Was crying, as I thought, crying for 
bread 

When 1 had none to give him ; wbere- 

r.' upph. 

; I put -4 slip of foxglove in his hand, 
'.wnich. pleased him so, that he was 
hushed a| once : 

;When, 'into of those same spotted 

,,^^.belb ■* ‘ 

V^Sb^lSee came darting, which the Child 

.. 'i.; i 


And put your head, gqpd Woman, under 
cover. 

Beg. iph, sir, you would not talk thus, 
if you knew t 

What life is this*C/f ours.^bw sleep will 
master • 

The weary-worn. — Yox gentlefolk have 
got 

Warm chambers to your wislfi I’d 
rather be 

A stone than what I am. — B*it two 
nights gone, 

The darkness overtook me — winif^^and 
rain 

Beat hard upon my head — and yet 1 saw 
A glow-worm, through the covert of the 
furze, 

Shine calmlv as if nothing ailed the 
5k\ 

At which I half accused the God in 
Heaven — 

\ ou must forgive me. 

Osw Ay, and if you think 

The Fairies are to blame, and you should 
chide * 

\our favourite samt — ^no matter — this 
good day ** 

Has made amends • 

Beg Thanks to you both; but, O 
sir * 

How would you like to travel on whole 
i hours , 

Al I have done, my eyes upon the ground 
Expecting still, 1 knew not how,, tt 
find 

A piece of money glittering tbeouglk 
the dust ? jl 

Mar. This woman is a prater. !%a\ 
good Lady 1 

Do you teU fortunes ? * 

* Oh $iri ere test 
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cuik me tp the hearts 

%T miglit turn a beggar from 
their docir& * , 

iBnt th^ are Mot(i^,who£an see the 
’'Bebe 

at niy breast, and ask me where 1 
^ bought it i 
.3]h|s they can do, ^ and look upon my 
• face— ' 

; ^ut you. Sir, should be kinder. 

Come hither, I^'athers, 
^•Anddearn what nature is from this poo^i 
_ Wretch I ‘ 

Befi Ay, Sir, there's nobody that 
feels for us. 

- Why now — ^but yesterday I overtook 

• A blind old Greybeard and accosted 

him, 

1* tb^^n^Ciof all the Saintav^and by the 

He should have used me better ! — 

• Charity ! 

y you can melt a rock, he is your man ; 
But 1*11 be evenPwith him — here again j 
Have I bedh waiting for him. I 

Osw- * • Well, l^t softly. 

Who is it w«t hath ponged you ? 

flag. * Mark you me ; 

1*U point him, out ; — a Maiden is his 
^de, 

. Loviny as Spring's first rose ; a little dog. 
Tied by a woollen cord, moves on- before 
With look as sad as he were dumb : the 
4^ur, 

1 ome him no ill will, but in good S(x>th 
He does his Master credit. 

Mar, As I live, 

VTis Herbert and no other ! 

Beg. *Tis a feast to see him. 

Lank as' a ghost and tall, his shoulders 
bent; 

r ' And long beard white with age — yet ever-*] 
more, 

.^At if he were 4^e only Saint on earth, 

V He l&xms his fade to- heaven* 

' , Osw. But why so violent 

V Against this Venerable Man? 

flSS- . I’U tell you : 

' basvitlie very hardest heart on earth ; 

gS.lief tdm to, the Friar*s school 
« Aw knock fcn^entraiice, in mid holiday. 

' ' JIf dr. But tn your story. 

Bkg- ■ , I was saying. Sir — 

; . WeU l-i^e has often spumed me l^e a 
..toad, - . 5^'* • 

'But.yestordky ’vw worse .than all;^ 

^v^l^ektpok him, Sirs, my Babe and 1, 
g little aid for charity: 

L . cottage cur. 

at 


'Which 


As 
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B If liy heart would burnt ; and so I 
left him. 

* 09W, I think, good Woman, you are 
the very person 

Whom, but some feW days past, I saw' 
in Eskdale, 

At Herbert’s door. 

Beg. Ay ; and if truth were known 
I have good business there. 

Osw. I met you at the thresholdr 
And he seemed angry. 

Beg. Angry ! well he might ; 

Arid 1 i:ig as 1 can stir I’ll dog him. — 
Yesterday, 

To serve me so, and knowing that he 
owes .• 

The best of all he has to me and mine. 
But ’tis all over now. — That good old 
I.ady 

Has left a power of riches ; and I say it, 

Tf there’s a lawyer in the land, the 
knave 

Shall give me half. 

Osw. What’s this ? — I fear, good 
W'oinaii, 

V'oii have been insolent. 

Beg. And there’s the Baron, 

I spied him skulking in bis peasant’s 
dress. 

Osw. How say you ? in disguise ? — 

Mar. But what’s your business 

With Herbert or his Daughter ? 

Beg. Daughter! truly — 

But how's the day ? — 1 fear, my little 
Boy, 

We’ve overslept ourselves.igiiSirs, have 
you seen him ? [Offers to go. 

Mar. I must have more of this ; — 
you shall not stir 

An inch, till I am answered. Know 
you aught 

That doth concern this Herbert ? 

Beg. You are provoked. 

And will misuse me. Sir I 

Mar. No trifling. Woman I— 

Osw. You are as safe as iiyi sanctuary ; 
Speak. * 

Mar. Speak ! • 

Beg. He is a most hard-hearted Man. 

Mar. Your life is at my mercy. 

Beg. Do not harm me, 

And I will tell you all ! — You know not. 
Sir, 

What strong temptations press upon the 
Poor. 

Osw. Speak out. 

Beg. Oh Sir, I’ve been' g wicked 
Woman. 

Osw. Nay, but speak out ! ' 

Beg. ; He flattered fne, and sa^ 
What h^vest it would luing os 
and!:sq,' ' \ 

•'tlilfccjiil*. / v-,,.;- 


ss 
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Mat, Farted with i^om? 

sA he calls her ; but 41^ 

Is-mine. 

Jifar. yqixFS, Woman i are you Her* 
b^t's wife ? 

Bfig. Wife, Sir ! his wife — not I ; my 
husband. Sir, 

of Kirkoswald — many a snowy 

/ winter 

We'Ve weathered out together. M y poor 

.. Gilfrad ! 

* He haai^been two years in his grave. 

‘^JKfar. . Knough. 

Osfh. We’ve solved the riddle — Mis-, 
qreaiit4 

Mar. Do you, « 

- Good Dame, repair to Liddesdale and 
wait 

For my return ; be sure you shall have 
justice. 

Osw. A lucky woman ! — go, you have 
done good service. [A side. 

Mar. (to himself). Eternal praises on 
the power that saved her ! — 

Osw. her money). Here's for 

your little boy — and when you 
christen him 

I'll be his Godfather. 

Beg. Oh Sir, you are merry with me. 

In grange or farm this Hundred scarcely 
owns 

A dog that does not know me. — These 
good Folks, 

For love of God, 1 must not pass their 
doors# 

But ru be back with my best speed : 
for you — 

God bless and thank you both, my 
gentle Masters. ' 

[ExU Beggar. 

' ‘ Mair. (lo himself). The cruel Viper ! 
— Poor devoted M^, 

Mow I do love thee. 

™ Qsw, I am thunderstruck. 

'Mdr. Where- is she — holla ! 


CelMA to *he Beggar, who returns ; 
atimsudfastfy. 


he hohs 


Voii are Idonea’s Mother ? — 
Kay, be not teirihed — it does me good 
. Tolocdr upon yon. 

Osw. {interrupting). In a peasant's 
« ' dress 

.you saw, who was it ? 

V , Nay, 1 dare not speak ; 

, Hehra irian. if it should come to his ears 
rinegeri^^l te heard of more. 

. Lord Clifford ? 

I believe me, 

though I dare x|ot call ^er 


Osw. toed Clifford — did you see b fn e ^ 
\talk with Herbert? . . 

Beg. Yes, to my sorrow — under fl^e % 
great 4»ak ' 

At Herbert’s door-^nd whei^ he stooil 
beside * > ^ 

The blind man — at the silent Girl he 
looked ■ 

With such a look — ^it makes me tremble, 

Sir, 

To think of it. 

Osa». Enough ! you may d^art.% 

Mar. (to himself). Father ! — to Qod 
himself we cannot give ^ 

A holier name ; and, under such a mask,. . 
To lead a Spirit, spotless as the blessed, , 

To that abhorred den of brutish vice ' 
Oswald, the firni foundation of my life 
Ts going fi^m under me ; tl.esfi: strange 
disco^ries — 

Looked at from every point of fear or 
hope, ^ 

Duty, or love — involve, J.feel, my ruin. «. 

c ACT II " 

Scene, A C hamber the Hosih. — Oswald 
alone, rising ff6m d Tftple on which 
he had bpen writing. ^ -■ 

They chose him for their Chief ! 

— what covert part 

He, in the preference, modest Youth, 
might t^e, 

I neither know nor care. The iffeult 
bred 

More of contempt than* hatred ; both 
are flown ; « 

That either e'er existed is my shame : 
'Twas a dull spark-rs most uxinatural 
fire 

.That died the moipent the air breathed 
32 , upon it. 

—These fools of feeling are mere 
of winter 

Ibat haunt spine barren island of the. 

north, . v 

Where, it a famishing man stretch fprib. .vV 
his hand, ' ■ “ 3 

They think is fp feed thein- * hgve < 
Jeft him 

To solitary meditgtipn t^npw ^ ' 

For a few swejfeg phrases, and a flgsh ^ 
Of truth, epougn to dggale gnd |o,bjted, < 
And'ne is mine for evet'— h«ce pgraes^; <■ 

' \ Enter ^ 

Afar. These fen years she hga mt0ve4 
her Ups all day ' 

And never speaks i- ^ 

0 sm. ■ 

Mar. " I have seen her. V:" 

Osdf. Oh f tti> poor dettunl of 

/ < rawed . 4 ' 
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.wt&oni 'the Monster, Clifford, drove 
, to madness. • 

Mar, 1 met a peasant xiezu: the spot ; 
told me, 

Viiese te& 3 wars she had sate all day alone 
Vy^thin those empty walls. 

Osw. I too have seen her : 

, Chapcing to pass this way some six 
• months gone. 

At inidhight, I betook me to the Chiirch- 
^rd : 

The moon shone clea^, the air was still, 
•sc^Still 

The trees were silent as the* graves 

beneath them* « 

Long did I watch, and saw’ her pacing 
round * 

Upon the self-same spot, stilj round and 
round, ** *•* 

Her lips for ever moviug. 

, Mar, At her door 

R^ted 1 stood ; for, looking at the 
woman, • 

1 thought I^aw the skeleton of Idoiiea. 

Osw. But the pretended Fathisr 

A/ar . • ^ Earthly law 

Measures ndt crimes Rkc his. 

Osw. ** ■ rank not, happily. 

With those whc^take the spirit of their 
rule 

Frorn that soft class of devotees who feel 
Reverence for life so deeply, that they 
spare ^ 

The verminous brood, and cherish w'hal 
they spare 

While feeding on their bodies. Would 
that Idonea 

Were present, to the end that w'e might 
hear 

What she can urge in his defence ; she 
, loves him. 

Mar, Yes, loves him ; 'tis a truth 
that multiplies 
'His guilt a thousand-fold. 

Osw. ’Tis mosl perplexing : 

What must ba-done ? 

^Mar. We will conduct her hither ; 
walls shall witness it — from first 
^ to last 

He sflall reveal himself. 

, Osw. Happy are we. 

Who live in these disputed tracts, that 


-,V_ 


No' law but. what each man inake^or 
himself ; ^ 

’Here justice has indeed a fieldR>f triumph. 
Af^. Let us begone and bring her 
hither ;r— here 

truth shall be laid open, his guilt 
: proved* 

TTlje rest be left to me. 
'—'.Ositf. Vou wilTbe Arm; but though 
trust . . - 


The issue to the justice of the cause. 
Caution must not be flung aside ; re- 
member. 

Yours is no common life. Self -stationed 
here. 

Upon these savage confines, we have 
Seen you 

Stand like an isthmus ’twixt two stormy 
seas 

That oft ha\'e checked their fury at 
your bidding. 

’Mid the deep holds of Solway’s mossy 
waste. 

Your single virtue has transformed a 
!<* Band 

Of fierce barbarians into Ministers 
Of })cace* and order. Aged men ivith 
tears 

Have blessed their steps, the fatherless 
retire 

For shelter to their banners. But 
As you must needs have deeply felt, it 
is 

In darkness and in tempest that we 
seek 

The majesty of Him who rules the world. 
Benevolence, that has not heart to use 
The wholesome mimstry of pain and 
evjl. 

Becomes at last weak and contemptible. 
Your generous qualities have won due 
praise, 

But vigorous Spirits look for something 
more 

Than Youth’s spontaneous products ; 
and to-day 

You will not disappoint them ; and 
hereafter 

Mar. You are wasting words ; hear 
me then, once for all : 

^Yt)u are a Man — and therefore, if com- 
’ passion. 

Which to our kind is natural as life. 

Be known unto you, you will love this 

W'oman, 

Even as 1 do ; but I shoulcb loathe the 
light. ^ 

If 1 could think one weak or partial 
feeling 

Osw. You will forgive me ^ 

Afar. If I ever knew 

My heart, could penetrate its inmost core, 
*Tis at this moment. — Oswald, I haye 
loved 

To be the friend and father of . the 
oppressed, 

A comforjter of sorrow ; — there is some- ' 
thingf r' • 

Which locks like a transition m my Soul. 
And yet It is not. — Let us lead him 
hithet. 

Osw, Stpop for a moment ; 'tis an 
act of ^justice ; 
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And where's the triumph if the ^legate . 
Must fall in«the execution of his office ? ‘ 
The deed is dene— 'if you will have it 

Here where we stand — that tribe of 
vulgar wretches 

(You saw them gathering for the festival) 
Rush in— the vulains seize us— 

, '"Afof. Seize !• 

Osw. Yes, they — 

Men' who are little given to sift and 
weigh — 

Would wreak on us the passion of the 
, moment. 

''Mar. The cloud will soon disperse— i 
farewell — but stay, 

Thou wilt relate the story. * 

' Osier. Am I neither 

To bear a part in this Man’s punishment. 
Nor be its witness ? 

far. I had many hopes 

[Tat were most dear to me, and some | 
will bear 
To be transferred to thee. 

Osw. When I’m dishonoured ! 

Mar. I would preserve thee. How 
may this be done ? 

Osie». By showing that you look beyond 
the instant. 

A few leagues hence we shall have open 
ground. 

And nowhere upon earth is place so ht 
To look upon the deed. Before we enter 
The barren Moor, hangs from a beetling 
rock 

The shattered Castle in which Clifford oft 
;Has held infernal orgies — with the gloom. 
And very supersition of the place. 
Seasoning his wickedness. The De- 
bauchee 

Would there perhaps have gathered the 
first fruits 

Of this mock Father’s guilt. 

Enter Host, conducting Herbert. 

Host. ' The Baron Herbert 

Attends y(fjr pleasure. 

Osw {to Host). We are ready — 

(to Herbert) Sir ! 

1 hope you are refreshed. — I have just 
« written 

A notice for your Daughter, that she may 
know 

Vhat is become of you. — You’ll sit down 
and sign it ; 

y^Twill g^d her heart to see her lather’s 
fugnature. 

[G^twe the letter he had vritten. 
Thanks for your care, 
k, ■ tSitt dome and writes. Exit Host. 

-';sl'Osw. . {aside to Marmapuke). Perhaps 
" , it would be useful 


{IfARMADOn merhoht ttwat a T ' ^th e m 'wHIt*' 
examines the letter eagerfy, 

ilfar. I cannot leave thib paper. 

Osw. {aside). Oaataitft CweSti-., 

[Marmadukk goes towards HerSbjit and 
supports Mm— -MARKAnuKE trsmtUiii^ 
beckons Oswald to take his pktee. « , - 

Mar. (as Ii 0 9utfs Herbert). DtefSis 
a palsy in hisjlimbs — be shakes, 

[Exeunt Oswald and Herbert— MarmaivJkb 
foUc/wtng. 


Scene ••changes to a Wood — a Group' 
of Pilgrims and Idonea wUh them. 

First A grove of darlEtevuid more 
lofty shade 
I never saw. 

Sec. P%1. The music of the birds 
Drops deadened fromca roof so thiek 
with leaves. , 

Old ni. This, news ! It made my 
heart leap up with jo^. 

Idon. I scarcely* can befidve it. 

ON Pit. yself. I heard 

The Shertff read, in opeSi Court, a letter 
Which purported it was the royal 
pleasure •* 

The Baron Herbert, who, as was sup- 
posed, 

Had taken refuge in this neighbourhood, 
Should be forthwith restored. The 
hearing. Lady, 

Filled my dim eyes with tears. — When 
I returned 

From Palestine^ and brought with me p. 
heart. 

Though rich in heavenly, poor in earthly, 
comfort, 

I met your Father, the^i a wandec&i^ 
Outcast : 

He had a Guide, a Shepherd’s boy ; but 
grieved 

He was that One so young should pass 
his youth 

In such sad service ; and he parted with : 

him. /f" 

We joined our tales of wxetcfaedjaess ^ 
together, 

And begged our daily bread froiu^oor.. 

^ to door. , . ' ^ ' 

I talk familiarly to you, e^met Xadyl , 
For once yfeu loved me, ^ 

. Idon. You shkll back wHh me^; 
And see your Friend The.|;pQd 

old Man \ i' iii . ' 

Wai be rejoiced to greet , , ' ' ' • : 

OldJPil. . - It seKnqB'bidjf^to^y:^; 

That . a heroe sUma i^ertbolr ea, 
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a deep wood teixiote from any^town. 

' Aee.ve tbat.opeiied to tbe road prie^nted 
A. fl^adly Shelter, and we entered &. 

' i'don» ' And I was with you > 

,tfW. PUi , If indeed ’twas you — 
tftil you were then a tottering Little- 
'■ ,one-“ 

We -sate us down. The sky grew dark 
\-w> afid darker : 

• \ struck my fliut, and built up a small 
fire' 

Vfith ibtten boughs and leaves, such as 
ttiewinds 

Of many autumns in the cave. had piled. 
Meanwhile the stprip fell heavy on the 
woods ; 

Our little fire sent forth a cheering 
warmth 

And we va^i^comforted, and*^ked of 
comfort ; 

E|pt *twas an angry night, and o'er our 
heads 

Tho thunder roll^ in peals that would 
have made 

A sleeping mSn uneasy in his bc(L 
O Lady, yo^ have licAl to lo-^ your 
Father. • • • _ 

His vdice — medkinks I near it now, his 
voice • • 

When, after a broad flash that filled the 


clve, 

He said to me, that he had seen his 
Child. 

' A face (no cherub’s face more beautiful) 
Kevealed by lustre brought with it from 
Heaven ; 

And it was you, dear Lady 1 

Idon* God be praised, 

. That I have been his comforter till now ! 
And wUI be so through every change of 
fortune 

And every sacrifice bis peace requires. — 
l^t us be gone.^ith speed, that he may 

/These joyful tijlings from no lips but 
mine. 

' . [ExcutU looNEA and Pilgrims. 

‘I|b£y£f the Area of a half -ruined Castle — 
one side the entrance to a dungeon — 
: ^ , . OsliALn and Mark^iduke pacing 
bekkwArds and forwards, 

'' Mair, *Ti8 a wild night. 

• Ow>, rd give xay eloak and bonnet 
liW slght of a warhi fire. ^ 

^Ma/r, The wind blows keen ; 

Sy hands are numb./ ^ 

. Osw, Ha 1 Jxa f *tia nipping cold. 

- , . {BkmMg his fingers. 

' I Idiks fpr'news nf our bgave Comrades s 

/Wuuid dnv^'ihpgft ScottUhs Rovers to 


If once 4iey blew a horn this^ side the 
Tweed. . 

Jfar. I think 1 see a second range of 
Towers. ' 

This castle has another Area — come, ' ' 

Let us esramine it. 

Osw. ’Tis a bitter night ; 

I hope Idonea is well housed. That 
horseman. 

Who at full speed swept by us where the 
wood 

Roared in the tempest, was within an ace 
Of sending to his grave our precious 
Charge : 

would have been a vile mischance. 

Afar. It would. 

.Osw. Justice had been most cruelly 
defrauded. 

Mar. Most cruelly. 

Osw. As up the steep we clonib, 

I saw a distant fire in the north-east ; 

1 took it for the blaze of Cheviot Beacon : 
With proper speed our quarters may be 
gained 

To-morrow evening. 

[Looibs restlessly towards the mouth o/ the dungeon. 

Mar. When, upon the plank. 

I had led him 'cross the torrent, his voice 
blessed me : 

You could not hear, for the foam beat 
the rocks 

With deafening noise, — the benediction 
fell « 

Back on himself ; but changed into a 
curse. 

Osw. As well indeed it might. 

Mar. And this you deem 

The fittest place ? 

Osw. (acide). He is growing pitiful. 

Mar. {listening). What an odd moaning 
that is ! — 

Osw. Mighty odd 

The wind should pipe a little, while we 
stand 

Cooling our heels in this Evay ! — I’ll 
begin ^ 

And count the stars. 

Mar. [still listening). That dog of his, 
you are sure, 

Could not come after us — ^he must have 
perished ; 

The torrent would have dashed an oak'^' 
to splinters. 

You said you did not like his looks— 
that he ... 

Would trouble us ; if he were here ^ 
again. : 

I swear the sight of him would quail me 
more 

Than twenty armies. 

Osw . ' How ? 
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The old h^Ekd Mah* 

When you had told him the xhischat^e, 
was troubled 

Even to the shedding of some natural 
tears 

Into the torrent over which he hung. 

Listening In vain. 

Osw. He has a tender heart ! 

tOswALD offers to go down tnto the dungeon. 

'Mar* How now, what mean you ? 

, Osw. Truly, I was goiii^ 

To waken our stray Baron. Were there 
not 

A :fgrm or dwelling-house within flv£ 
leagues, 

Wa should deserve to wear a cap and 
bells, 

Three good round years, for playing the 
fool here 

In such a night as this. 

Mar. Stop, stop. 

Osw* l^erliaps, 

Vou'd better like we should descend 
together. 

And he down by his side — what say yon 
to it ? 

Three of us — wc should keep each other 
warm : 

I’ll answer for it that our four-legged 
friend 

Shall not disturb us ; further I'll not 
- engage ; 

it^ome, come, for manhood’s sake I 

Mar* These drowsy shiveriiigs, 

This mortal stupor which* is creeping 
over me. 

What do they mean ? \vere this my 
single body 

Opposed to armies, not a nerve would 
tremble : 

Why do I tremble now ? — Is not the' 
depth , ^ 

. Of this Man’s crimes beyond the reach 
''' of thoiight ? 

And yet, in |»luinbing the abyss for j udg- 
iiient, 

SomeAiing I strike upon which turns 
my mind 

Back on herself, 1 think, again — my 
breast 

■ Concentres all the terror.s of the Ihii- 
verse : 

1 look at him and tremble like a child. 

Osw* Is it possible ? 

' Mar. One thing you noticed not : 

i ust as we left the glen a clap of thunder 
iQfst on the mountains with hell* 
rousing force. 

'Tbis is a time,, said he, when guilt may, 
shudders 

'Ctot there's a Providence for them who 

’walk 


In helplessness, -when innocence is with 
^ them. 

At this audacious blasphemy, 1 thou^t 
The spirit of vengeance seem^ to nde' ..l 
the air. , • % ’ 

Osw. Why are you not the man you 
were that moment ? 

LHa draws MAJUfADUKB to the dnngson. 

Mar. You say be was asleep, — look a^* 
this arm. 

And tell, me if *tis fit for such' a^wod^ 
Oswald, Oswald 1* [Leasts upostOsvrAiM* 
Osw. This Is some suodea tei^re ! 
Mar. A most strange faintness, — will 
you hunt mfr out • 

A draught of water ? 

Osw. • Nay, to see you thus 

Moves me t^eyoiid my beari{^. — I will try 
To gain tfte torrent's brink. 

[Exit Oswald. 

Mar. {after a pause). It seems an agg 
Since that Man left me. — No, I am not 
lost. « • 

Her. {at the snout h of dungeon). 
Give nig yoiir Ijand ; where are you, 
Friends ? and tell me C- 
How goes the night. ** 

Mar. 'Ti.s hard to'^fneasure' time, 

In such Si weary night, end such a place. 
Her. 1 do not hear the voice of my 
friend Oswald. • 

Mar. A minute past, he went to fetch 
u draught 

Of water from the torrent. 'Tis, 3 'ou’ll 
say, 

A cheerless beverage. 

Her. How good it was in you 

To stay behind ! — Hearing at first no 
answer, 

1 was alarmed. 

Mar. No wonder ; this is a place 
That well may put some fears into your 
heart. ^ 

Her. Why so ? a roofle^rock had been 
a comfort, 

Stcjrm -beaten and bewildered aswewm; 
And in a night like this, to lend your 
cloaks 

To make a bed for me ! — My Girl will 
weep ® 

When she is told of it. 

Mar. This Daughter of yours 
Is very dear to you. 

Her. Oh ! but you are young ; 

Over your head twice twenty^acs'^must^ 

With all their natural Weight of sorrow 
and pain, 

Ere can be knom to you how much a 
Father *• 

May love his Child. » ♦. 

Mar* Thank you, old Xan, for tfaisi 

. r- , ; ; • • ciSh:', .. 


POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH 


45 


V 'l/Ar. «|fii 1, And utom out, a 

Mao s' ' • 

KituHy have you protected me to^niglit, 
return have 1 to nfake but 
^ Vpra^s ; 

3Vay you £dL age be blest with such a 
' ' 'daughter l — 

When troYn the Holy Land 1, had i 
* tiiimed 

Sightless, and from my heritage was 
driven. 

A^wretChed Outcast — ^but this strain of 
thought 

Would lead me to talk fondly. 

Mar> A . Do not fear ; 

Your words are precious to iny cars ; 
go on. • 

Her. You will forgive me, hut iny 
heart jnrrf^over. 

When my old Leader slipped into the 
» dood 

And perished, what a piercing outcry 
•you m 

Sent after hinj, 1 have loved you ever 
since. ^ 

You start—wlnere are we*? 

Mar.^ * *Oh« ther^ is no danger ; 

The GolU blast struck me. 

Her. 'Twas a foolish question. 

Mar. But when you were an Outcast ? 
— Heaven is just ; 

Your piety would not miss its' due 
reward : 

The little Orphan then would be your 
succour. 

And do good service, though she knew 
it not. 

Her. 1 turned me from the dwellings 
of my Fathers,* 

Where none but those who trampled on 
my Tights 

Seemed to remember me. To the wide 


' bore In m$ anhs ; her looks won 
i^ty : . 

wgB my Raven in the wilderness. 
'Isfpugbt me food. Ha\'e i ii^t 
iWci^etoloireher? 

, Y^. 

STwer.^More thgn ever Parent K/ved a 
Yes, yes. 

^1 not ipmipur, merciful God ! 
t'|aurn)ur ;{$g5ted as, I have bec^, 
left jae to hear my 

^ Daughter’s .voice, • 

Afk^ grms .to' frild her to my heart. 

■V*'. .Su)>nu^y^y 

and find'^mv rest in faith. 
Oswald. 

dlitie.. llefjKrt l^-Hoonfusioii I {aside). 
. M,. " i. '.'f , • . " ‘ / irmetdeike Horn. 


A charming beverage for you to carouse, 
Thig bitter idght. 

Her, Ha I Oswald I ten bright 

crosses 

I would have given, not many minutes 
gone. 

To have beard yo«ir voice. 

Osw. Your ccuch. I fear, good Baron, 
Has been but comfortless ; and yet that 
place. 

When the tempestuous wind first drove 
.us hither, 

Felt warm as a wren’s nest. You'd 
better turn 

A'Ud under covert rest till break of day, 

' Or till the storm abate. 

I {To MakmXlm'kk aside). He has re- 
j stored y‘>u. 

i No doubt you have been nobly enter- 

■ tabled ? 

But soft ! — how came he forth ? The 
j Night-inarr: Conscience. 

Has driven him out of harbour ? 

Mar. I believe 

You have guessed right. 

Her. The trees review their murmur : 
Come, let us house together. 

[Oswald conducts him to the dungeon. 
Osw. (returns). Had I not 

Esteemed you worthy to conduct the 
alTair 

To its most fit conclusion, do you thinh 
1 would so long have struggled' with my 
Nature, 

And smothered all that’s man in me !— 
aw'ay ! — 

[Loohing towards the dungeon. 
This man’s the property of him ’vho best 
Can feel his crimes. I have resigned a 
privilege ; 

If now becomes my duty to resume it. 

Mar. Touch not a finger 

Osw. What then must be done ? 

Mar. Which way so’er b turn, I am 

perplexed* % 

Osw. Now, on my life, I grieve fpr vou. 
The misery * 

Of doubt is insupportable. Pity, the 
facts 

Did not admit of stronger evidence ; 
Twelve honest men, plain men, 
would set us right ; 

Their verdict would abolish these weak' 
scruples. 

Mar. Weak ! 1 am weak — there does 
mv torment lie. 

Feeding itself. 

Osw. Verily, when he said 

How his old heart would leap to hear 
hex stepss 

YfTU thought his voice the eeho of : 
Idonei^s* , ^ ; 
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Mar And neier heard 
temlde 

Osw Perehfance you think so 
Mar I cannot do it 

Twice did I spring to grasp his withered 
throat, 

When such a sudden weakness fell upon 
me, 

I could ha\e dropped asleep upon his 
breast 

Osw Justice — is there not thunder in 
the wotd ’ • 

Shall it be law tu stab the pc ttv rc bher 
Who anus but at our pin se and shall 
this Parricide - ^ 

Worse IS he far, far worse (if foul dis- 
honour • 

Be worse than deatli) to thit confiding 
Creature 

Whom he to more than filial lo\ e and 
duty 

Hath falsely traiind — shall he fulfil 
his purpose 
But you are fallen 

Mar Fallen should I be. indeed 
Murder — perhaps asleep, blind, old 
alone. 

Betrayed in darkness ' Here to strike 
the blow — 

Away ' awa\ » 

[Flings away hts sword 
Osw Nay, I have done with \ou 
Well lead him to the Convent He 
shall live. 

And she shall lo\e him With un 
questioned title 

He shall be seated in his Baron\ 

And we too chant the praise of his good 
deeds* 

I now perceive we do mistake our mas- 
ters, 

And most despise the men who best oph 
teach us « 

Henceforth it shall be said that bid men 
only 

Are bravw Clifford is brave , and that 
^Id Man 
Is brave 

ITakMg Marmadukjl s sword and gntng it to htm 
To Clifford’s arms he would have led 
His Victim — haply to this desolate house 
Mar (advancing to the dungeon) It 
must be ended ' — 

Osw Softly , do not rouse him , 
He will deny it to the last He hes 
Within the Vault, a spear’s length to 
the left. 

EMarmadukk descends to the dungeon 
{Alans ) Tlw Villains rose m mutiny 
to destroy'" me 

it oould imve quelled ths Cowards, but 
this Stnpdng 


Must needs hUp m, and save my li&« 
The look 

With which he gave the boon 1 see 
it ndw I , • 

The same that tempted zpe* to los^hb^ 
the gift ^ 

For this venerate Grey-beard--f4ith 
’Tis his own fault if he hath got a lace 
Which doth play tncks with* tbson 
that look on it * 

Tw as this that put it in my tboug^te-*^ 
that countenance- — • W 

His staff — his figure<^Murder *-swhat, 
of whom ’ * 

We kill a worn horse, and who but 

^ omen 

Sigh at the deed ^ Hew down a 
withered tree. 

And nqfv* look grav e buf ^detards He 
may live 

To thank me for this service Ralnh{pw 
irrhes 

Hif^hwivs of drean^ig passion, have 
too long 

Young as he is, diverted wish and hope 
From the unpretendmgp ground we 
I mortals tre^ — • • 

Ihen shatter the delutnn, break it up 
I Vnd set him free« What follows? 

I I have learned 

fhit things will work to ends thft slaves 
o the world 

Do never dream of I have been what 
he — 

This Bov — when he comes forth with 
bloody hands— 

Might envy, and am now, — ^but he 
shall know 
What I am now — 

[Goes and listens at the dunceon. 
Prating or parleying 7 — tut! 
Is he not eyeless ^ He has been half*^ 
dead ^ 

These fafteen years ^ 

Enter female Beggar wUh two or Peru of hot Com>^ 


(Turning abruptly) Hal epeafs~*-‘Whod 
Thing art thou ? 

(Recf ^ntses her) Heavens I my good 
Friend I • 

VTohed, 

Beg Forgive me, gracious Sir 1^ 
fisw (to her comptmtons). Begone, ye 
c Slaves, or 1 will nose a w^wino 
And sen4 ye dancing to the clows, li^ 
leaviS 

retire 

Beg Indeed we meant no bi^ f 
we lodge lometimes » 

In this deserted Castle-^ fepent hmu 
{OsvA&D fOf» to the 

totheaeggac \ • a 
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V’ 43W/' Wtesm, tSioa' h&st* a' liijtplesfr 

ny secret for sake, or verily 
;Xbat wret^ked life, of thine shall be the, 
forfeft..; ' 

' I ddrl^ent me, Sir ; 1 feaf the 
eiirse - 

Of that blind Man. ’Twas .not your 
ar ' xhoney, siT~— 

Osw. Begone ! . 

(going): There is some wicked 
* aSedinhand: « [Astde. 

Would I could find the old Man and his 
Daughter. 

* [Exit Beggar. 


Osie. rienceforth, then, will I never in 
. 9 camp or £eld 

Obey you more. Your weakness,, to 
the Band, 

Shall be proclaimed : brave Men, they 
all shall hear it. 

You a protector of humanity ! 

Avenger you of outraged innocence 1 
Mar. Twas dark — dark as the 
grave ; yet did I see, 

§aw him — his face turned toward me ; 
' and I tell thee 

Tdonea's filial countenance was there 
To baffle me — it put me to my prayers. 
1 Upwards I cast my eyes, and, through a 


Marmaduke rt^enters from the dungeon. 

Osw, It is all over then ; — your foolish 
fear^-^ 

Are hushed to sleep, by your own act 
and deed. 

Made quiet as he is. 

Mar. ^hy came you down ? 

And when I felt your hand upon my arm 

And spake lo you, why did you give 
no answgr ? " 

Feared you^tb waken, him? he must 
hnve been a 

In a deep sleep., I whispered«to him 
thrice. 

Tber<Pare the strangest echoes in that 
place ! 

Osw. Tut ! let them gabble till the day 
of doom. 

Mar. Scarcely, by groping, had. I 
reached the Spot, 

‘ When round 'my wrist J felt a cord 
drawn - tight, 

\3 ii the blind Man's dog were pulling 
at it. 

Osw. But after that ? 

Mar. The features of Idonea 

Lurked in his face-^-*— 

Osw> . Psba I Never to these eyes 

-Will xetribution show itselt again 

With upect so inviting. Why forbid 
- 


share your triumph ? 

,Mar. Yes, her very look, 

' Siiniliilg4n sleep "— - 

Osw. . , . A pretty feat of Fancy ! 
^ar. Though but a glimpse, it sent 
jna to my prayers. 

Jm ho ^V6 1 • 

X'Mar. >' , what ibean you ? whoali^'f ? 
HeebOFt 1 alnae ycoi- wtil have it, 

- Baron 'HeitMi'i 
vrh6:w^%jsato his Seigaory when 

;Na9tWboeo^ Cllffwlv barlpt— is hf 

iisst dungeon « 

■ ■■ - 


crevice. 

Beheld a star twinkling above my head. 
And. by the living God, I could not do 
it. 

[5ftnAs exkausied. 

0.stf'. {io himself). Now may I perish 
if this turn do more 
Than make me change my course.. 

(To Marmadukk.) Dear Marmaduke, 
My words were rashly spoken ; I recall 
them. 

I feel my error ; shedding human blood 
Is a most serious thing. 

Mar. Not I alone. 

Thou too art deep in guilt. 

Osw. We have indeed 

Been most presumptuous. There is 
guilt in this. 

Else could so strong a mind have ever 
known 

These trepidations ? Plain it is that 
Heaven 

Has marked out this foul Wretch as one 
whose crimes 

Must never come before a mortal judg- 
* ment-seat, 

Or be chastised by mortal instruments. 

Mar. A thought that's worth a thou- 
sand worlds ! 

[Go^5 towards dungeon. 

Osw. I grieve 

That, in my zeal, I have caused ypu so 
much pain. 

Mar. Think not of that ! 'tis over-^ 
we are safe. 

Osw. (as if to himself, yet speaking ' 
aloud). The truth is hideous, but, 
how stifle it ? 

^ [Turning to, Makkadvkb, ,, 

Give me your sword — nay, here * are ' 
stones and fragments. 

The leagt of which would beat oui (it ' 
manTs brains ; . a • 

't>r you might drive your head egahiat 
thatTifiii.- 

No I this th^.pUue to 
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it should be told you pinioned in your 
bed, • • 

Or on some Vstit end solitary plain 
Blown to you from a trumpet 

Muf Why talk thus ? 

Whatever the monster brooding m your 
breast 

I care not fear I have none, and cannot 
fear 

L7 he sound of a hom Juaed 
That horn again — Tis some tine of our 
, Troop , 

What do they here ’ Listf ii ' 

0 SW What' dogged like thic\cs> 
J nier Wallaci and Lac\ A 
Lacy You VC f )iind at last th inks 
to the vagrant Troop) 

For not misleading us 
Osw (looking at Wai i aci ) J hat 
subtle (*re\ beard 
I d rather see my father s ghost 

Lacy (to Marmadi kl) My C iptain 
We come by order of the Band Belike 
You have not heard that Henry has at 
• last 

Dissolved the Baruus’ League , and 
sent abroad 

His Sheriffs with ht force to icinstate 
The genuine owners of such i^snds and 
Baronies 

As, m these long commotions haM been 
seised [us 

His Power is this way tencUng It befits 
To stand upon our guard and with oui 
swords 

Defend the innocent 

Afar Lacy » we look 

But at the surfac^es of things , we hear 
Of towns in flames, flelds ravaged, 
young and old 

Driven out in troops to want and naked 
ness , * 

Then grasp our sw ords and rush upion a 
cure 

Tbat flattes us, because it asks not 
_ thou^t 

Tto^eeper maladv is better hid , 

The world 16 poisoned at the heart 
iMy What mean you ’ 

Wal, (whose eye has been fixed sus~ 
ftctously upon Oswald) Ay, what 
IS It you mean ^ 

Afar. Harkee, my Fnends , — 

lAppeanng gay 

Were tl^ere a Man who» being weak and 
heljpkiss 

knd most forlorn, ihould bribe a Mother, 
vr pfesaedt 

if peiwv, t 6 yUfld him up her Daughter« 
Infant, and instruct ^he Babe, 
upon his knee, to c^l] him 


lAuy Why, ii his heart be tSfiderj 
• that ofience 

1 could fOTgive him * 

Afar Jgotng og). And should he 
make the Child • * *• 

Aji instrument of falsehood, should *he 
teach her 

To stretch her arms, and dim the glad* 
some light " 

Of infant pla\ fulness with piteous looks 

Of misery that was not 

r acy • Troth, ’tis nardP- 

But in a world like ours— • , 

Mar (changing his tone) Tnis self- 
same Man-r- • 

1 yen while he tinnted kisses on the 
( hd^k 

Of this pc^r Babe, and t night its inno- 
cenA^ionguc 

lo lisp the name cf hather — could he 
look • 

T > the unnatural hat v est of that time 
When be should gnedicr up, a WoiAau 
grown, « 

To lii«i who bid the liighcst m the 
inaikct d 

Of foul polluturf • 

Lacy The wffdle visible world 

Contaiift not such a Menster i 

Mar For this pmpose 

Should ho resolve to taint her ^ul by 

means 

\Arhi(h bathe the lunbs in sweat to 
think of them , 

Should he bv tales which would draw 
tears from iron. 

Work on her nature, and so turn com- 
passion 

And gratitude to ministers of vice, 

A.iid make the spotless spirit of fili^ love 
I*iimc mover in a plot to damn his 
Victim 

Both soul and body 

Wal ’Tis too hombiri 

Oswald, what sav you to it ^ 

Lac\ Hew him down, 

And fling him to the ravens. 

Afar But his aspect 

Is &o meek, his countenance so v^er- 
able • 

Wal (with an appearanee of mfsirpsf). 
But how, what say you, Oswald f 
^cy (at the same momeni}» Stab 
0 him, were it • 

Before the Altar. 

Afar • - What,if heswesidt 
Tottering upon the very vem « ble, 
And old, and bimd— — 

0«, {tofmng formed)- •4m 'm ■f#?* 
Or own we baby GMitOMi' 

emiirage 
Is m 
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.. ; 

t&iXkll for itb castti^ bkih 

otopositio^ an^ Impedimeat 

if J tistiee apeak the word, beats 
; .'down 1 

The^ianC^vtreftgth ; and, at the voice 
• '' ^of Jaatice, 

Spaces not the ivorm. The giant and 
r. the wonn — 

She weighs them in one scale. The 
' * wiles of woman, 


Voo knowi me. Friends ; 1 have a heart 
I to feel, > 

And*l have 'felt, more than perhaps be- 
I comes me 

Or duty sanctions. 

i Lacy. We will have ample justice. 
Who are we, Friends ? Do we not live 
' on ground 

Where' ^uls are self-defended, free to 
i grow 


And craft of age, seducing ‘reason, first Like*' mountain oaks rocked by the 
weakness a protection, and ob- ‘ ' stormy wind ? 

scared Mark the Almighty Wisdom, which 

The iHOTid shapes of things. His tender decreed 

’ This monstrous crime to be laid open — 


cries 


And helpless innoceifee — do they pro- ! * here, 

tect ! Where Rcaepu has an eye that she can 

The infant lamb ? and shall the infirm-‘i use, ^ ^ 

ities, I And Men alone arc L'liipires. To the 

Which** hdf'?enablcd this efijrmous Carni^ 

Culprit i He shall be led, and there, the Country 

To^ perpetrate his crimes, serve as a round 

Sanctuary All gathered to the spot, in open day 

To cover him from tfenishment ? Shame ! ; Shall Nature be avenged. 

—Justice,* Osw. ’Tis nobly thought ; 

Admitfing no resistance. -bends attke ! His death will be a monument to ages. 
The feeble aii4'»the strong. She needs Mar. {to La.cy). 1 thank you to that 
nob here «» * hint. lie shall be brought 

Her bonds and cnaliis, which make the Before the Camp, and would that best 
mighty feeble.* I and wisest . , ^ , * 

We r#cognise in this old Man a victim Of every country might be present. 
’ Prepared already to the sacrifice.' ! There, , . , ** j r 

Lacy. By heaven, his words are reason ! His crime shall be proclaimed ; ana tor 
• Osw. * Yes, my Friends, : the rest , , 

His countenance is meek and venerable s It shall be done as Wisdom shall decide : 
And, by the Mass, to see him at his Meanwhile, do you two hasten back and 
prayers 1 — ! see 

I am of flesh and blood, and may I perish . That all is well prepared. 

When my heart does not ache to think of ! Wa/. _ _ ^ We will obey you 

it I— 

Poor Victim ! not a virtue under 
heaven 

But what was made an engine to en- 
snare thee ; 

But yet I trust, Idonea, thou art safe. 

L^cy. Idonea 1 

~Val. How ! what ? your Idonea ? 

[To Marmadukc. 
iiff. Mine ; 

"iHuib' negy no longer mine. You know 
' ' ■ 'L^d Clifford ; 

'1^ is the Man to whom the Maiden — 
pure 

As beautiful, and gentle and benig%, 

^d in h«: ample heart loving even me-» 

Was to be yielded up. m 

Laty* Now, by the head 

Of my oWn child, this Man must die ; 

, i^y hand, 

.'A:wQ|i&ier wwting, shaH^tself entwine 
in. grey hairs I*— ;' 

, 'Afar, (to Lacv). •! love the Fithcr m 


{Aside). But softly ! we must look a 
little nearer. 

Jl/flr. Tell where you found us. At 
some future time 

I will explain the cause. [Exeunt 


ACT 111 

* 

Scene, the door oj the Hostel, a group 6f 
Pilgrims ew before ; Idonea and the 
Host among them. 

Host. Lady, youTl find your Father 
at the Convent 

As I have told you : He left us yesterday 

With two Companions ; one of them, 
as seemed, 

His most familiar Friend. (Going .) , 
There was a letter 

Of which 1 heard them speak, hiit that 
I fan(^ 

Has been forgotten. _ / • 

/don. (ft) -Host). Farewen I 
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. Host. ‘ Gen:tt«| pilgrims, 

St. Cutitbert s|>eed yOu oa y6ur holy 
errand.* • 

iDOKSA and Pilgrims. 

Scene, a desolate Moor. 


Oswald ialone). 

. Osw, Carry him to the Camp ! Yes, 
.to the Camp. 

' -Oh, Wisdom i a most wise resolve ! and 
^ then. 

That half a word should blow it to the 
winds ! 

‘This last device must end my work. — 
Me thinks 

If were a pleasant pastime to r.oiistriJtt 
A Scale and table of belief — ^ ' rms — 
Two columns, one for passio one for 
proof ; 

Each rises as the other falls ; and first 
Passion a unit and against us — proof — 
Nay, we must travel in another path. 

Or we’re stuck fast for e\er ; — passion, 
then. 

Shall be a unit for us ; proof — no, pas- 
sion 1 

, We'll not insult thy majesty by lime. 
Person, and place — the where, the when, 
the how. 

And all particulars that dull brains 
require 

To constitute the spiritless shape of Fact, 
They bow to, calling the idol. Demon- 
stration. 

A whipping to the Moralists who preach 
That misery is a sacred thing : for me, 
I know no cheaper engine to degrade a 
man. 

Nor any half so sure. This Stripling's 
mind 

Is shaken till the dregs float <ai the sur- 1 
face j ^ 1 

And, in the storm and anguish of t»e ! 
heart, 

' He talks of a transition in his Soul, I 
And dreams that he is happy. We dis- 
sect^ 

Th%scnse]ess body, and why not the 
mind ? — 

These are strange sights-^ the mind of 
man, upturned. 

, Is in all natures a strange spectacle ; 

In some a hideous one — hem 1 shall I 
- . stop? 

No. — ^Thoughts and feelings will sink 
deep, but then 

^They. have no substance. Pass but a 
few minutes, 

‘ 'And something &hall be done which 
l4emor^ 

tpuch, wbebe'er her Vassals are at 
Marnaduki, from SAM. 


Jktming . io ‘ kM). v. • 

'• for my peace-^~ ^ 

, Mar. Why, you., 

. Osw. Jut hear ‘^e prodfa^ ' 

Mar. Ay, prove that wb^'two iMs ^ 

Lie snugly in a pod, the pod must tnen' « 

Be larger than the peas-^prove this 

*twere matter 

Worthy •the hearing. Fool was 1 tc- 
dream • . 

' t ever could be otherwise ! ' - 

Osw. Last pighW ' 

When I returnAL with water from tnl 
brook, ^ • 

I overheard the Villas— every word 
Like red-hot iron Burnt into- my heart. ■ 
Said one, " It is agreed on. The blind 
. Mafti 

Shall feigy a sudden illnes|^and the Girl, 
Who o]»her journey must pfBleed alone^ 
Under pretence of violence, be seized. 

She is," continued the detested Slaves^ 

" She is right willing — strange if she were 

not ! — • • 

They say. Lord Clifford is g savage man ; 
But, faith, to sge him in his silken tunic. 
Fitting his low 'yoicc to^he minstrers 
harp, •• . 

There's witchery in’t. •! never knew a ' 
iiiifid • 

That could withstand it. TrueJ* con- 

tinuecL he, 

" When we arranged the affair, she wept 
a little • 

(Nut the less welcome to my Lord for 
that) 

And said, ‘ My Father he will have it so’.” 
Mar. 1 am your hearer. 

Osw. This I caught, and more 

That may not be retold to any ear. 

The obstinate bolt of a small iron door 
Detained them near the gateway of the ' 
Castle. 

By a dim lantern’s light I saw tha£ . 
wreaths 

Of flowers were in their hands, as it 
designed 

For festive decoration ; and they said, 
With brutal laughter and . most '^jfoui , 
allusion, ' 

That they should share the iSgiqiuiBt:^ 
with their Lord • 

And his new Favourite. , ' , 

,Mar. ' Misery! — 


fOsw. 


I knew. 


ow you would be ^istnrbed^by .tbig dire 
newft ■ ' . '■ / 

And therefore chose this solUtkty Moor, , 
Here to impart the tate> of whudk, 

night, V "..-o 

I strove to eaflB 'mymind,BiFbim dhr 
^ Comrades, ' ; , ^ -• '• 

Commis.«!c!ned 
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‘ Ji/fUf. l 48 t 'wliea mov^ to lift 

.the aveaging steel, ► 

l'jilj4']>lpUeve ail things' were ihadows — 

* yea»4' 

' .Imng Oc d«rad cdl things were bodiless, 
but' the mutual mociMries of body, 
'.Till that same star summoned me back 
again. * 

^ow f could laugh till my ribs ached. 
Oh Fool ! 

Soletgi creed, built in the heart of things, 
Oia^ye before a twinkling atom ! — 
1bsivald, 

T could fetch lessons out of wiser schools 
Than you have entered, were it worth 
the pains. ^ 

ifoung as I am, 1 might go forth a teacher. 
And you shgjpld see how deea>ly 1 could 
TeaSb®^ • » 

Of love in all its shapes, beginnings, ends; 
(if moral qualities in their diverse aspects ; 
Of actions, and their laws and tendencies. 

t>5fe>. You takellt as it merits 

Maf. m One a King. 

General or Cham, Sultgn or ]^:]8iperor. 
Strews twe^g sgres^of good meadow- 
ground * ^ 

With carcase^ *in lineament and shape | 


Might in sUch ni^ghbourhood find seemly 
.• use. — 

But first, how wash our hands of this 
old Man ? 

Mar, Oh yes, that mole, that viper in 
the path ; 

Plague on my memory, him 1 had for- 
gotten. 

Osw. You know we left him sitting — 
see him yonder. 

• Mar. Ha ! ha t — 

Osw. As * twill be but a moment’s 
work, 

I will stroll on ; you follow when ’tis 


done. 


[Exeufa. 


Scene changes to another part of the 
Moor at d short distance — Herbert 
is dtSLOverei seate.i on a stone. 

Her. A sound of laughter, too ! — *tis 
ivell — I feared. 

The Stranger had some pitiable sorrow 

Pressing upon his solitary heart. 

Hush ♦ — 'tis the feeble and earth-loving 
wind 

I That creeps along the bells of the criso 
heather. 


And substance, ^nothing diifeAng from i Alas ! ’tis cold — I shiver in the sunshine— 


us own, 

But mat they cannot standitfup of them- 
selves ; 

Another aits i’ th’ sun, and by the hour 
Floats kingcups in the brook — a Hero 
one 

We call, and scorn the other as Time’s 
spendthrift ; 

But have they not a world of common 
ground 

To occupy— -both fools, or wise alike. 
Each in his way ? 

Osw. Troth, I begin to think so. 

Mar. Now for the corner-stone of my 
philosophy : 

Would not give a denier fur the man 
Who, on such provocation as this earth 
could not chuck his babe beneath 

^-thc chin, 

jxd send it with a fillip to its grave. 

Os®. Nay, you leave me behind. 

Azan - • ■ ' , That such a One, 

So pious in'-demeauaur ! in his look 

So sain^ and so pure I Hark'ee, 

my Friend, \ 

1 11 plant myself 'before Lo^ Clifford’s 
Castle, * 

A smly mastiff Imhatis at the gate. 

And he shall bowl- and 1 will laugh, a 

Osiv. ' In pleasant scheme ; 


Wbat can this mean ? There is a psalm 
that speaks 

Of God’s parental mercies— with Idonea 

I used to sing it. — Listen ! — what foot 
is there ? 

Enter Marmaduke. 

Mar. (aside — looking at Herbert).. 
And I have loved this Man ! and 
she hath loved him ! 

And 1 loved her, and she loves the Lord 
Clifford ! 

rAnd there it ends ; — if this be not enough 
' To make mankind merry for evermore. 

Then plain it is as day, that eyes were 
made 

For a wise purpose — veriW. to weep 
w’ith ! ^ 

[LoohinTround. 

A pretty prospect this, a masterpiece 

Of Nature, finished with most curious 
skill ! 

(To Herbert). Good Baron, have you 
ever practised tillage ? 

Pray tell me what this land is worth by 
the acre ? 

Her. How glad I am to hear your 
voi^e ! I kiiow not 

Wherein I have offended you ; — ^iast 
night 

I found in ypu the kindest of Pro^tcMn^ 

This moiling, when 1 spoke of 


you. You frofe my shoulder . took 9^1^' 
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About yow owii ; but for these two 
.hours past ' 

Oiace only have spoken, when the 
^ . lark 

Whirred from among the fern beneath 
our feet. 

And 1, no coward in my better days. 

Was almost terrified. 

^ Mar, That's excellent ! — 

you bethougjht you of the many ways 
In which a man may come to his end, 
whose crimes 

H^ve roused all Nature up against him — 
' pshaw ! — ^ 

' Her. For mercy's sake, is nobody in 
sight ? 

No traveller, peasant, herdsman ? 

Mar. Not a soul : 

Here is a tree, ragged, and bent,|and bare. 
That turns its goat’s-board flakes of pea- 
green moss 

From the stern breathing of the rough 
' sea-wind ; 

This have we, but no other company : 
CoUmiend me to the place. If a man 
should die 

Ahd leave his body here, it were all one 
As he were twenty fathoms underground. 
Her. Where is our common Friend ? 
Mar. A ghost, methinks — 

The Spirit of a murdered man, for 
. instance — 

Might have fine room to ramble about 
here, 

A grand domain to squeak and gibber in. 
Her, Lost Map ! if thou have any 
close-pent guilt 

Pressing upon thy heart, and this the 
hour 

Of visitation 

Mar. A bold word from yoflj ' 

Her. Restore hjm,»oHeaven ! 

Mar. The desperate Wretch I — A 
Flower, 

Fairest of ^11 flowers, was she once, but 
now 

They'llave snapped her from the stein — 
Poh ! let her lie 

Bcsotled with mire, and Jet tlie house- 
less snail 

' Feed on her leaves. You knew licr well 
— ay, there. [knew 

Old Man ! you were a very Lynx, you 

worm was in her 

, V Her. Mercy I Sir, what mean you ? 

' Mar. You have a daughter 1 
‘ Her. Oh that she were here ! — 
Slie hath an aye that sinks into all hearts, 
'iiiM if, I have in aught offended you, 
^jlaofr:^iuld her gentle voice make peace 
:,hilWeen us. 

^asi^e). I believe he weeps— 
w©^ . 


Th^e js' a vein of her voice that xm . 
through his : 

Even sucG a Man my fancy bodied fotth 
From the first moment ^hatT loved the : 

Maid ; u , 

And for his sake I loved her more : -these 
tears— 

I did not think that ought was left fn me 
Of what I have been — yes, I thank theej 
Heaven ! 

One happy thought has passed acrK 
my mind. 

— It may not be — I am cut off froin man t 
No more shall I be man — no more shall 1, ' 
Have human feelings ! — {To Herbert) 
— Nt)w, for a little more 
About your Daughter 1 

Her. ^ / Troops oir*«emed men. 
Met in tiie roads, would bless us ; little 
children. 

Rushing along in the full tide of play. 
Stood silent as we pas>^cd them 1 1 have 
^ heard ^ 

The boisterous carman, in the miry rqad. 
Check his loud whip .^nd £iail us with ^ 
mild voice, * 

And speak with milder Voice to hi§ poor 
beas^.s. 

Mar. And whither were you going ? 
Her. ^ Learn, youngi Man, 

To fear thf virtuous, and reverence 
misery, 

Whether too much for patience, or, like 
mine, 

Softened till it becomes a gift of mercy. 
Mar. Now, this is as it should be 1 
Her. I am weak 1 — 

My Daughter does not know how weak 
I arn ; 

And, as thou see’st, under the arch of 
heaven 

Here do 1 stand, alone to helplessness. 
By the good God, our common Father, 
doomed ! — 

But I had once a spirit and an .arm — 
Mar. Now, for a word about your 
Barony : 

1 fancy when you left the Holy Land, 
And came to — what's your title'W-eh ? 

your claims 
W'ere undisputed ! 

Her. IJke a mendicant. 

Whom no one comes to iqeet, J stood ' 
' alone ; — ■■ \ [ 

I inurmuri.d, — ^but remembering HinP ' 
who feeds . 

The pelican and ostrich of the .chsert, 
From my own threshold 1 looke4 
Heaven .• * ‘ 

And did not want glimmerings of 

hope. '■ - , ^ 

So, from the oouft I passeid? am 
' the V'; 
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' Led by its znarmor, to the ancient o^k 
1 eame ; and when 1 felt its cooling shade, 
I sate me down, and cannot but Mie ve — 
WMlein ihy>lap 1 held my little Babe 
And dasped hw to my heart, my heart 
that ached 

More w^l'th delight than grief^I heard 
• a*voioe 

Such as by Cherith on Elijah called ; 
ILsaid^^* I will be with thee.” A little 
boy, • 

A shdt>]^rd-lad, ere yet my trance was 
g<M£lr 

Hailed us as if he had been sent from 
heaven, 

And said, with tears, that he \fould be 
our guide : 

I had a^W^er guide — thaf«*^norcnt 
Babe— 

Her, who hath saved me, to this hour, 
from harm, 

Frdin cold, fromdiunger. penury, and 
dearth ; ^ 

To whom I owe the bes^ of all thp good 
1 have, or vfKsh 4pr, upon cartn — and 
more * • • 

And higher faf^^han lies within earth’s 
bounds ; • • 

Therefore I bless her : when 1 tliiiik of 

An. 

I bless her with sad spirit, — \^en of God, 
1 bless her in the fulness of iny joy ! 

Afar. The name of daughter in his 
moutb, he prays ! 

With nerves so steady, that the very flies 
Sit unmolested on his staff. — Innocent ! — 
If he w^re innocent — then he w'ould 
tredoible 

And be disturbed, as I am. {Turning 
aside). I have read 
In Story, what men now alive have wit- 
ness^, 

• How, when the People's mind was racked 
with doubt, 

A]j^eal was ’made to the great Judge: 
the Accused ' 

. W{% naked feet walked over burning 
' j^ufl^shares. 

Here 9a laan by Nature’s hand prepared 
For a like trial, but more merciful. 

Why else have I been led to this bleak 
Waste ? 

Bare is it; vgthout house or track, 

destitute • 

(9f obvious shelter, as a shipldSs sea. 
Here^ will 1 leave him-^here — All-seeing 

e 

well as is, and sore perplexed as I am, 
1 will oommil him to this final Ordeal / — 



Af^ in this desert ? If never — then the 
whole 

Of what he sa^’s. and looks, and does, and 
is, 

Makes up one damning falsehood. Leave 
him here 

To cold and hunger ! — Pain is of the 
heart, 

And what are a few throes of bodily 
9 suffering 

If they can waken one pang of remorse ? 

[Goes up to Herbert. 
Old Mail ! my m'ath is as a flame burnt 
* out, 

It cannot ^e rekindled. Thou art here 
Led by iiiy hand to save thee from per- 
dition ; 

Them %vilt have lime to breathe and 
think 

Her. Oh, Mercy ! 

Mar. I know the need that all men 
have t)f mercy. 

And thereft»rc Ic.'ive thee tei a righteous 
judgment. 

Her. My Child, my blessed Child ! 

Alar. No more of that ; 

Thou wilt have many guides if thou art 
innocent ; 

Yea, from the utmost corners of the 
earth. 

That Woman will come o’er this Waste 
to save thee. 

[He ponses and looks at Herbert's staffs 
Ha ! what is here ? and carved by her 
own hand I 

[Reads upon tke staff. 

“ I am eyes to the blind, saith the Lord* 
He that 'puts his trust in me shall not 
fail ! ” 

Ves, belt so ; — repent and be forgiven-^ 
liod and that staff arc now thy only 
guides. 

[He leaves Herbert on the Moor. 

Scene, an eminence, a BtMcon on Ihe 
summit. m 

Lacy, Wallace, Lennox, etc. etc. 

Several of the Band {confusedly). But 
patience ! 

One of the Band. Curses on that 
Traitor, Oswald ! — 

Our Captain made a prey to foul de- 
vice ! — , 

Len. (toWal.). His tool, the Wander- 
ing Beggar, made last night 
A plain confession, such as leaves no 
doubt. 

Knowing what otherwise we know too , 
welC ■« ' - 

That she revealed the truth. Stand by . 

■ ‘ me now ; . ' ' . 

For ratb^ would I have ^nest pjf vipers ,; 
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Between tny breast -plate and my sjfon, 
than maite 

Oswald my special enemy, if you 
Deny me your support. 

Lacy. We have been fooled — 

'But lor the motive ? 

WiU. Natures such as his 

Spin motives out of their own bowels, 
Lacy ! 

1 learn’d this when I was a Confessor., 

I know him well ; there needs no other 
motive 

Than that most strange incontinence in 
crime * 

Which haunts this Oswald. Power is 
life to him 

And breath and being ; where he cannot 
govern. 

He will destrov. 

Lacy. To have been trapped like 
moles ! — 

Yes, you arc right, wc need not hunt lor 
motives : 

There is no crime from which this man 
would shrink ; 

He recks not human law ; and I have 
noticed 

That often when the name of God is 
uttered, 

A sudden blankness overspreads his face. 

Len. Yet, reasoner as he is, his pride 
has built 

Some uncouth superstition of its own. 

Wal. I have seen traces of it. 

Len. Once he headed 

,A band of Pirates in the Norway Feas ; 
And when the King of Denmark sum- 
moned him 

To the oath of fealty, I well remember; 
'Twas a strange answer that he made, 
h€ said, * 

1 hold of spirits, and the Sun in heaven.” 
' Lacy. He is no madman. 

Wiu. A most subtle doctor 

Were th^ man, who could draw the line 
that parts 

Pride and. her daughter, Cruelty, from 
Madness, 

r., 'That should be scourged, not pitied. 
Restless Minds, 

'' Such Minds as find amid their fellow-men 
No heart that loves them, none that they 
can love. 

Will turn perforce and seek for sympathy 
\ Jn dim relation to imagined Beings. 

Oae of the Band. What if he mean to 
' ' offer up our Captain 
.. Ai&'expiailbii and a sacrifice 
thM infernal fiends l 

a* Now, if the event 

be as Lennox has foretold, then 
■5 ' swear. [wounds 

^ heart shall h|Lve as ni,any 


Ap theife are daggers here, ‘ 

Lacy. What need of swearklg i / 

Ofte oj the Band. Let us away ! 

Anf^ther. 

A third. Hark ! how the homs' i ^ 

Of those Scotch Rovers ethb through 
the vale. 

Lacy. Stay you behind ; and when 
the sun is down. 

Light up this beacon. 

! One of the Band. You shall be*obe9hd. 

':iTh€y go ^t'iiogdhet-. 

Scene, the Wood on the edge of the' 
Moor. ^ 

9 

M ARMADUKB (alon«). 

Mar. ,^eep, deep ansM^y^ast, vast 
beyond human thought. 

Yet calm. — I could believe, that tlwre'' 
w'as here 

The only quiet heart ^ earth. In tegror. 
Remembered terror,^ there is peace and 
rest. ' 

^ I 

, <1 

Enter O^Wir«.i . " 


Osw. Ha ! my dear Captain. 

Mare- A later* meeting, Oswald. 
Would have been better timed. 

Osw. Alone? I see s 

You have done your duty. I had hopes, 
which now, 

I feel that you will justify. 

Mar. I had fears. 

From which I have freed myself — ^bui 
’tis my wish 

To be alone, and therefore we must part. 
Osw. Nay, then — 1 am mistaken. 
There’s a weakness 

About you still ; you talk of solitude-^' ' 
I am your friend. 

Mar. What need of this assnranca 
At any time ? and why g^ven now ? * 

Osw. BecauMf/" 

You are now in truth my M^ter ; y6i}. ' 
have taught me ‘ 

What there is not another living man . 
Had strength to teach ; — and th^eforeS 
gratitude 

Is bold, and would relieve itself by'^, 
' praise. 

Mar. Wherefore press this oh me ? • 

*X>sw. . . because I feel 

Inat you have shown, and by. a signM 
^ instance, ' ’ 

How they who woiild'be,jtost..tau8t ac^sk 
the rule- ► ' Cr"’ , .. i 

By diving for it into tHelr own bo^^r^'. 
To-^ay you ha^ thrown dff a tyrwny \ 4 
That lives but eOi^csoei^ ’ 

Of our 

Of the worlC8Lal|jgllece,.w^ 
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ily wbieh th«y upliold their craft from 
am to am : 

You have cmyed the only* law that 


to recogais® • the immediate 

law» 

^Tom the clear light of circumstances, 
• • flashed * 

Upon an independent Intellect. 
Henceforth new prospects open on \our 
^ ifrith s • 

Yow faculties should grow with the 
d#nand i 

I still will be your^iend. will cleave to 
you 

Through good and evil, obloquy and 
scorn. 

Oft as ttgi^are to follow on*your steps 
Mar. i would be left alone. • 

^ Dsw. {exuUtngly). 1 know your mo 
• lives » 

1 «m not of the^’orld's presumptuous 
judges, 

Who damn Vhere they can neither see 
nor feela • 

With a hawlflieafted* jgnorance yqur 
Struggles .>• 

1 witness'd, and^now hail yous Mct<iry> 
Mar, Spare me awhile that greeting 
OsB. It may be 

That some there are, squeamish, half- 
thmkinuowards. 

Who will turn pale upon you, call you 
murderer, 

And you wiU walk in solitude among 


A mighty evil for a strong-bmlt mind ' — 
Join twenty tapers of unequal height. 
And hght them jomed, and you i^ill see 
the less 

How *twiU bum down the taller ; and 
they all 

Shan prey upon the tallest Solitude * — 

The Eagle lives m SoUtude ! 

Mar, Even so, 

The Sparrow so on the house-top, and I, 
ibe weakest of God's creatures, stand 
resolved 

To al^de the issue of my act, alone. 

Osw. Now would you ? and for ever ? 
— My young Friend. 

M tune advances either we become 
The masters of our own |^t 

^^o^hip we miMl have» wiMmg or no ; 
And if good Angels faih slack m their 

substitutes, turn our faces where we may, 
Ale still Igrthcoming^ some which, 
though they bear 

Xtt^names, can lender no ill services, 
m leoqmpMaq urbot themaelves 




^ meet extremes m this mysterious 
^ world. 

And opposites thus melt into each other. 

Mar. Time, since Man first drew 
breath, has never moved 
With such a weight upon his wings as 
now ; 

But they will soon be hghtened. 

Osw Ay, look up — 

^Cast round >ou>our nund’s eye, and you 
will learn 

Fortitude is the child of Enterprise : 
Great ac tions move our admiration, 
m chieflv 

Because they carry m themselves an 
earnftt 

That wo can suffer greatly. *, 

Mar Very true. 

Osw Action w transitory — a step, a 
blow'. 

The motion of a muscle — this way or 
that— 

*Tis done, and m the after-vacancv 
We wonder at ourselves like men be« 
ti ayed 

Suffering is permanent, obscure and dark. 
And shares the nature of infinitv. 

Mar. Truth and I foci it. 

Osw. What ’ if you had bid 
Eternal firewell to iinmingled joy 
And the light dancing of the thoughtless 
heart , 

It IS the toy of fools, and little fit 
For such a world as this. The wise 
abjure 

All thoughts whose idle composition 
lives 

In the entire forgetfulness of pain. 

— I see I have disturbed you. 

Mar. By no means. 

• Osw. Compassion — pity » — ^pnde can 
do without them : 

And what if you should never know them 
more ^ — 

He IS a punv soul who, feeling pain, 
Finds ease because another Teels ^ too. 
If e er I open out this heart of mine 
It shall be for a nobler end — to teach 
And not to purchase puling sympathy. 

— Nay, you are pale. 

Mar. It may be so. 

Osw. Kemorse — 

It cannot bve with thought ; think on, 
think on. 

And it will die. What 1 m this universe. 
Where the least thmgs control the 
greatest, where 

The faintest breath that breathes can 
move a world ; 

What ! feel remorse, where, if a cat bad 
sneeaed, 

A leafed fallen, the thfug bad new 
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Whose verjir shadow gnaws us to the 
vitals. * 

Mar, Now,whither are you wandering ? 
That a man, 

So used to suit bis language to the time. 
Should thus so widely diner from him- 
self — 

It is most strange. 

'' Osw. Murder ! — what's in the world ! — 
I have no cases by me ready made 
To4^fit all deeds. Carry him to th^ 
* Camp ! — 

4k shallow project ; — you of late have seen 
More deeply, taught us that the instv 
tutes 

Of Nature, by a cunning usurpation 
Banished from human intercourse, exist 
Only ih our relations to the brutes 
That make the fields their dw'climg. If 
a snake 

Crawl from beneath our feet we do not 
ask . 

A license to destroy him : our good 
governors 

. Hedge in the life of every pest and 
plague 

’ That bears the shape of man ; and for 
what purpose, 

But to protect themselves from extir- 
pation ? — 

This flimsy barrier you have overleaped. 

Mar. My Office is fulfilled — the Man 
^ is now 

Delivered to the J udge of all things. 

Osw. Dead ! 

Mar. I have borne my burthen to its 
destined end. 

Osw. This instant weTl return to our 
Companions — 

Oh how I long to see their faces again ! 

BfOrr Idonea, with Pilgrims, who cofUinue ^teir 
journey. 

Idon. {after some time). What, Mar- 
maduke '■ now thou art mine for ever.n 
And Oswald, toot (To Marmaduke). 

Cn will we to my Father 
With the glad tidings which this day 
hath brought ; 

• We'll go together, and, such proof 
received 

. Of his own rights restored, his gratitude 
To God above will make him feel for ours. 

Osw. I interrupt you ? 

Jdon. Think not so. 

Mat. Idonea. 

,;'That' I should ever live to see this 
-morndtit I 

Forgive me.--^swald knows it 
, all — he knows. 

of that luihappy letter fell 
blood drop from my heart. 

'■ / ' ■ Tw'ae ev4?h 


Mar. I have much to say, but fox’" 
' whose ear ?^not thine* ' ^ - 

Idon. B1 can 1 bear that . lookT^ 
Plead for me, Oswald ! V . 

You are my Father's Friend. 

(To Marmaduke.) Alas, you know n^. 
And never can you know, how much ^ 
loved *me. ^ 

Twice had he been to me a father, twice 
Had givexi me breath, and was 1 not tqM 
His daughter. j:>nce his daughtoh? 

could I withstand ^ 

His pleading face, and feel his clasping 
arms, ^ 

And hear his prayer that 1 woiflcLnot 
forsake him 

In his old age [Hides her face. 

Mar. l^tience — Heavei^ ^T ant in« 
patfehce ! — 

She weeps, she weeps — my brain shall 
burn for hours ® 

Ere 1 can shed a tear. ,, 

Idon. ^I was a woman ; 

And, balancing the hopes* that are the 
de^frest < > 

To womankind wi^h dbtyk to. my Father, 

1 yielded up tho^e preci^ns hopes, which . 
nought ^ 

On earth could else have wrested from 
me ; — if erring, ' i 

Oh let me be forgiven ! 

Mar. I do forgive thee. 

Idon. But take me tofl^your arms'— 
this breast, alas ! 

It throbs, and you have a heart that 
does not feel it. 

Mar. {exuliingly). She is innocent^ 
[He embraces her. 


Osw. {aside). Were I a Moralist, 

I should make wondrous revolution 
here ; 

It were a quaint experiment to show" 

The beauty of truth — [addressing them^ 

1 see 1 interrupt you ; 

1 shall have business with you, Marm-a- 
duke ; ' - . 

Follow me to the Hostel. [£xit Oswald. 

Idon. Marffifjdu^ 

This is a happy day. My Father soon ' 
Shall sun himself before his xiatiVe 
doors ; 

Thf lame, the hungry, will be welcoiDs4^\ 
^ there. - ^ 

No more ,^all he complw of wgsteij' 
strength. 

Of thoughts 


heart ; 


that fail, and a d^yix^; 

His good works*will be balm and Iu9 . 
Mar. This is most straiij^.1*^ 
not what it was. • i ^ " 

But there was somethfpg g|(rhi^ Mlitv ; 
plamly 
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Ihiat tltoii wirt innocent. 

lion* How innocent ! — 

Oir beavw 1 you’ve been deccSved^ 
Afar. * , * Thou art a Woman, 

Tc^bring perdition on the imiverse. 

Idoit, Already I've been punished to 
the height ^ 

Of mV ofEence. [Smiling affectionately. 

l^see you love me still, 
The Is^ours of my hand are still your 

Bethitik you of the hour when on your 
shOTlder 

I hung this belt. • 

[Pointing to the belt on which was suspended Her- 
AEar’a scrip. • 

Mar. Mercy of Heaven ! [Smfts. 
Idon. w '■What ails you ! [Disigactedly. 
Mar. The scrip that held his food, and 
• 1 forgot 

To give it back again ! 

iSon. Whmt mean your wt»rds ? 

Mar. I k%)w not what 1 said — all 
may be well. . • 

Idon. Thafjra^ h^tn life in it ! 

Mar,. This roat> is perilous ; 

1 will attend ycfu to a Hut that stands 
Near the wood’t edge— rest there to- 
r^ght, I pray you : 

For me, I have business, as you heard, 
with Oswald, 

But will return to you by break of 
day. [Exeunt. 


, ACT IV 

Scene, A desolate prospect — a ridge of 
rochs^'^^ Chapel on the summit of one — 
Moon behind the rocks — mght stormy — 
irregular sound of a bell — Herbert 
enters exhausted. 

Her. Tha t Chapel-bell in mercy seemed 
to guide me. 

But now. it mocks my steps ; its fitful 
^ stroke 

' Cah scarcely be the work of human hands. 
Ife^r. me, ye Men, upon the cliffs, if 
such 

Ther#be who pray nightly before the 
Altar. [place i 

. Oh that 1 had but strength to reach the 
My child*— 'my child-^ark — dark— I 
■ fainWtkis wind — • 

Tnese stifling blasts — God help me 1 
Enter Eldred. 

£W. Better this bare rock, 

Tlmugh 4t were tottering over a man’s 
^ head,, . 

Than a fight casa of dungeon walls for 
shjelter' ' • ' 

,f3Ugh dealings 

- .>• poke is heard. 

• 


! Hal what sound is that ? 

Tt^ creaking in the wind (but none are 
here) 

Send forth such noises — and that weary 
beUf 

Surely some evil Spirit abroad to- 
night 

Is ringing it — ’twould stop a Saint in 
prayer, 

i^d that — what is it ? never was sound 
• so like 

A human groan. Ha ! what is here ? 
Poor Man — 

ordered ! alas ! speak — speak, I am your 
friend : 

No answer — hush — lost wretch, he lifts 
his hand 

And Ja\^it to his heart — (Kneels to him). 
I pray you speak ! 

What has befallen you ? 

Her. (feebly). A stranger has done this. 

And in the arms of a stranger 1 must die. 
Eld. Nay, think not so : come, let me 
raise you up : [J?ais«s him. 

This is a dismal place — well — that is 
well — 

I was too fearful — take me for your 
guide 

And your support — my hut is not far 
off. 

[Draws him gently off the stage. 


Scene. A room intheHostel — Marmaduke 
atui Oswald. 

Mar. But for Idonea ! — I have cause 
to thuik 

That she is innocent. 

Osw. Leave that thought awhile. 

As one of those belicts which in their 

• hearts 

Lovers lock up as pearls, though oft no 
better 

Than feathers clinging to their points of 
passion. 

This day’s event has laid on me the 
duty • 

Of opening out my story ; you must 
hear it. 

And without further preface. — In my 
youth. 

Except for that abatement which is paid 

By envy as a tribute to desert. 

I was the pleasure of all hearts, the 
darling 

Of every tongue — as you are now. 
Ycm’ve heard 

That I embarked for Syria. On our ^ 
voyage 

Was hatched among the crew a foul 
Conspiracy 

Agfiinst .my honour, in the which our 
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Was, I believed, prime Agent. The 
wind fell ; « 

We lay becalmed week after week, until 
The water of the vessel was exhausted ; 
1 felt a dohble fever in my veins. 

Yet rage suppressed it&eif ; — to a deep 
stillness 

.Did my pride tame my pride ; — for many 
days, 

On a dead sea under a burning sky, • 

I brooded o’er my injuries, deserted • 
By man and nature ; — if a breeze had 
blown, 

it might have found its way into nrv 
^ heart, • 

And I had been — no matt^ — do you 
. mark me ? 

Mar. Quick — to the point — if any un- 
told crime 

Doth haunt your memory. 

051IF. Patience, hear me further i^- 
One day in silence did we drift at noon 
By a bare rock, narrow, and white, and 
bare ; 

No food was there, no drink, no grass, 
no shade. 

No tree, nor jutting enuiicnce, nor form 
Inanimate large as the body of man. 
Nor any living thing whose lot of life. 
Might stretch beyond the measure of one 
moon. 

To dig for water on the spot, the Cap- 
tain 

Landed with a small troop, myself being 
one : 

There I reproached him with his treach- 
ery. 

Imperious at .all times, his temper rose ; 
He struck me ; and that instant had 
I killed him. 

And put an end to his insolence, but my 
Comrades 

Rushed in between us : then did I 
insist 

(All hated him, and 1 was stung 4o 
rnadnCss) 

ThaV?ve should leave him there, alive ! — 
we did so. 

Mar. And he was famished ? 

Osw. Naked wa.s the spot; 

Methinks I see it now — how in the sun 
Its stony surface glittered like a shield ; 
And in that miserable place w'e left him. 
Alone but for a swarm of minute crea- 
tures 

Not one of which could help him while 
alive, 

, Or mourn him dead. 

Mar. A man by men cast oil, 

Left without burial I nay, not dead nor 
dying. 

But standiag, i^alking, itxetching forth 
his armi^. 


In all things like ourselves, but in the 
• agony " - 

With vfhiih he called for mercy ^ and— 
even so— • 

He was forsaken ? * * 

Osw. There is a power in sounds: 

The cries he uttered might have stopped 
the b«)at » ^ 

That bore us through the water 

Mar. You returned 

Upon that dismal hearing — did yqri noW? 
Osw. Some scoffed at him ««with 
hellish mockery, fs 

And laughed so loud it seemed that ;Qie 
smooth sea * 

Did from some distant region echo us, 

Mar. We all are of one blood, our . 
veins .ire filed 

At the Cidme poisonous foutrEdkn ! 

Osw. ’Twas an island 

Only by sufferance of the winds aifl 
waves, , ^ 

Which with their foEn could cover it 
at will. 

I knowf not hov* he peris^d ; but the 
calm, ,, «•-' m * 

The same dead *calm, ^qntinued -many 
days. 

Mar’ ‘But his own ct'ime had brought 
on him this doom, t 

His wickedness prepared it ; these ex- 
pedients 

Are terrible, yet ours is not the fault. 

Osw. l‘he man was famished, and 
was innocent ! 

Mar. Imi^ossible ! 

Osw. The man had never wronged me. 
Mar. Banish the thought, crush it, 
and be at peace. 

His guilt was marked — these things 
could never be 

Were there not eyes that see, and for 
good ends, 

Where ours are baffled. 

Osw. I had been deceived. 

Mar. And from that hour the miser- 
able man 

No more was beard of ? 

Osw. 1 had been belayed. 

Mar. And he found no deliverance ! 
Osw. The Crew 

Gave me a hearty welcome ; they had 
t l^id 

Tk? plot to rid themselvesf at any cost. 
Of a tyrannic Master whom they loathe^ 
So we pursued our voyage : when we 
landed, 

The tale was spread abroad ; my power 
at once * • 

Shrunk from me ; plans 2nd schemeiv 
and lofty bopes-r- 

AU vanished. I gave wav-*dn you 
attend ? , 
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Afor^ The Crew deceived you ? 

Osu/. ^ Nay» command yourself. 
Mar. It" IS a dismal night-^how the 
■ wind^-howls ! 

Vsw, 1 hid my head within a Con- 

• vent, there 

Lay passive as a dormouse in mid winter. 
That was no life for me — I •'was o"er- 
• tnrown, - 
But not destroyed. 

^far^ The proofs — you ought to have 
scJh • 

The Smlt — ^have touched it — felt it at 
your heart — 

As I have done. * 

Osw. A fresh tide of Crusaders 
Drove by the place of niy Iretreat : 

- three ni jdi ts ^ 

Did consta/ftnieditation dry niy^)luod : 
Three sleepless nights 1 passed in sound- 
• ing on. 

Through w'ords and things, a dim and 

• perilous way ’im 

And, wheresqf’cr I turned me. I beheld 
A slavery compared to^hich the dun- 
geon •- ^ 

And cl/inking chains aro perfect liberty. 
You imderstanfl*nie — I was comtorted : 
I saw that evety possible shape of 
a^ion 

Mightiead to good— I saw it and burst 
forth 

Thirsting for some of those exploits 
that fill 

The earth for sure redemption of lost 
, peace. 

[Marking Mahmaditke’s countenance. 
Nay, you have had the worst. Ferocity 
Subsided in a moment, like a wind 
That drops down dead out of a sky it 
vexed. 

And yet 1 had within me evermore 
A salient spring of energy ; 1 mounted 
From action up to action with a mind 
That never rested — wijthout meat or 
drink 

Have I lived many days — my sleep 
was bound 

To purooses of reason — not a dream 
^t hro a continuity and substance 
‘I%at waking life had never power to give. 
•Afar, Q wretched Human-kind ! — 
Until the mystery . * 

Of all this world is solved, well may ^ 
envy 

Ine worm, that, undemeattf a stone 
whose weight 

Would crush the lion's paw with mortal 
cmguish, 0 

Doth lodge, ^nd feed, and coil, and 
sleep, in safety. 

Fell not the wrath of Heaven upon 
thoi^ Irlitoro ? 


Osw. Give not to them a thought. 

• From Palestine 

We marched to Syria ; oft 1 left the 
Camp, 

When all that multitude of hearts was 
still. 

And follow'ed 011 , through woods of 
gloomy cedar, 

Into deep chasms troubled by roaring 

• streams ; 

Or from the top of Lebanon surveyed 
The moonlight desert, and the moonlight 
sea : 

111 these niy lonely wanderings I per- 
• ceived 

What mig|}iy objects do impress their 
forms . 

To elevate our intellectual being ; 

And felt, if aught on earth deserves a 
curse, 

’Tis that worst principle of ill which 
dooms 

A thing so great to perish self-consumed. 
— So much for my remorse ! 

Afar. Unhappy Man ! 

O.VK?. When from these forms 1 turned 
to contemplate 

I The World's opinions and her usages, 

I seemed a Being who had passed alone 
Into a region of futurity. 

Whose natural element was freedom 

Mar. Stop — - 

I may not, cannot, follow thee. 

Osw. You must. 

I had been nourished by the sickly food 
Of popular applause. I now perceived 
That we arc praised, only as men in us 
Do recognise some image of themselves. 
An abject counterpart of what they are. 
Or the empty thing that they would wish 
to be. 

r felt that merit has no surer test 
Than obloquy ; that, if we wish to serve 
The W'orld in substance, not deceive by 
show. 

We must become obnoxious twits hate,. 
Or fear disguised in simulated scon^ 

Mar. I pity, can forgive, you ; but • 
those wretches — 

That monstrous perfidy ! 

Osw. Keep down yoiu: wrath. 

False Shame discarded, spurious Fame 
despised. 

Twin sisters both of Ignorance, I found 
Life stretched before me smooth as 
some broad way 

Cleared for a monarch's progress. 
Priests might spin 

Their veil, but not for me — 'twas in 
fit place 

Among its kindred cobwebs. I had 
b^h, [land, 

And in that dream had left my native 

■'T' ' 
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One of Love’s simple bondsmen — the 
soft chain c 

Was off for ever ; and the men. from 
whom 

This liberation came, you would destroy : 
J oin me in thanks for their blind services. 

Mar. -*Tis a strange aching that, when 
we would curse 

And cannot. — You have betrayed me — 
I have done — , 

I am content — I know that he is guiltp- 
less— 

That both are guiltless, without spot 
or stain. 

Mutually consecrated. Poor old Marf! 
And 1 bad heart for this, because thou 
lovcdst 

Her who from very infancy had been 
Light ^to thy path, warmth to thy 
blood ! — Together 

^Turning to Oswald. 

We propped his steps, he leaned upon us 
both. 

Osw. Ay, we arc coupled by a chain 
of adamant ; 

Let us be follow -labourers, then, to 
enlarge 

Mall’s intellectual empire. We subsist 
In slavery ; all is slavery ; we receive 
Laws, but we ask not whence those 
laws have come ; 

We need an inward sting to goad us on. 

Afar. Have you betrayed me ? Speak 
to that. 

Osw. The mask, 

Which for a season I have stooped 
to wear. 

Must be cast off. — Know then that 
1 was urged, 

(For other impulse lot it pass) wa^ 
driven, 

To seek for sympathy, because I saw 
In you a mirror of my youthful self ; 

I would have made us equal once ag«;,hi. 
But that eas a vain hope. You have 
^jtruck home. 

With a few drops of blood rut short 
the business; 

Therein for ever you must yield to me. 
But what is done will save you from 
the blank 

01 living without knowledge that you 
live ; 

Now you are suffering — for the future 
day, 

*Tis his who will command it. — Think 
of my story — 

Herbert is innofent. 

Mar. {in a faint voire, and doubt ingly). 
You do but echo 
My ow'd wild words ? 

Osw. Young Man, the seed must lie 


Hid in the earth, or there can be no 
• harvest ; 

’’Tis Nature’s law. What 1 hso^e done 
in darkness* . 

I will avow before the face bf day. * 
Herbert is innocent. * 

Mar. What fiend could prompt 

This action ? Innocent I — oh, breaking 
heart ! — 

Alive or dcid. I’ll find him. [Exit. 

Osw. Aljve — perdition ! ^ [Exdi. 


Scene, The inside of a poor 

Eleanor a$td \ookea sealed. ^ 

Idon. iThe storm beats hard — Mercy 
for poor or rich. 

Whose heeds are shelterlei^in such a 
ni^if ! 

A Voice without. Holla ! to bed, 
good Folks, within 1 ® 

Elea. O save ! 

Idon. What can tms mean ? 

Elea. Alas, for my poof husband ! — 
Wc'll fiave a 'jounting our flocks 

to-morrow ; ♦ # 

The wolf keeps*" festival* these stormy 
nights : 

Be calm, sweet Lady, they arc wassailers 
[The voices die away in the dkstance‘ 
Ketuniiiig from their Feast — iny heart 
beats so — 

A noise at midnight does so frighten me. 
Idon. Hush ! [Listening. 

Elea. They are gone. On such a 
night, my husband. * 

Dragged from his bed, was cast into 
a dungeon, 

Where, hid from me, he counted many 
years, 

A criminal in no one’s eyes but theirs — 
Not even in theirs — whose brutal 
violence 

So dealt with him. 

Idon. I have a noble Friend, 

First among youths of knightly breed- 
ing, One 

Who lives but to protect the weak or 
injured. • 

There again ! [Listening. 

Elea. ’Tis my husband’s foot. Good 
Eldred 

HeL a kind heart ; •but his ^prisonment 
Hks made him fearful, and he^U never be 
The man Irj was. • 

Jdon. 1 will retire ; — good night ! 

goes wMtm. 

Enter ELDf ED {Jkides a bundle). , 

Eld. Nof yet in bed,** Eleanor!— 
there are stains in that ffock which 
must be washed out. ^ _ 

Elen. What has befallen you T 
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Eld. I am belatedp and you mu§t 
know the tause — {speaking low) that 
is the blood of an unhappy MaA. 

. Btea. Olf ! , we are undone for ever. 

Bid. Heaven forbid that 1 should 
lift my hand against any man. Eleanor, 
I have shed tears to-nightp and it coin- 
fisrts xAe to think of it. 

Elea. Where, where is he ? 

Eld. I have done him no harm, 
buf — ^t will be foi:tgiven mo ; it 
would^ot have been so once. 

Elea. UTou have not buried anything ? 
You are no richer than when you left 
me ? 

Eld. Be at peace : I am iiinocwit. 

Elea. Then God be thanked — 

lA^hiif^^ause ; she ftiUs neck. 

Eld. To-night I met with an old Man 
lying stretched upon the ground -a 
sad spectacle : I raised him up with a 
hnp8 that we migh» shelter and restfire 
him. • 

Elea, {as if ready tti r^n). Where is 
he ? You a^lc to bring him 

all the. way with you;* let us return. 
I can help you. * • 

• [Eldreu hhakcs^u. head. 

Eld-n^c did not seem to wish fur 
life ; as I was struggling on, by the 
light of the moon I saw the stains of 
• bloiHl upon my clothes — he waved his 
Jiand, as if it were all useless ; and I 
let him sink again to the ground. 

Elea. Oh that 1 had been by your 
side I 

Eld. I tell you nis hands and his 
body \verv; cold — how could I disturb 
his last moments ? he strove to turn 
from me as if he wished to settle into 
sleep. 

Elea. But, for the stains of blood — 

Eld. He must have fallen, I fancy, 
for his head was out ; but 1 think hiis 
malady was cold and hunger. 

Elea. Oh, Eldred, I shall never be 
able to look up at this roof in storm or 
fair but I shall tremble. 

it not enough that my ill 
stars have kept me abroad to-riight 
till this hour ? 1 come home, and this 
is my comfort ! 

Elea. But did he say nothing wht^ 
n^ght have set you at ease ? 

Eld. 1 thought he grasped *my hand 
while be was muttering something 
about his Child — his Daughter — {start- 
ing ms if he heard a noise). What is 
that ? . • ^ 

Elea. Eldired, you are a father. 

Eld. God know% what was in my 
heart, aifU will not curse my son for 
my sake. 


E^ea. But you prayed by him ? 
you waited the hour of his release ? 

'Eld. The night was wasting fast ; 
I have no friend ; 1 am spited by the 
world — his wound terrified me — ^if I 
had brought him along with me, and 
he had died in my arms ! — I am sure I 
heard something breathing — and this 
chair ! 

JElea. Oh. Eldred, you will die alone. 
You will have nobody to close your 
eyes— no hand to grasp your dying 
hand — I shall be in iiiy grave. A 
cugse will attiMid us all. 

Eld. Have you forgot your own 
troubles when 1 was in the dungeon ? 

Elea. And you left him alive ? 

Eld. Alive ! — the damps of death 
were n]ioii him — he could not have 
survived an Jiour. 

Elea. In the cold, cold night. 

Eld. {in a savage lone). Ay, and 
his head was bare ; 1 suppose you 

would have had me lend my bonnet 
to cover it. — Vou will never rest till 
I am brought to a felon's end. 

tLlea. Is there nothing to be done ? 
cannot we go to the Con vent ? 

Eld. \y. and say at imce that 1 mur- 
dered him ! 

EUea. Eldred, I know that ours is 
the ^mly house upon the Waste ; let 
us take heart ; tins Man may be rich ; 
and could he be saved bv our means, 
his gratitude may reward us. 

Eld. ’Tis all in vain. 

Elea. But let us make the attempt. 
This old Man may have a wife, and 
he may have childien — let us return 
to the spot ; we may restore him, and 
hts eyes may yet open upon those that 
l<»vc him. 

Eld. He will never open them more ; 
even when he spoke to me, he kept 
them finnlv sealed as if he ^ad been 
blind. ® 

I don. {rushing out.) It is, it isf*>my 
Father — 

Eld. We are betrayed {looking at 
Idonea). 

£/ca. His Daughter ! — God have 
mercy ! {turning to I done a). 

I don. {sinking down). Oh ! lift me 
up and carry me to the place. 

You are safe ; the whole world shall not 
harm you. * 

Elea. This Lady is his Daughter. 
{moved). I’ll lead you to the 
spot. 

Idon. {stringing up). Alive I — you 
heard him breathe ? quick, quick- — 

{Exeunt. 
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ACT V 

Scene, A wood on the ed^e of the Waste . 

Enter Osivald and a Forester. 

For, ife leaned upon the bridge that 
spans the glen. 

And down into the bottom cast his eye. 

That fastened there, as it would check 
the current. 

Osw. He listened too ; did you not 
say he listened ? • 

For. As if there came such moaning 
from the flood 

As is heard often after stormy nights. 

Osw. But did he utter nothing ? 

For. Seq,hiin there ! 

* Marmadoke appearing. 

Mar, Buzz, buzz, ye black and 
winged freebooters ; 

That is no substance which ye settle 
on ! 

For. His senses play him false ; 
and sec, his arms 

Outspread, as if to save himself from 
falling ! — 

Some terrible phantom I believe is now 

Passing before him, such as God will 
not 

Permit to visit any but a man 

Who has been guilty of some horrid 
crime. 

{Marmaduke disappears, 

Osw. The game is up ! — 

For. If it he needful. Sir, 

I will assist you to lay hands upon him. 

Osw. No, no, my Friend, you may 
pursue your business — 

*Tis a poor wretch of an unsettled miud. 

Who has a trick of straying from his 
keepers ; 

We must be gentle. Leave him to 
my care. 

[ Eitit . Forester. 

If his own eyes play false with .him, 
thes^reaks , 

Of fanc^ shall be quickly tamed by 
•mine ; 

The goal is reached. My Master shall 
b^ome 

A shadow of myself — made by myself. 


Scene, The edge of the Moor. 

Marmaduke and Eldred enter from opposite 
stdes. 

Mar. (raising his eyes and perceiving 
Eldred). In any corner of this 
ravage Waste, 

Have you, good Peasant, seen a blind 
old Man ? 

EH, 1 heard 

Mar^ You heard him, where ? when 

heard hi|p ? 


EW. As you know. 

The first hours of last night were rough 
witfi storm ; , * * 

I had been out in search ‘of a Stray ^ 
heifer ; • 

Returning late, I heard a moaning 
soiled ; 

Then, thinking that my fancy Ifhd dO' ' 
ceived me, 

I hurried on, when straight a second 

moan, • f * 

A human voice distinct, struc^’^n my 
ear. ^ 

So guided, distant* a few steps, I fSand 
An aged Man, and such as yon describe* 
Mars You heard ! — he called j’ou to 
him ? Of all men 

The be^ and kindest where is 

he ? guide me, ^ 

That 1 may see him. ^ 

Eld. On a ridge of rocks 

A lonesome Chapel stends, deserted i»ow : 
The bell is left, which ^no one dares 
r^iove ; 

And, when th^ stormy i^nd blows o'er 
the peak, • 

It rings, as if a human band were there 
To pull the cord. #I guess he must 
have heard it ; 

And it had led him towrards thepfecipice 
To climb up to the spot whence the sound 
came ; 

But he had failed through weakness. 
From his hand 

His stall had dropped, and close upon 
the brink 

Of a small pool of water he was laid, 

As if he had stooped to drink, and so 
remained 

Without the strength to rise. 

Mar. Well, well, he live 

And all is safe : what said he ? 

Eld. But few words : 

He only spake to me of a dear Daughter, 
Who, so he feared, would never see him 
more ; 

And of a Stranger to him, One by whom 
He had been sore misused ; but he for- 
gave ♦ 

The wrong and the wrong-doer. You 
are troubled — 

Perhaps .you are his son ? 

iMar. The All-seeing knows, 

I Mid not think he had a living Child. — 
But whither did you carry lum? ■ 
EH, He was tom, 

His head was bruised, and there was 
blood about him—— i 

Mar. That i^as no work«of mine. 

EH, Nor.wasitniinoi 

Mar. But bad he strength to walk ? 

I could have borne fiCms 
A thousand ' 


1 ' 
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Eld* I tun in poverty. 

And kno«^ how busy are the tongues 
• of men ; • 

M|b heart «Was willing. Sir. but I am one 
W^ose good deeds will not stand by 
their own light ; 

And, though it smote me more than 
• words can tell, * 

1 left him. 

Mar. 1 believe that there are phan- 
• t^s, , 

That^ the shape of man do cross our 
Pa«i 

On evil instigation,«to make sport 
Of our distress — and thou art erne of 
them ; . 

But things substantial have' so pressed 
on me:*j^ * 

Eld* l^y wife and children c<itne into 
my mind. 

^Mar. Oh Monster ! Monster ! there 
, are three of us. 

And we shall hov/x together. 

\%iier a pause and in a leeble voice. 
a •a 

m J m • i deserted 
At my worst peed, my crimes have in 
a net • ^ 

{Poxntinff to ElBri^) Entan^ed this 
ppor man. — Where was it ? where ? 

{Craggtng him along. 

Eld. Tis needless . spare your vio 

leiice. His Daughter 

Mar. Ay, in the word a thousand 
scorpions lodge : 

This old man had a Daughter. 

Eld. To the spot 

I hurried back with her.— O save me. 
Sir, ' 

From such a journey ! there was a 

black tree, 

A single tree * she thought it was her 
Father.— 

Oh, Sir, I would not see that hour again 
For twenty lives. The daylight dawned, 
and now-^ 

Nay ! hear my tale, *tis fit that you 
should hear it- 

lS w^pproached. a solitary crow 
lose from the spot the Daughter 
clapped her hands. 

And then 1 heard a shriek so terrible 
,, [Marmaduke fyh. 

The startled bird quivered« upon the 
wing. 

Mar. Dead, dead 1-^ 

^d. {after a pause). A dismal mat- 
•ter Sir. for me, * 

And seems tne like for you ; if 'tis your 
wish, 

ril lead youeto hie Daughter; but 'twere 
best 

: -V’' 


That she should be prepared ; I'll go 

* before. ^ 

Mar. There will be need of preparation. 

[Eldred goes off. 

Elea, (enters). Master ! 

Your limbs sink under you, shall I 
support you ? 

Mar. (taktng her arm). "Woman, I’ve 
lent my body to the service 

Ayhich now thou tak'st upon thee. 
God forbid 

That thou shoiildst ever meet a like 
occasion 

With .such a purpose in thine heart as 
mine was. 

Elea. Oh. why have I to do with 
things like these ? 

{Exeunt. 


Scene changes in the door of Eldred's 

Cottage — InoNicA seated—enter Eldred. 

Lid. Your Father, Lady, from a 
wilful hand 

Has met uiikmdiiess; so indeed he 
told me. 

And you remember such was my report ; 

From what has just befallen me 1 have 
cause 

To fear the very worst. 

Idon. My Father is dead ; 

Why dost thou come to me \^ith words 
like these ? 

Eld. A wicked Man should answer 
for his crimes. 

Idon. Thou seest me what I am. 

lild. It was most heinous, 

And doth call out for vengeance. 

Idon. Do not add. 

I prithee, to the liarm thou’st done 

, alrcadv. 

Eld. Hereafter you will thank me 
for this service. 

Hard by. a Man I met, who, fr('>m plain 
proofs 

Of interfering Heaven, I hav«Pno doubt. 

Laid hands upon your Father, it 

were 

You should prepare to meet him. 

Idon. 1 have nothing 

To do with others * help me to my 
Father — 

[5A0 turns and sees Marmaduke leaning on 
Elea VO R — throws her sell upon his neck, and 
after some time — 

In joy I met thee, but a few hours past ; 

And thus we meet again ; one human 
stay 

Is left me still in thee. Nay, shake not 
so. 

Mar. In such a wilderness — to see no 
thing. 

No, not the pitying moom ! 
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And perish so. 
a dog^to moan ^'or 


Idon. 

Mar. Without 
him. 

Idon. Think not of it, 

But enter there and see him how he 
sleeps. 

Tranquil as he had died in his own bed. 
Mar. Tranquil— why not ? 

Idon. Oh, peace ! 

Mar. He is at peace ; 

His body is at rest : there was a plot, 

A hideous plot, against the soul of luau : 
It took effect — and yet I bafilod it, 

111 some degree. * 

Idon. Between us stcjocJ, T thcnight, 

A cup of consolation, filled fr^m Heaven 
For both our needs ; must 1, and m thy 
presence, 

Alone partake of it? — Beloved Manna 
duke ! 

Mar. Give me a rcdsoii why the 
wisest thing 

That the earth owns shall never choose 
to die. 

But some one must be near to count 
his groans. 

The wounded deer retires to s<.i\itude. 

And dies in solitude . all things but man, 
All die in solitude. 

iMoving towards the cottage dottr. 

Mysterious God, 

H she had never lived I had not done 
it !— 

Idon. Alas, the thought of such a 
cruel death 

Has overwhelmed him. — I must follow. 

Eld. Lady i 

You will do well ; (she goes) unjust 
suspicion may 

Cleave to this Stranger -. if, upon his 
entering. • 

The dead Man heave a groan, or from 
his side 

. Uplift his hand — that ivould be evidence. 
^ Elea. S^ame ! Eldred, shame ! 

Mar. (both returning). The dead have 
"but one face (to himself). 

And such a Man — so meek and un- 
offending — 

Helpless and harmless as a babe : a Man, 
By obvious signal to the world’s pro- 
tection. 

Solemnly dedicated — to decoy him ! — 
Idon. Oh, had you seen him living ! — 
Mar. " 1 (so filled 

With horror is this world) am unto thee 
The thing most precious, that it now 
contains : 

Therefore through me alone must be 
revealed 

By whom thy Parent was destroyed, 
Idonea I 

I have the pinpofo !— 




Idon. O miserable Father t 

Thou didst command me to bless aU 
mankind ; 

Nor to this moment have 1 eirer wislj^d 
Evil to any living thing ; but hear me. 
Hear me, ye Heavens ! — (kneeling) — 
may vengeance haunt the fiend 
For this lAost cruel murder : let him liv^ 
And move in terror of the eleidents ; 

The thunder send him on his knees to 
prayer , # 

In the open streets, and let hinl^hii 
he sees, y 

If e’er he entereth tiic house of God, 

The roof, self-mo\'ea, unsettling o’er his 
hcn^l ; ^ 

And let him, when he w'ould lie down 
at niaSt, 

I^omt itt his wife the blood^ro*|^s on his 
})illow ! 

Afar. My voice was silent, but nfy 
heart hath joined thee. 

Idon. (leaning on mARMADi;KE). Left 
lo the mercy of that Ravage Man ! 
How (^mld he €caU upon^his Child I — 

O Friend I « ^ * 

\ Tvi%s to MarnTadv-ke. 

My faitlfful true aid «nly Comforter. 

Mar. Ay, come to me and we^. (He 
kisse.s her.) (To EldrAd.) Yes, varlet, 
look. 

The devils at such sights do clap their 
hands. 

LEldred retires alarmed. 

Idon. Thy vest is toni, thy cheek is 
deadly pale ; 

Hast thou pursued the monster ? 

Mar. I have found him. — 

Oh ! would that thou hadst perished in 
the flames ! 

Idon. Here art thou, then can I be 
desolate ? — 

Mar. There was a time, when this 
protecting hand 

Availed against the mighty ; never 
more 

Shall blessings wait upon a deed of mine. 
Idon. Wild words for me t<f hear^^ 
for me, an orphan, 

Committed to thy guardianship by 
Heaven ; 

Ajfo.if thou hast forgiven mf , let me hop>e« 
In this deep sorrow, trust, that I am 
thine* ' ' • 

For closer care ; — here, is no malady. 

[Taking Am eriH. 

Mar. There, Hi a malady^p— 

(Striking his hearty and forjfhead) And 
' here, and here, 

.A mortal malady. — 1 am aecufst ‘ 

.All nature curves and in my heart 
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Tkyxcmsis ik fixed ; the truth must be 
JlakL bare. 

It^must.be told, and borne. J am the 
- / . man,.' 

(Aoused, betrayed, but how it matters 
• not) 

Presumptuous above all that ever 
^ treathed. • 

Who, casting as 1 thought a guilty Person 
Upon Heaven's righteous judgment, did 

• be|ome 

An ii^wument of Fiencft. Through me, 
through me 
Thy Fafner perislied. 

Jdon, Perished — iflr what mischance ? 
Mar. Beloved ! — if I dared, so would 
I call thee — * 

Conflict mujt^ cease, and, in Jliy frozen 
heart, • • 

The extremes of suffering meet in abso 

• lute peace. 


Forgive me ! — Saints forgive me. Had 
• 1 thought 

It would have come to this ! — 

/doH. What brings you hither ? 
speak ? 

Beg. (pointing to Marmadukil). This 
innocent Gentleman. Sweet heavens ! 
I told him 

Such tales of your dead Father f — God is 
^ my judge, 

I*thought there was no harm : but that 
bad Man, 

He .bribed me with his gold, and looked 
so fierce. 

^^brcy ! I said I know not w^hat — oh 
pity me — 

I said, sweet Lady, you were not his 
Daughter — 

Pity me, l am haunted ; — thrice this day 

My conscience made me wish to be 
struck blind ; 


_ [fff gives lie* a letter. 

• m 

Idon. (read^ “ Be not surprised if you 
hear that scmie siguaL judgment has 
befallen the ^(^iwnsfLO galls hiinseU your 
father^ he is now with me. as his signa- 
ture will show ;* Tibs tain from conjecture 
till you sec me. • • 

• *• Hkrukrt. 

“ Makmaduke.*’ 

The writing Oswald’s; the signature 
* my F'ather’s : 

{Looks steadily tU the paper) And here 
is yours, —or do my eyes deceive 
me ? 

You have then seen my Father ? 

Mar, He has leaned 

Upon this arm. 

'-Idon. You led him towards the 
Convent ? 

Mar. That Convent was Stone- Arthur 
CastlQ. Thither 

We were his guides. I on that night 
resolved 

Tiial he should wait thy coming till 
the day 

"Of resurrection. 

Miserable Woman, 
c^ickly moved, too easily giving 
way, 

1 put denial on thy suit, and hence. 

With the disastrous issue of last night. 
Thy perturbiition, and these frantic 
words. 

Be calm, I pray thee ! • 

Mar, Osw’ald 

Name him not. 

* KfOer female Beggar. 

Beg, And be is dead1 — that Moor — 
how shall I cBoss it ? 

By liigblj. bH day, never shall I be able 
To tta^venialf g nule^lone. — Good Lady ! 


And then I would have prayed, and had 
no voice. 

Idon. (to Marmaduke). Was it my 
Father ?•— no, no, no, for he 

Was meek and patient, leeVile, old and 
blind, 

Helpless, and loved me dearer than his 
life. 

— But hear me. Foi one question, I 
have a heart 

That will sustain me. Did you murder 
him ? 

Mar. No, not by stroke of atm. But 
learn the process : 

Proof alter inoof was j)resscd upon me : 
guilt 

Made evident, as seemed.by blacker guilt, 

W'huse impious folds erivTapped even 
thee ; and truth 

And innocence, embodied in his looks, 

His words and tones and gestures, did 
but serve 

VSr’ith me to aggravate his crimes, and 
heaped 

Kiiiij upon tJie cause for uj^ich they 
pleaded. 

Then pity crossed the path of ijiy resSve,* 

Confounded. I looked up to Heaven, and 
cast, 

Idoiiea ! thy blind Father, on the Ordeal 

Of the bleak Waste — left him — and so 
he died ! — 

flncmrA stf^s .senseless ; Beggar, Eleah-ox, 
etc., crowd round, and bear her off. 

W'hy may we speak these things, and do 
no more ; 

Why should a thrust of the arm have 
such a power. 

And words that tell these things be heard 
in \'ain ? 

She is not dead. Why I — if T loved 
this Woman, 
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' 1 would take care &he never woke again : 
But she WILL wake, ana she 'will weep 
for me^ 

And say*' no blame was mine — and so» 
poor fool, 

WiU waste her curses on another name. 

iHe walks about distracUdly. 

Enur Oswald. 

Osw. (to htmsclf). Strong to o’ertubi 
strong also to build up. [7'o Marma- 

DUKE. 

The starts and sallies of our last en- 
counter * 

Were natural enough ; but that, I trust. 
Is all gone by. You have ci&st oil the 
chains 

That fettered your nobility of mind — 
Delivered heart and head ! 

Let us to Palestine ; 
This is a paltry field for enterprise. 

Mar. Ay, what shall we encounter 
next ? This issue — 

*Twas nothing more than darkness 
deep(*niiig darkncs«i, 

And weakness crowned with the impo- 
tence of death !-- 

Your pupil is, you see, an apt iiroficient 
(ironically). 

Start not ! — Here is another face hard 
by ; 

Come, let us take a peep at both together. 
And, with a voice at which the dead 
will quake. 

Resound the praise of your morality — 
Of this too much. 

[Drawing Oswald towards the Cottage — stops 
short at the door. 

Men are there, millions, Oswald. 
Who with bare hands would have plucked, 
out thy heart 

And flung it to the dogs : but 1 
raised 

Above, or sunk below, all further sense 
Of provocation. Leave me, with the 
i£.2ight 

Of that old Man’s forgiveness on thy 
heart. 

Pressing as heavily as it doth on mine. 
Coward 1 have been , know, there lies 
not now 

Within the compass of a mortal thought, 
A deed that 1 would shrink from ; — 
but to endure. 

That is my destiny. May it be thine : 

. Thy office, thy ambition, be henceforth 
To feed remorse, to welcome every sting 
Of penitential anguish, yea with tears. 

' When seas and continents shall lie be- 
tween us — 

■ Tht'Widfer space the better— we may ^nd 
toufUCh a course fit links of S 3 nnpathy, 

, .V ' 4r 


An incommunicable rivalship ,41^' 
Mailitained, lor peaceful ends beyond 
our i/iew. ♦ .x* ^ 

[Confused voices-^severalot 
upon Oswald and seise him. 

One of them. I would ^ave dogged 
him to the jaws of hell — 

Osw. Ha ! is it so ! — That vSgcatnt 
Hag ! — this comes 

Of having left a thing like her alive ! 

f ( r As Ale, 
Several voices. Despatch him fHi 
Osw. If I pass beneath a/'oek ^ 
And shout, and, W|Uh the echo of my 
voice. 

Bring dc>wii a heap of rubbish, and it 
crush me, 

1 die wiHiout dishonoiu<^ Famished, 
stat/ed. 

A Fool and Coward blended to my wish » 
[Smtles •icorn/ully and txuUingly at Marmadi.'ke. 

Wal. ’Tis done ! (ki^bs him.) * 

I A nother of the The ruthless 

Traitor ! 

Mar. ' "A ra^defW 1— 

With that reprool 1 resign a station 
Of which 1 have been piO'ud. 

WU. (Uipproa hing Marmadukb). O 
my poor Master f 

I Mar. Discerning Monitor, my *taith< 
fill Wilfred, 

Why art thou here ? 

{Turning to Wallace. 

Wallace upon these Borders, 

I Many there be whose eyes will not 
'want cause 

To weep that 1 am gone. Brothers 
in arms ! 

Raise on that dreary Waste a monument 
That may record my story : nor let 
words— 

Few must they be, and delicate in 
their touch' 

As light itself — be there withheld froniHer 
Wh5, through most wicked arts, wa' 
made an orphan , ' 

By One who would have died a thousand 
times. 

To shield her from a moment’s 4iarm. 
To you, 

Wallace and Wilfred, I commend th< ' 
Lady, 

By iow^ly nature reared, as if to make hv5 • 
In l&ll things worthier of that noble birth. 
Whose long -suspended rights are norm 
on the eve - a " 

Of restoration : with yoflr tenderest care 
Watch over her, I pray— sustain her— y* 
Several of the (eagerly)^ Captain ! 
Mar. No more of that; 4n silence 
hear my doom ; r, 

A hermitage has f umisaed fi« relief 
To some renders i. penitents. 
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Or sleep, or rest : but, over waste and 


}t sleep, 
• wild. 


Lemip^ pj^Ueiit in their wretchedness, 

. 'V have fallen, • 

ly^e the. old Koman» on their om sword's In seafich of nothing, that this earth can 
"Lt , poin't' ^ give, 

Tmv had their choice : a wanderer, , But expiation, will 1 wander on— ^ 

* must I I A Man by pain and thought compelled 

The Specti^of that Innocent Man, | to live, 

my guide. ^ • i Yet loathing life — till anger is appeased 

pTo Ihiman ear shall ever hear me speak ; In Heaven, and Mercy gives me leave 
No human dwelling ever give me fcxid, i • to die. z795'-6* 


PO 




REFERRING TO THE 
• CHILDH0OD. 


PERIOD OF 


My heart up when 1 behold 

A rainBow in the sky : * • 

So was it when my life' began ; 

SA is it now I am a man ; 

So be it when I shall grow old, 
ur let me die 1*. ^ 

Andi could \^sh my days ro oe • 
Bound each natural piety. 

. .. • i8of. 

• II ^ 

. TO A BUTTERFLY 
Stay near me — do not take thy flight ! 
A little longer stay in sight ! 

Much converse do I And in thee. 
Historian of my infancy ! 

Float near me ; do not yet depart ! 
Dead times revive in thee : 

Thou bring'st, gay creature as thou art ! 
A solemn image to my heart. 

My father’s family ! 

Oh ! pleasant, pleasant were the days. 

The time, when, in our childish plays. 

My sister Emmeline and I 

Together chased the butterfly 1 

A very hunter did I rush 

Upon the prey t — with leaps and springs 

1 followed on from brake to bush : 

Bu|; she, God love her 1 feared to brush 
•Thf^dust from off its wings. 

III 

THE SPARROW’S NEST 
Behold, within the leafy shade, • 
Those bright fllue egjgs together laid ! * 
On me the chance-discovered night 
pleamed4ike a vision of delight. 

I started — seeming, to espy 
Thejiome and sheltered b^. 

The Sparrow’s dwelling, .Vhich, hard by 
- My Father's house, in wet or dry 
My sister Emmeline and 1 
XogethK.i^lt^ 


i8oi. 


She looked at it and seemed to fear it i 
Dreading, tho* wishing, to be near it ; 
Such heart was in her, being then 
A little Prattler among men. 

The Blessing of my later years 
Was with me when a boy : 
liShe gave me eyes, she gave me ears ; 
|]And humble cares, and delicate fears ; 
A heart, the fountain of sweet tears ; 

‘ And love, and thought, and joy. 

x8oi. 

IV 

FORESIGHT 

That is work of waste and ruin — 

Do as Charles and I are doing ! 
Strawberry -blossoms, one and all. 

We must spare them — here are many : 
Look at it — the flower is small. 

Small and k^w, though fair as any : . 

Do not touch it ! summers two 
I am older, Anne, than you. 

Pull the primrose, sister Anne I 
Pull as many as you can. 

— Here are daisies, take your fill ; 
PiPnsies, and the cuckoo-flower : 

Of the lofty daffodil 

Make your bed, or make yqur bower \ 

Fill your lap, and fill your bosom ; 

Only spare the strawberry-blossom ! 
Primroses, the Spring may low them — _ 
Summer knows but little of them 
Violets, a barren kind. 

Withered on the ground must lie ; 
Daisies leave no fruit behind 
When the pretty flowerets die ; . 

Pluck them, and another year 
As many will be blowing here. 

God bas given a kindlier power 
To the favoured strawberry-flower. ' 
Hither soon as spring is fled 
You and Charles and 1 will walks 
Lurking berries, ripe and^red. 

Then will harg on every stalk. 

Each within its leafy bower ; 

And for that promise spare the flower I 
1 ,’- zBoa. 

I . . F - . 
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V 

CHARACTERISTICS OF A CHI<1.D 
THREE YEARS OLD 
L 0 VIN& she is, and tractable, though 
' - wild ; 

And Innocence hath privilege in her 
To dignify arch looks and laughing 
eyes ; 

And feats of cunning ; and the pretty 
. round 

, Of trespasses, affected to provoke 
Mock-chastisement and partnership in 
play. 

And. as a faggot sparkles on the hearth. 
N6t less if unattended and alone 
' Thau when both young a<i>id old sit 
gathered round 

And take delight in its activity ; 

Even so this happy Creature of herself 
Is all-sufficient ; solitude to her 
Is blithe society, who fills the air 
With gladness and involuntary songs. 
Light are her sallies as the tripping 
fawn's 

Forth-startled from the fern where she 
lay copched ; 

Dnthought-of, unexpected, as the stir 
Of the soft breeze rufiling the meadow- 
flowers. 

Or from before it chasing wantonly j 
The many-coloured images imprest 
Upon the bosom of a placid lake. 

1811. 

VI 

ADDRESS TO A CHILD 

, DURING A BOlSTKROrS WINTER 
F.VF.NING 
BY MY SISTFK 

,What way does the Wind conic ? What 
way does go ? 

He rides over the water, and over the 
snow, ^ 

Through wood, and through vale ; and, 
o’er rocky height 

Which tht^ goat cannot climb, takes his 
Csounding flight : 

He tosses about in every bare tree. 

As, if you look up, you plainly may 
see ; 

But how he will come, and whither he 
goes, 

I There’s never a scholar in England knows. 

He will suddenly stop in a cunning 
' nook. 

And ring a sharp ’larum ; — ^but, if you 
should look, 

, ' There’s nothing to see but a cushion of 
«now * ^ 

' ' Round as a pillovr, and whiter than milk, 
^ ; softer than if it were covered with 
V silk. 


Sometimes he’ll hide in the cav^AOf A 
• rock. 

Then whistle as shrill as the ^uzsard 
cock ; , 

— Yet seek him, — ^and what shall 
find in the place ? ^ 

Nothing but silence and edK>ty space ; 
Save, in r. corner, a heap of dry leaves^ 
That he’s left, for a bed, to beggars oi:' 
thieves I 


As soon as ’tis daylight to-morro'lr, wrrh 
me Vi 

You shall go to the orchard, sn.d thm 
you will see 

That he has been there, and made a 
gre'^t rout. 

And cracked the branches, and strewn 
them ^ about, 

HeavcU'*grant that he spare but that one 
upright twig 

That looked up at the sky so proud add 
hig . r 

All last summer, as well you know. 
Studded with apples, a be^Lutiful show ! 

Hark 1 over the roof ^ pause. 

And growls as iS ne would Tftx his, claws 
Right in the plates, afld with a huge 
rattle *• 

Drive them down, like men in a battle : 

— But let him range round ; he does us 
no harm, 

Wc build up the fire, we’re snug and 
warm : 

Untouched by his breath see the candle 
shines bright. 

And bums with a clear and steady 
light ; 

Books have wc to read, — but that half- 
stifled knell, 

Alas ! ’tis the sound of the eight ci'clock 
bell. 

— Come now we’ll to bed ! and when wc **' 
are there 

He may work his own will, and what 
shall we care ? 

I He may knock at the door, — ^e’ll not 
let him in ; 

! May drive at the windows, — we‘11 laugh .. 

' at his din ; 

Let him seek his own home wherever it 
be ; 

Here’s a cogie warm house for Edward 
^ and me. 

^ I806. 

o Yji 

THE MOTHER’^ RETURN 

BY THE SAME 

A MONTH, swe^ Little-ones, Is past 
Since your dear Mother went aWay,-— , 
And she to-morrow ^U1 return; 
To-morrow is the happy daf . • 
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0 tileased tiding 1 thought of joy ! . 
The eldest heard with steady glee ; 
Sileat he . stood ; then laughed amain, — 
.AAd shotted, Mother, come to me ! ’* 
Iiouder and louder did he shout, 

With witlesehope to bring her near ; 

** N^, patience I patience, little boy ! 
•Your tender mother cannot hear.’* 

1 told of hills, and far-off towns, 

4nd lf[ng, long vales to travel through ; — 
He ImenS, puzzled, safe perplexed, 
ipiut ncLSUbinits ; what can he do ? 

No strnc disturbs lys sister’s breast ; 

She wars not with the mystery 
Of. time and distance, night and day; 
The bonds of our humanity. 

Her is«Iike an instinct, Jljy 
Of kitten, bird, or summer fly ;• 

t he dances, runs without an aim, 
he chatters in her ecstasy. 

Her brother nowi^kes up the note. 
And echoes back his sister's glee ; 

They hug tne infant in my anys. 

As if to ford hj,s syniplithy. 

Then, settling^nto fond discourse. 

We rested in ttfe garden bower ; 

While sweetly slKme the eveniflg sun 
In hj^ departing hour. 

We told o'er all that we had done, — 
Our rambles by the swift brook's side 
Far as the willow-skirted pool. 

Where two fair swans together glide. 

We talked of change, of winter gone. 

Of green leaves on the hawthorn spray. 
Of birds that build their nests and sirig 
And all ** since Mother went away ! ” 

To her these tales they will repeat. 

To her our new-born tribes will show. 
The gosUngs green, the ass's colt, 

The lambs that in the meadow go. 

— But, see, the evening star comes forth ! 
To bed the children must depart ; 

A moment’s heaviness they feel, 

A sadness at the heart : 

'Tk gone — and in a merry fit 
'i up stairs in gamesome race ; 

I* tooT infected by their mood, 

1 could have joined the wanton chase. 
Five minutes past — and» O the change ! 
Asleep upon their beds they lie ; • 
Their busy Kmbs in perfect rest, • 

, 4nd closed the sparkling ey% 

i8oy. 

VII 

• ALICE FfLL 

• OR, POVERTY 

The post-^boy <}rove with fierce career. 
For jhr]^^ing clouds the moo|i had 


hen, as we hurried on, my ear 
as smitten with a startling sound. 

As if the wind blew many ways, 

I heard the sound, — and more and more ; 
It seemed to follow with the chaise, 

And still I heard it as before. 

At length I to the boy called out ; 

He stopped his horses at the word, 
^t neither cry, nor voice, nor shout. 
Nor aught else like it, could be beard- 

Tlie boy then smacked his whip, and fast 
The horses scampered through the rain ; 
»ut, hearing soon upon the blast 
The cry, \ bade him nalt again. 

Forthwith alighting on the ground, 

“ Whence comes,” said I, ” this piteous 
moan ? ** 

And there a little Girl I found. 

Sitting behind the chaise, alone. 

‘‘ My cloak ! ” no other word she spake. 
But loud and bitterly she wept, 

As if her innocent heart would break ; 
And down from off her seat she leapt. 

“ What ails vou, child ? ” — she sobbed, 
*• Look heie ! ” 

I saw it in the wheel entangled, 

A w'cather-beaten rag as e'er 
From any garden scare-crow dangled. 

I There, twisted between nave and spoke, 
i It hung, nor could at once be freed : 
But our joint pains unloosed the cloak, 

A miserable rag indeed ! 

” And whither are you going, child. 
To-night along these lonesome ways ? 

To Durham,^’ answered she, half wild— 
” Then come with me into the chaise.” 

• 

Insensible to all relief 
Sat the poor girl, and forth did send 
Sob after sob, as if her grief 
Could never, never have an en^. 

” My child, in Durham, do vou dwe]^ ? " 
She checked herself in her distress, 

And said. ” My name is Alice Fell ; 

I'm fatherless and motherless. 

And I to Durham, Sir, belong,” 

Again, as if the thought would choke 
Her very heart, her grief grew strong •' 
And all was for her tattered cloak ! 

The chaise drove on ; our journey’s end 
Was nigh ; and, sitting by tny side. 
As if she bad lost her only friend 
She wept, ncr would be pacified. 

Up to the tavern-dcH>r we post ; 

Of Alice and her grief 1 told ; 

And I gave money to the host, 

I To buy a new cloak for th^ old. 
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** And let it of dufiil grey. 

As warm a cloak as man can sell ! '* * 
Proud creature was she the next day. 
The Uttle orphan, Alice Fell '! 

z8ot. 

IX 

LUCY GRAY 

OR. SOLITUDE 

Om I had heard of Lucy Gray : ^ 

And, when 1 crossed the wild, < 

. 1 chanced to see at break of day 
The solitary child. 

Nolmate, no comrade Lucy knew ; t 
.She dwelt on a wide moor, 

— The sweetest thing that e^er grr\v 
Beside a human door ! 

You yet may spy the fawn at play. 
The hare upon the green : 

But the sweet face of Lucy Gray 
Will never more be seen. 

•* To-night will be a stormy night — 

You to the town must go ; 

And take a lantern. Child, to light 
Your mother through the snt>w.” 

‘ ** That, Father ! will I gladly do : 

*Tis scarcely afternoon - 

The minster-cUx’k has just struck two, 

And yonder is the moon ! ’* 

At this the Father raised his hook. 

And snapped a faggot-band ; 

, He plied his work ; — and Lucy took 
, The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the mountain roe : 

With many a wanltni stroke 
^ » Her feet disperse the powdery snow, 

' That rises up like smoke. 

The storm came on before its time : 

She wandered up and down ; 

And many a hill did Lucy climb : 

But never reached the town. 


And through the broken hawthorn . 
"hedge. 

And by ttib long stone- wall ; 

And then an open field they crossed: 
The marks were still the same ; * 

They tracked them on, nor ever lost ; 

And to the bridge they came. , ^ 

They followed from the snowy bank 
Tliose footmarks, one by one, ^ 

Into the middle Of the plank ; ^ w 

And further there were none ! ^ 

— Yet some maintaki that to this da^ 
She is a living child ; 

That you* may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome wild. 

O’er rou^Fi and smooth sh^'ripik along. 
And never looks behind i 
And sinf^ a solitary song ® 

That whistles in the wind. 

i?99.' 


WE j\I%E«EVEN 

A simple Child, ** 

That liglftly draws its bfeath, 

And feels its life in every limb, ^ 

What should it know of death ? 

T met a little cottage Girl : 

She was eight years old, she said ; 

Her hair was thick with many a curl 
That clustered round her bead. 

She had a rustic, woodland air. 

And she was wildly clad : 

Her eyes were fair, and very iair ; 

— Her beauty made me glad. 

“ Sisters and brothers, little Maid, 

How many may you be ? ” 

** How many ? Seven in all,'* she said,' ' 
And wondering looked at me. 


The wreteiied parents all that night 
Wei^j shouting far and wide ; 

But there was neither sound nor sigh 
To serve them for a guide. 

At day-break on a hill they stood 
That overlooked the moor : 

And thence they saw the bridge of wood, 
'A furlong from their door. 

.They wept — and, turning homeward, 
cried. 

In heaven we all shall meet *’ ; 

— ^When in the snow the mother spied 
^ , The print of L.ucy *s feet. 

. ^ ..Tken downwards from the steep hill's 
,> Tlifiy Uafiked the footmarks small *, 


“ And where are they ? I pray you tell.” 
She answered, "Seven are we; 

And two of us at Conway dwell. 

And two are gone^to sea. ^ 

Two of us in the church -yard lie. 

My sister and my brother ; 

And, in the church-yard cottage. I 
Dwell near them with my mother.” 

€' • - 
“ You say that two at Conway dwell,^ 
And two sure gone to sea, 

Yet ye are seven ! — I pray you. tell, '--f: 
Sweet Maud, how this may be.**. ; . V 

Then did the liftle Maid reply, 

” Seven boys and girls are we * ' 

Two of us in the church-yard He, , 
Beneath the church-yard tret.” e 
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** Vou run about, my fittle Maid. 

Your limbs they are alive ; * 

If two are in the church-yard laid. 

, T)]en ye are only five.” 

**Xheir graves are green, they may be 
seen,” 

The little Maid replied. 

Twelve steps or more from m J mother’s 
door. 

And they are side by side, 
hfy s^kings there I often knit. 

My kwchief there 1 hem ; 

And thlre upon the ground I sit, 

And sing a song to them. 

And often after sun -set. Sir, 

When it is light and fair, 

I take my litye potruiger, , 

And eatwi^f supper there. • « 

The first that died was sister J anc ; 

Ift bed she moaning lay. 

Till God released her of her pain ; 

AnH then she wen ^ way. 

So in the chufch-yard she was laid ; 

And, when tV grass vfa& dry, • 
Together rouu<>fiei'^tfvje we played. 

My brother J oh^ and I. 

And when the gsound was white v/ith 
snow. 

And l*could run and slide. 

My brother John was forced to go. 

And he lies by her side.” 

” How many are you, then,” said I, 

“ If they two are in heaven ? ” 

Quick was the little Maid’s reply, 

*^0 Master I we are seven.” 

” But they are dead ; those two are 
dead I 

Their spirits are in heaven '. ” 

*Twas throwing words away ; for still 
, The little Maid would have her will, 

'' And said, ” Nay, we arc seven ! ’ 

1796. 


THE IDLE SHEPHERD-BOYS 
09 , dungeon-ghvll force ^ 

A pastoral 

Tbe valley rings ^th mirth and joy ; 
Among the hills the echoes play , 
A never neves ending song, , 

To welhome in the May. 

Tne magpie chatters with delight ; 
The^mountaln raven’s youngling brood 
Have left tbe mother and the nest ; 


^ 8^11, in dialect of Cumberland and 
VeataiOBBlaiid, is a short and, for the most part, 
.8 steep narrow valley with a stream running 
"‘““"‘in It.^ Force 1$ the word universally em- 
1 in tube IbaleetslonFaterfal], 




And they go rambling east and west 
In^search of their own food ; 

Or through the glittering vapours dart 
In very wantonness of heart. 

Beneath a rock, upon the grass. 

Two boys are sitting in the sun ; 

Their work, if any work they have. 

Is out of mind — or done. 

On pipes of sycamore they play 
Tine fragments of a Christmas hymn ! 
Or with that plant which in our dale 
We call stag-hnni, or fox’s tail. 

Their rusty hats they trim : 

thus, as happy as the day. 

Those Shepherds wear the time aw'ay. 
-41ong the river's stony marge 
The sand-lark chants a joyous song ; 
The thrush is busy in the w'ood, 

And carols loud and strong. 

A thousand lambs are on the rocks. 

All newly born ! both earth and sky, 
Keep JubiJec, and more than all. 

Those boys with their green coronal ; 
They never hear the cry. 

That plaintive cry ! which up the hill 
Comes from the depth of Dungeon- 
Ghyll. 

Said Walter, leaping from the ground, 

“ Down to the stump of yon old yew 
We’ll for our whistles run a race.” 

Away the shepherds flew ; 

They leapt — they ran — and when they 
came 

Right opposite to Dungeon -Ghyll, 

Seeing that he should lose the prize. 

Stop ! ” to his comrades Walter cries — 

J ames stopped with no good will : 

Said Walter then, exulting ; Here 
You’ll find a task for half a year. 

Gross, if you dare, where I shall cross — 
Come on, and tread w'herc I shall tread.” 
The other took him at his word. 

And followed as he led. 

It was a spot which you may^see 
If ever you to Langdale go ; ^ 

Into a chasm a mighty block 
Hath fallen, and miide a bridge of rock : 
The gulf is deep below ; 

And, in a basin black and small. 
Receives a lofty waterfall. 

With staff in hand across the cleft 
The challenger pursued his march ; 

And now, all eyes and feet, hath gained 
The middle of the arch. 

When list ! he hears a piteous moan — 
Again ! — his heart within him dies — 

His pulse is stopped, his breath is lost, 
He totters, pallid as a ghost. 

And, looking down, espies 
A lamb, that in the pool is pent 
Within that black and frightful rent.^ 
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The lamb bad slipped into the stream, 
And safe without a bruise or wound * 
The cataract had borne him down 
Into the gulf profound. 

His dam had seen him when he fell. 
She saw him down the torrent borne, 
And. while with all a mother's love 
She from the lofty rocks above 
Sent forth a cry forlorn. 

The lamb, still swimming round afid 
round. 

Made answer to that plaintive sound. 

When he had learnt what thing it was. 
That sent this rueful cry ; I ween ^ 
The Boy recovered heart, anfl told 
The sight which he had seen. 

Both gladly now deferred their task ; 
Nor was there wanting other aid — 

A Poet, one who loves the brooks 
Far better than the sages* boolcs. 

By chance had thither strayed ; 

And there the helpless lamb he found 
By those huge rocks encompassed round. 

He drew it from the troubled pool. 

And brought it forth into the light : 

The Shepherds met him with his charge. 
An unexpected sight ! 

Into their arms the lamb they took. 
Whose life and limbs the flood had 
spared ; 

Tlien up the ste.ep ascent they hied. 
And placed him at his mother's side ; 
And gently did the Bard 
Those idle Shepherd-boys upbraid. 

And bade them better mind their trade. 

1800. 


XII 

ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS “** 

^ Retine vim istam, falsa enim dicam, bi 
coges." — E usebius. 

I HAVE a«boy of five years old ; 

Hifthiface is fair and fresh to see ; 

His limbs are cast in beauty’s moulclt 
And dearly he loves me. 

One mom we strolled on our dry walk. 
Our quiet home all full in view, 

And held such intermitted talk 
As we are wont to do. 

My thoughts on former pleasures ran ; 

1 thought of Kilve's delightful shore, 

Our pleasant home when spring began : 

A long, long year before. 

A day it was when I could bear 
.Some fond regrets to entertain ; 

'/'With so much happiness to spgre, 

: 1 ^ould not feel a pain. 

e 1 


The green earth echoed to the feet 
OAambs that bounded throu'^ the glade. 
From sh&de to sunshine, and. as fleet 
From sunshine ba(^ to shadn s 

Birds warbled round me — and each trace 
Of inward sadness had its charm ; 

Kilve, theugbt I. was a favoured place. 
And so is Liswyn farm. * 

My boy beside me tripped, so slim 
And graceful in* his rustic dressf ! % 

And, as we talked, I questioned mm* 

In very idleness. 

Now tell me, had you rather be,” 

T said, ^nd took him by the arm, 

“ On Kilve’s smooth shore, by the green 
sea, 4 

Or hers?£ft Liswyn farm ? • 

In careless mood he looked at me, * 
While still I held him by the arm, 

And said, “ At Kilv^l'd rather be • 

Than here at Liswyn farm.** 
c 

“ Now9 little Edward, say^^why so : 

My little Edwardk tqll lae vhy.” — 

“ I cannot tell, 1 do not^know.*’—- 
“ Why.^this is strange,^ said I ; 

" For, here are woods, hills smooth and 
warm ; 

There surely must some reason be 
Why you would change sweet Liswyn 
farm 

For Kilve by the green sea.” 

At this, my boy hung down his head. 

He blushed with shame, nor made reply ; . 
And three times to the child 1 said, 

” Why, Edward, tell me why ? ” 

His head he raised — there was in sight. 
It €'.aught his eye, be saw it plain — 
Upon the house-top, glittering bright, 

A broad and gilded vane. 

Then did the boy his tongue unlock. 
And eased his mind with this reply : 

” At Kilve there was no weather-cock ; 
And that's the reason why.” 

O dearest, dearest boy ! my heaft 
For better lore would seldom yearn. 
Could I but teach the^undredth part 
Of what from thee I learn, 

* • 

• xin • 

RURAL architecture 

There’s George Fisher, Charles Fleming, 
and Reginmd Share, • 

Three rosy-cheeked school-boys, the 
highest not more* 

Than the height of g bag ; 
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To the top of Great How^ did it please 
them to climb : * 

And there they built up. withoht mortar 
or lime. 

AJMan on the peak of the crag. 

They built him of stones gathered up as 
^ey lay: • 

TThey built him and christened him all in 
one day. 

AjffL urghin both vigorous and hale ; 
And without scriiplcP they called him 
Ralph Jones. 

Now R'iLph is renowned for the length 
of his bones ; * 

The Magog of Legberthwaite dale. 

Just half a week after, the wind sallied 
forth, - • 

And. in Snger or merriment, ou^ of the 
north. 

Coming on with a terrible pother, 

Frqm the peak c^the crag blew the 
* giant away. ^ 

And what did these school-boys ? — 
The vct:^ next day* • 

They went aindlhay bmlt up another. 

— Some little Tf& see of blind boister- 
ous works • • 

By Christian disturbers more savage 
t nan Turks, 

Spirits busy to do and undo : 

At remembrance whereof riiy blood 
sometimes will flag ; 

Then, light-hearted Boys, to the top -of 
the crag ; 

And I’ll build up a giant with you. 

1801. 

XIV 

PET-LAMB 

A PASTORAT. 

The dew was falling fast, the stars 
began to blink ; 

I heard a voice ; it said, Drink. 
. pretty creature, drink I* ’ 

look’injg o’er the hedg^, before me 
' 1 espied 

A sn^-white mountain-lamb with a 
Maiden at its side. 

Nor sheep nor kine'were near ; the lamb 
was all alone. 

And by a iileoder cord was pothered ^ 
a stone j 

WiUi one knee on the grastf did the 
little Maiden kneel. 

While to that mountain-lamb she gave 
i^t8«^eningrae^ ^ 

^ CkOtArHiosPuasiBglkeedcieiMpiceoeshai, 
which ihwS'tewards |he foot ^ XhixJxaeie, on 
, the nteni skfe etf the beautiful .dak of Leg- 
. ripad between Kes- 


The lamb, while from her hand he thus 
* his supper took. 

Seemed to feast with head and ears ; and 
his tail with pleasure shook. 

“ Drink, pretty creature, drink,’* she said 
in such a tone 

That I almost received her heart into 
my own. 

’Tjsvas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a 
t child of beauty rare ! 

I watched them with delight, they were 
a lovely pair. 

Now with her empty can the maiden 
• turned away : 

But ere ten yards were gone her foot- 
steps efid she stay. 

Right towards the lamb she looked ; 
and from a shady place 

I unobserved could sec the workings of 
her face : 

If Nature to her tongue could measured 
numbers bring. 

Thus, thought I, to her lamb that little 
Maid might sing : 

“ What ails thee, young One ? what ? 
Why pull so at thy cord ? 

Is it not well with thee ? well both for 
bed and board ? 

Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as 
grass can be ; 

Rest, little young One, rest ; what is !t 
that aileth thee ? 

What is it thou wouldst seek ? What 
is wanting to thy heart ? 

Thy limbs are they not strong ? And 
beautiful thou art : 

This grass is tender grass ; these flowers . 
they have no peers ; 

^nd that green corn all day is rustling • 
in thy cars ! 

If the sun be shining hot, do but stretch 
thy woollen chain. 

This beech is standing by, cov^ 

I thou canst gain ; 

For rain and mountain-storms ! ^he 
like thou need’st not fear, 

I The rain and storm are things that 

I scarcely can come here. 

Rest, little young One, rest ; thou hast 
forgot the day 

When iny father found thee first in 
places far away ; 

Many flocks were on the hills, but thou 
wert owned by none. 

And thy mother from thy side for ever- 
more was gone. 

He took thee in his arms, and in pit^ % 
brought thee home : * 

A blissed day ior thee I then 

wouldst thou roam ? ^ - 
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A faithful 'iiiursd thou hast ; the dam 
that did thee yean ' 

Upon the mountain tops no kinder could 
have been. 

Thou know'st that twice a day I have 
brought thee in this can 

Fresh water, from the brook, as clear as 
ever ran ; 

And twice in the day, when the ground 
is wet with dow, '• 

1 bring thee draughts of milk, w'arin 
milk it is and new. 

TIw limbs will shortly be twice as stc^iit 
as they are now, 

Then I'll yoke thee to inyecart like a 
pony in the plough ; 

My playmate thou shall be ; and when 
the wind is cold 

Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house 
' shall be thy fold. 

It will not, will not rest ! — Poor crea- 
ture, can it be 

That 'tis thy mother’s heart which is 
working so in thee ? 

Things that I know not of belike to 
thee arc dear, 

And dreams of things which thou canst 
neither see nor hear. 

Alas, the mountain -tops that look so 

g reen and fair ! 

eard of fearful winds and darkness 
that come there : 

The little brooks that seem all pastime 
and all play. 

When they are angry, roar like lions 
for their prey. 

Here thou need’s! not dread the raven 
in the sky ; 

Night and day thou art safe, — ojir 
cottage is hard py. 

j. Why bleat so after me ? Why pull 
so at thy chain ? 

Sleep — and at break of day I will come 
to tffee again ! ” 

?ts homeward through the lane I 
went with lazy feet, 

' 'lliis song to myself did I oftentimes 
repeat ; 

And it seemed, as I retraced the ballad 
line by line. 

That but half of it was hers, and one 
half of it was mine. 


' Again, and once again, did 1 repeat 
the song; 

* Nay," sai§ I, " more than half to the 
' daiQsel must belong. 

she looked with such a look, and 
- She ipake with such a tone, 

£4Diat I almost received her heart into 
my.ow^.” . xSoo,, 


XV 

• TO H. C. 

SIX YEARS OLD • ’ ' 

O THOU ! whose fancies from afai^ /ife ' 
brought ; 

Who of thy words dost make a mock 
appi'rel, ' ir ' 

And fittest to unutterable thought 
The breeze-like motion and the self- 
born carol ;» I ^ ' 

Thou faery voyager I that dost\loat 
In such clear water, that thy t)pat 
May rather seem • 

To brood on air than on an earthly - 
stream ; 

Suspended in a stream as clear as sky,. 
Where e^»th and heaveOMlo make one 
inftgfery ; * 

0 blessed vision I happy child I 

Thou art so exquisitely wild, * 

1 think of thee witl]^a;ny fears . 

Fur what may be thy lot in future years. « 

I thoiv^ht of ti/nes when Vain might be 
thy guest, , , 

Lord of thy house and Sospitality; . 
And Grief, uneasy lovf i* I never rest 
But wlx^n she sate within the touch of 
thee. 

O too industrious folly 1 * 

O vain and causeless melancholy I 
Nature will either end thee quite ; ■ 

Or, lengthening out thy season of delight, 
Preserve for thee, by individual right, 

A 3 ^ouiig lamb’s heart among the full- 
grown flocks. 

What hast thou to do with sorrow. 

Or the injuries of to-morrow ? 

Thou art a dew-drop, which the morn 
brings forth, 

111 fitted to sustain unkindly shocks. 

Or to be trailed along the soiling earth i 
A gem that glitters while it lives. 

And no forewarning gives ; 

But, at the touch of wrong, without a 
strife 

Slips in a moment out of life* 

i8o2« 

XVI 


INFLUENCE OF NATURAL. , 


• OBJECTS 

• # . • ...s- 

IN CALLING FORTH AND STRENGTHENING 
THE IMAGINATION IN BOYHOOD 
AND EARLY YOUTH 


FROM VNPUBLISBSD POEM. . « ^ ^ 

fThis extract is reprinted from I^Thr 

Wisdom and Spirit of the universe I > 
Thou Soul, that art th^. EJeraity 

*' thought 
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And g>v*sf to forms and images a breath 
And. everlasting motion ! not in vain. 
By -day. or s'tar-light^ thus ffom my 
• : ^ first davm 

Of childhood didst thou intertwine for 
• me 

The passions that build up our human 
m soul ; * 

Not with the mean and vulgar works 
of Man ; 

B^t w4th high objects^ with enduring 
tKngs, 

With lif^ and nature ; purifying thus 
The elements of fceljng and of thought. 
And sanctifying by such discipline 
Both pain and fear, — until we recognise 
A grandeur in the beatings of the heart. 
Not was < this fellowship vouchsafed 
to nfe ^ 

With stinted kindness. In November 
• days, 

When vapours rolUng down the valleys 
made 

A lonely sceift more lonesome ; among 
woods • • * I 

At noon ; and «(fid^h9 Ccilm of summer 
nights, • , 

When, by the m^gin of the tijpmbhng 
lake, 

Beneath the gloomy hills, homeward I 
went 

In solitude, such intercourse was mhic 
Mine was it in the fields both day and 
night. 

And by the waters, all the summer long. 
And in the frosty season, when the sun 
Was set, and, visible for many a mile. 
The cottage-windows through the twi- 
light biased, 

1 heeded, not the summons : happy 
time ' 

It was indeed for all of us ; for me 
; It was a time of rapture ! Clear and 
loud 

^ The village-clock tolled six — I wheeled 

and exulting laJIfc- untired 
'' horse 

That (^es not for his home. — All shod 
■' with steel 

'^We hissed along the polished ice, in 
games 

Confederate, imitative of the chase g 
And woodlwd pleasures, — the resound- 
, ing horn. 

The pack loud-chiming, and tne hunted 
hare, 

through the darkness and the cold 
awe flew, « 

; ' ^ And not a vcibe was idle : with the din 
1 ; SipUti9n> the precipices rang aloud ; 

C , IdaflM trees and every icy crag 

while far-distant hills 


Into the tumult sent an alien sound 
Of%nelancholy, not unnoticed while the 
stars. 

Eastward, were sparkling clear, and in 
the west 

The orange sky of evening died away. 

Not seldom from the uproar I retired 
Into a silent bay, or sportively 
Glanced sideway, leaving the tumul- 
/ tuous throng, 

To cut across the reflex of a star ; 

Image, that, flying still before me, 
gleamed 

Upon the glassy plain : and oftentimes, 
When we had given our bodies to the 
wind, • 

And all the shadowy banks on either 
side 

Came sweeping through the darkness, 
spinning still 

The rapid line of motion, then at once 
Have I, reclining back upon my heels. 
Stopped short ; yet still the solitary 
cliffs 

W^heelcd by me — even as if the earth 
had rolled 

With visible motion her diurnal round I 
Behind me did they stretch In solemn 
train. 

Feebler and feebler, and I stood and 
watrlied 

Till all was tranquil as a summer sea. 

1799- 

XVII 

THE LONGEST DAY 

ADDRESSED TO MY DAUGHTER 
Let us quit the leafy arbour. 

And the torrent murmuring by ; 

Ft)r the sun is in his harbour, 

Weary of the open sky. 

Evening now unbinds the fetters 
Fashioned by the glowing light ; 

All that breathe are thankful debtors 
To the harbinger of night. « 

Yet by some grave thoughts attendeiif 
Eve renews her calm career ; 

For the day that now is ended. 

Is the longest of the year. 

Dora ! sport, as now thou sportest. 

On this platform, light and free ; 

Take thy bliss, while longest, shortest, . 
Are indifferent to thee ! 

Who would check the happy feeling 
That inspires the linnet’s song ? 

Who would stop the Swallow, wheeling 
On her pinions swift and strong ? 

Yet at this impressive season. 

Words which tenderness can s^ak 
From the truths of homely reason* 

Might exalt the loveliest cheek ; 
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And, while shades to shades succeeding 
Steal the landscape from the si^ht, • 

1 would urge this moral pleading. 

Last forerunner of Good night ! 

SuuiiER ebbs ; — each day that follows 
Is a reflux from on high. 

Tending to the darksome hollows 
Where the frosts of winter lie. 

He who governs the creation, *• 

In his providence, assigned 
Such a ^adual declination 
To the life of human kind. 

€ 

Yet we mark it not ; — fruits redden. 
Fresh flowers blow, as flAwers have 
blown, 

And the heart is loth to deaden 
llopes that she so long hath known 

Be thou wiser, youthful Maiden ! 

And when thy decline shall come. 

Let not flowers, or boughs fruit-laden, 
Hide the knowledge of thy doom. 

Ndw, even now, ere wrapped in slumber. 
Fix thiue eyes upon the sea 
That absorbs time, space, and number ; 
Look thou to Eternity ! 

l^ollow thou the flowing river 
On whose breast are thither borne 
All deceived, and each deceiver. 
Through the gates of night and morn ; 


Through the year’s successive portals ; 
Through the bounds which iiianv a star 
Marks, not mindless of frail mortals. 
When his light returns from far. 

Thus when thou with Time hast travelled 
Toward the mighty gulf of things, * 
And the mazy stream unravelled 
With thy best imaginings ; 

Think, if thou on beauty leanest, 
Think hdiv pitiful that stay, 

Did^not virtue give the meanest 
Charms superior to decay. 

i Duty, like a strict preceptor. 

Sometimes frowns, or seems to frown ; 

' Choose her thistle for fhy sceptre, 
While youth’s roses are thy crown. 


Grasp it, — if thou shrink and tremble. 
Fairest damsel of the green. 

Thou wilt lack the only symbol 
That proclaims a genuine queen ; 


And ensuras .those palms of honour 
'Which selected spirits wear, 

'‘'filendiDg loMr before the Donor, 
.;>'L 9 rd of heaven^ unchanging year f 
'' ' ‘ 1817. 






XVIII 

J-HE NORMAN BOY 
High on a broad unfertile, tract of 
forest-skirted Down, ' n 

Nor kept by Nature for herself, nor made 
by man his own. 

From hqpie and company remo^ and 
every playful joy, • 

Served, tending a few sheep and goats, 
a ragged Norman Boy. . ^ 

Him never saw I, nor the spoft but 
from an English Dame, # 

Stranger to me and yet my friend, a- 
simple notice came. 

With suit that t would smeak in verse of ' 
that sequestered child 
Whon^ pile bleak winter’fr day^ she met 
upon the dreary Wild. 

His flock, along the woodland's edge wfth 
relics sprinkled^’ er • 

Of last night’s sn^, beneath a sky 
threatening the f^l of^more, 

Wherd tufts of herbage ^mpted each, 
were busy at tbeir^eed. 

And the poor Boy wa%husier stiH, with' 
wojk of anxious heed. 

There was he, where of branchgs rent 
and withered and decayed, 

For covert from the keen north wind, hivS 
hands a hut had made. 

A tiny tenement, forsooth, and frail, 
needs must be 

A thing of such materials framed, by a 
builder such as he. 

The hut stood finished by his pains, 
nor seemingly lacked aught 
That skill or means of his could add. 

but the architect had wrought 
Some limber twigs into a Cross, well- 
shaped with fingers nice. 

To be engrafted on the top of h£s smaH 
edifice 


That Cro^^ now was fastening tbere*''* • 
as the surest power and best 
For supplying all deficiencies, all wdtsof ' 
the rude nest 

In which, from burning heat, or tem- 
pest driving far and wid& 

Tlse innocent Boy, else shelterless, hia 
« lonely head must hide* ^ 

That Cro& belike he also raised aaV 
standard for the trne 
And faithful service of hi^ heart in 

worst tha^might ensue m .n'- ' 

Of hardship and distressffll fear, . 

the houseless waste • ' ^ 

Where he. ta his^pCar sellxo wiSab^l^' 
Frovjdenecrwaaidaced;, . • . , 
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•—Here, l^ady 1 might I cea 9 e ; but nay, 
let us we par^ ' * 

With this dear holy shepherd-boy 
••breathe a prayer of earnest heart, 

* That unto him, where'er shall lie his 
* life's appointed way. 

The Cross, nxed in his soul, may prove 
• an all-suiiicing stay. • 

XIX 

• .THE POET’S pREAM 

S'^QUEL TO THE NORMAV UOY 

J UST as 4hose final words were penned, 
the sun broke out in power. 

And gladdened all things ; but. as 
chanced, within that very hcAir, 

Air blackened, thunder growled, tire 
flashed frdm clouds that hfr} the sky. 
And, for the Subject of my Vftrse, I 

• heaved a pensive sigh. 

Nor could my heart by second thoughts 
’ from hcavinesrte cleared. 

For bodied fnrth before m3' eyes the 
cross-crov^ed hut am^eared :• 

And, while groii^id^its storm as fierce 
seemed troubling eatth and ')ir, 

I saw, within, the Norman Boy kneeling 
alone in pray*. • 

The Ctftld, as if the thunder’s voice spake 
with articulate call. 

Bowed meekly in submissive fear, 
before the Lord of All ; 

His lips were moving ; and his eyes, 
upraised to sue for grace. 

With soft illumination cheered the 
dimness of that place. 

How beautiful is holiness ! — what wonder 
if the sight. 

Almost as vivid as a dream, x^roduced 
a dream at night ? 

It came with sleep and showed the Boy, 
no cherub, not transformed. 

But the poor ragged Thing whose ways 
my hdman heart had ^rmed. 

had the dream eqiiipped^ith wings, 
so I took him in my arms. 

And lifled from the grassy floor, stilling 
his faint alaims. 

And boro him high through yielding air 
my debt of love to pay, 

By giving him, for both our sakes, un 
hour of h&liday. » 

l*whispered, ** Yet a little While, dear 
Child I thou art my own. 

To show thee some delightful thing, in 
•coimtry or in.town. • 

What shall if be ? a mirthful throng ? 

~ or that holy place and calm 
St. Denis, filled ^ith royal tombs* or thd 
^Cbififh of Notre Dame ? 


St. Ouen’s golden Shrine ? Or choose 
* what else would please thee most 
Of any wonder Normandy, or all proud 
France, can boast ! ” 

“ My Mother,” said the Boy, “ was 
born near to a blessed Tree, 

The Chapel Oak of Allonville ; good 
Angel, show it me ! ” 

On wings, from broad and stedfast poise 

• let loose b3' this reply. 

For Allonville, o’er down and dale, 
away then did we fly ; 

O’er tuwii and tower we flew, and fields 

• in May’s fresh verdure drest ; 

The wings they did not flag ; the Child, 
Ihouglf* grave, was not deprest. 

But who shall show, to w'aking sense, 
the gleam of light that broke 
Forth from his eyes, when first the Boy 
looked down on that huge oak. 

For length of days so much revered, so 
famous wheie it stands 
For twofold hallowing — Nature's care, 
and work of human hands ? 

Strong as an Eagle w’ith my charge I 
glided round and round 
The wide-spread boughs, for view of 
door, window, and stair that wound 
Gracefully up the gnarled trunk ; nor left 
we uhsurveyed 

The pointed steeple peering forth from 
the centre of the shade. 

1 lighted — opened with soft touch the 
chapel’s iron door. 

Past softly, leading in the Boy ; and, 
while from roof to floor 
From floor to roof all round his eyes 
the Child with wonder cast. 

Pleasure on pleasure cjowded in, each 
livelier than the last. 

For, deftly framed within the trunk, 
the sanctuary show^ed. 

By light of lamp and precious stones, 
that glimmered here, ther^ glowed, 
Shrine, Altar, Image, Offerings liflng 
in sign of gratitude ; 

Sight that inspired accordant thoughts ; 

and speech 1 thus renewed ; 

” Hither the Afflicted come, as thou 
hast heard thy Mother say. 

And. kneeling, supplication make tor 
our Lady de la Paix ; 

What mournful sighs have here been 
heard, and, when the voice was stopt 
By sudden pangs ; what bitter tears 
have cn this pavement dropt ! 

“ Poor Shepherd of the naked Down, ' 
a favoured lot is thine. 

Far happier lot, dear Boy, than brings 
fuU many to this shrine ; 
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From body«pains and pains of soul thou 
needest no release. * 

Thy hours as they flow on are spent, 
if not in joy, in peace. 

“ Then offer up thy heart to God in 
thankfulness and praise, 

Give to Him prayers, and many thoughts 
in thy most busy days ; 

And in His sight the fragile Cross, on 
thy small hut, will be \ 

Holy as that which long hath crowned 
the Chapel of this Tree ; 

“ Holy as that far seen which crowns 
the sumptuous Church in Rome • 
Where thousands meet to worship God 
under a mighty Dome ; * 

He sees the bending multitude, he hears 
the choral rites. 

Yet not the less, in children’s hymns 
and lonely prayer, delights. 

“ God for his service ncedeth not proud 
work of human skill ; 

They please him best who labour most 
to do in peace his will : 

^ So let us strive to live, and to our Spirits 
will be given 

Such wings, as when our Saviour calls, 
shall bear us up to heaven.** 

The Boy no answer made by words, 
but, so earnest was his look. 

Sleep fled, and with it fled the dream — 
recorded in this book, 

Lest all that pased should melt away 
in silence from my mind. 

As visions still more bright have done, 
and left no trace behind. 

But oh I that Country-man of thine, 
whose eye, loved Child, can see 
A pledge of endless bliss in acts of early 
piety, 

In verse, which to thy ear might come, 
<if - would treat this simple theme, 

^Nor leave untold our happy flight ir. 

that ^d venturous dream. 

Al^ the dream, to thee, poor Boy ! 
*to thee from whom it flowed, 

' Was nothing, scarcely can be aught, 
yet ’twas bounteously bestowed. 

If I may dare to cherish hope that 
gentle eyes will read 

Not loth, and listening Littlc-ones, 
heart-touched, their fancies feed.^ 


XX 

THE WESTMORELAND GIRL 

TO Vy GRANDCHILDREN 

' PART I 

Seek who will delight in fable 
S $ban tell you truth. A Lamb 
* See note, 




I^apt from this steep bank to follow ' 
’Cross the brook its thoughtless dam. 


Far and wide on bill and vRlley . 
Rain had fallen, unceasing rain, * 
And the bleating mother’s Young-one 
Struggled with the flood in vain : ' 


But, as danced, a Cottage-maid^ • 
(Ten years scarcely had she told) 
Seeing, plunged into the torrent. 
Clasped the Lamb and kept her&o 

Whirled adown the rocky channel. 
Sinking, rising, on tjiey go, * 

Peace and rest, as seems, before them 
Only ii^ the lake below. 


lcl?% 


Oh ! it was a frightful current 
Whose fi#fce wrath the Gifl braved ; 
Clap ^ur hands with joy my Hearers, 
Shout in triumph, both are saved ; ^ 


Saved by courage that with danger 
Grew, by strength flfe gift of love, * 
And belike a guardian anipil 
Came with sucaour from above. 

• ^ • 

PART IP* 

Now, to a maturer Audience, 

Let me speak of this brave ChiM 
Left among her native mountains 
With wild Nature to run wild. 


So, unwatched by love maternal, 

Motliers care no more her guide. 

Fared this little bright-eyed Orphan 
Even while at her father’s side. 

Spare your blame, — remembrance 
makes him 

Loth to rule by strict command ; 

Still upon his cheek are living 
Touches of her infant hand. 

Dear caresses given in pity. 

Sympathy that soothed his grief. 

As the dying mother witnessed 
To her thankful mind’s relief. 

Time passed on; the Child was happy, ' . 
Like a Spirit of air she moved. 

Wayward, yet by all who knew 
For her tender heart beloved. 

Scarcely less than sacred passions. 

Bred in house, in grove, in field, 

Lihk her with the inf erior , creatures, 
l^ge her powers their ri^t9 to shield. 
Anglers, ftent on reckless pastime, * 
Learn how she can feel alilA 
Both for tiny harmless minnow 
And the fierce^ and sharp-toothed Hike. ! 
Merciful protectress, kindlil^ 

Into anger or disdain { ' 

Many a captive hath she r^ciud, . ' ; 
Others savad from lingering paim r . . 

.. ' 'j.. 'A 
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Listen yet awhile; — with patience 
Hear the homely truths I tell, 

She in Grasmere's old church-^eeple 
Tcd^d thWddy the passing-bell. 

* Yes, the wild Girl of the mountains 
To their echoes gave the sound. 

Notice punctual as the minute. 
Wamiflg solemn and profound. 

She, fulfilling her sire's office. 

Rang alone the far-he^d knell. 
Tribute^ bv her hand, in sorrow. 

Paid to One who loved her well. 

a 

When his spirit was departed 
On that service she went forth ; 

Nor will fail the like to render ■ 

When his corse is laid in earth. 

« • 

What thefi wants the Child to'ttUnper, 
In her breast, unruly fire, 


To control the froward impulse 
Antf restrain the vague desire ? 

Easily a pious training 
And a stedfast outward power 
Would supplant the weeds and cherish* 
In their stead, each opening flower. 

Thus the fearless Lamb-deliv’rer, 
Woman-grown, meekhearted. sage. 

May become a blest example 
For her sex, of every age. 

Watchful as a wheeling eagle. 

Constant as a soaring lark, 

Shduld the country need a heroine. 

She might j>rove our Maid of Arc. 

I^ave that thought ; and here be uttered 
leaver that Grace divine may raise 
Her humane courageous spirit 
Up to heaven, thro’ peaceful ways. 
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THV WOTHERS 
Thbsb Touriste^ heaven preserve us ! 
needs must liv§ . , 

A profitable life : some glance along. 
Rapid and gay, a.s if the earth were air. 
And they were butterflies to wheel about 
Long as the summer lasted : some, us 

• wise. 

Perched on the forehead of a jutting crag, 
Pencil in hand and book upon the knee, 
WiU look and scribble, scribble on and 
look. 

Until a man might travel twelve stout 
miles. 

Or reap an acre of his neighbour’s corn. 
But, for that moping Son of Idleness, 
Why can he tarry yofidet ? — In our 

* church-yard 

Is neither epitaph nor monument, 
'Tombstone nor name — only the turf wc 
tread 

AsSA a few natural graves.” 

-'i To J ane, his wife. 

Thus ^S]g| ^e the homely Priest of Enner- 

It was a July evening ; and he sate 
Upon the long stone-seat beneath the 
eaves » 

Of his old .V cottage, — as it chanced^ 
« that day, • 

Employed in winter’s work. Upon the 
' stone 

His wife sate near him, teasing matted 
Wool, • 

While, from thS twin cards toothed with 
glittering wire, . 

He fed-the^ifidle of his youngest child, 
Who, in tHe open elr^ with ^ue accord 


Of busv hatids and back-and-fora'ard 
steps. 

Her large round wheel was turning. 
Towards the field 

In which the Parish Chapel stood alone, 
(lirt round with a bare ring of mi>ssy wall, 
While half an hour went by, the Prii'St 
had sent 

Many a long look of U'ondcr : and at 
last. 

Risen from his seat, beside the snow- 
white ridge 

Of carded wool which the old man had 
piled 

He laid his implements with gentle care. 
Each in the other locked ; and, down the 
path 

That from his cottage to the church- 
yard led. 

He took his way, impatient to accost 
The Stranger, whom he saw still linger- 
ing there. • 

'Twas one well known to him in forneffir 
days, 

A Shepherd-lad ; who ere his sixteenth 
year 

Had left that calling, tempted to entrust 
His expectations to the fickle winds 
And perilous waters ; with the mariners 
A fellow-mariner ; — and so had fared 
Through twenty seasons ; but be had 
been reared 

Among the mountains, and he in his 
heart 

Was half a shepherd on the stormy ssas. 
Oft in the piping shrouds had Leonard 
heard 

The tones of waterfalls, and inlatid 
sound!^^ * 
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Of caves:' and trees : — and> when the 
regular wind • 

Between the tropics filled the steady 
sail; 

And blew with the* same breath through 
days and weeks. 

Lengthening invisibly its weary line 
Along the cloudless Main. he. in those 
hours 

Of tiresome indolence, would often hang 
Over the vessel’s side, and gaze and ga^zc ; 
And, while the broad blue vva^’e and 
sparking foam 

Hashed round him images and hues ^hat 
wrought 

In union with the ciiipjo^jiucnt of his 
' heart. 

He, thus by feverish passion overcome. 
Even with the organs of his bodily eye, 

. Below him, in the bosom of the deep. 
Saw mountains ; saw the forms of 
sheep that grazed 

On verdant hills — with dwellings among 
trees. 

And shepherds clad in the same country 
grey 

Which he himself had worn*. 

And now, at last. 
From perils manifold, with some small 
wealth 

Acquired by traffic ’mid the Indian 
Isles, 

To his paternal home he is returned 
With a determined purpose to resume 
The life he had lived there ; both for the 
sake 

Of many darling pleasures, and the love 
Which to an only brother he has borne 
In all his hardships, since that happy 
time 

W'hen, whether it blew f<»ul or fair, they 
two 

Were brother-shepherds on their native 
hills. 

— They w^re the last of all their race : 
and»nL»w, 

VySien Leonard had approached his 
home, his heart 

' Failed in him ; find, not venturing to 
enquire 

Tidings of one so long and dearly loved. 
He to the solitary church-yard turned ; 
That, as he knew in what particular 
spot 

His family were laid, he thence might 
learn 

If still his Brother lived, or to the file 
' Another grave was added. — He had 
found 

. , 1 This description of the Calenture is sketched 

‘ ' fiom an impertect recollection of an admirable 
' one in prose, by Mr. Gilbert, author of the Hur- 

jdeaiie. 


Another grave, — near which a lull 
J half-hour 

He ha& remained t but, as gassed, 
there grew ^ • •« .* 

Such a cou fusion in his memory, . 

That he began to doubt ; and evdn to 
hope 

That he had seen this heap of turf^ 
before, — , 

That it was not another grave ; but one 
He had forgotten. He had lostdiis (wh. 
As up the vale, that afternoon, hb walked 
Through fields which once ^ad been 
well known tq him : 

And oh what joy this recollection now 
Sent V) his heart ! he lifted up his eyes, " 
And, lookmg round, imagined that he 
saw* ft. . 

Strarg;^ alteration wrought on*'every side 
Among the w'oods and fields, and thsit 
the rocks • 

And everlasting h^s themselves .were 
changed. ** 

• 

Bysthis theJPriest, wh^ down the field 
had come,* ^ 

Unseen by l^onard. ,at the .church* 
yard gate 

Stoppdd short, — and* thence, at leisure, 
limb by limb « 

Perused him with a gay complacency. 

Ay. thought the Vicar, smiling to himself, 
*Tis one of those who needs must leave • 
the path 

Of the world’s business to go wild alone : 
His arms have a perpetual holiday ; 

The happy man will creep about the fields. 
Following his fancies by the hour, to 
bring 

Tears down his cheek, or solitary smiles 
Into his face, until the setting sun 
Write fool upon his forehead. — Planted 
thus 

Beneath a shed that over-arched the gate ' 
Of this rude , church-yard, till the stark 
appeared . 

The good Man might have communed 
with himself. 

But that the Stranger, who had left the 
grave, •“ 

Approached ; he recognised the Priest 
at once, 

^d, after greetings interchanged, and 
. given ft 

By Leonard to the Vicar to one 
Unknovm to him, this dialogue ensued, 
Leonard. You' live. Sir, in these dales •, 
a quiet life : 

Your years make up one peaceful favkily ; 
And who would grieve afid fret. if. 
come come 

And welcome gone, they ^e Ukg gjscb 
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'iTbey cannot be remembeted ? Scarce 
a funeral . . « 

Comes to this church -yard once in 
eighteen months ; 

• An<7 yet, some changes must take place 

«among you : 

And you, who dwell here, even among 

• thgse rocks* • 

Can trace the finger of mortality. 

And see, that with our threescore years 

^and^ten 

We are not all thatperisff. — I remember, 
(For many years ago I passed this road) 
There wa9 a foot-way all along the fields 
By the brook -side — 'fis gone — and that 
dark cleft ! 

To me it does not seem to wear the face 
Which then it had 

Priest. • Nay, Sir, for aught »I ^now. 
That chasm is much the same — 

heonard. But, surely, yonder — 

Priest. Ay, there, indeed, your memory 
^ is a friend 

That does not olay you false. — On that 
tall pike ^ 

(It is the loneliiSs^pl^e ^I*a1] these hills) 
There were t^o springs *vhich bubbled 
side by side ,* • 

As if they had been made thfft they 
mie^t be 

Companions fur each other : the huge 
crag 

• Was rent with lightning — one hath 
disappeared ; 

The other, left behind, is flowing still. - 
For accidents and changes such as these 
We want not store of them ; — a water- 
spout 

Will bring down half a mountain ; 
what a feast 

For folks thUt wander up and dcjwn like 
you 

To see an acre's breadth of that wide cliff 
One roaring cataract I a sharp May- 
storm 

Will come with loads of J aniiary snow, 
.A^d in one night send twenty score of 
‘ i sheep 

To feed the ravens ; or a shepherd dies 
By 9oam untoward death among the 
rocks ; 

The ice breaks up and sweeps away a 
, bridge ; 

A Wood is fejled :-^nd then for oift* 
own homel ! * 

Aeohitd is bom or christenecll a field 
ploughed, 

'A daughter sent to service, a Web spun, 
The^old house-clock is decked with a 
new f aee ^ * 

And hence, so far from wanting facts 
dr dates 

' 'To 4^(miele the time, we all have here 


A pair of diaries, — ^ne serving, Sir. 
For^the whole dale, and one for each 
fire-side — 

Yours was a stranger's judgment : for 
historians, ' 

Commend me to these valleys ! 

Leonard. Yet your Church -yard 

Seems, if such freedom may be used 
with you, 

To^ay that you are heedless of the past : 
Ai> orphan could not find his mother’s 
grave : 

Here^s neither head nor foot-stone, 
plate of brass, 

Cri%s-bones nor skull, — type of our 
earthly slate 

Nor emblem of our hopes : the dead 
man’s home 

Is but a fellow to that pasture -field. 

Priest. Why, there. Sir, is a thought 
that’s new to me ! 

The stone-cutters, ’tis true, might beg 
their bread 

If every English church-yard were lijce 
ours ; 

Yet your conclusion wanders from the 
truth : 

Wc have no need of names and epitaphs ; 
We talk about the dead by our fire-sides. 

I And then, for our immortal part ! we 
I want 

No symbols. Sir, to tell us that plain 
tale ; 

The thought of death sits easy on the 
^ man 

Who has been born and dies among the 
mountains. 

Leonard. Your Dalesmen, then, do in 
each other's thoughts 
Possess a kind of second life ; no doubt 
Yf>u, Sir, could help me to the history 
half these graves ? 

Priest. For eight-score winters past, 
With what^ I’ve witnessed, and with 
what I've heard. 

Perhaps 1 might ; and, on winter 
evening. 

If 3 'ou were seated at my chimney’s nook. 
By turning o’er these hillocks one by one, 
We two could travel, Sir, .through a 
strange round ; ^ 

Yet all ill the broad highway m the 
world. 

Now there’s a grave — your foot is half 
upon it, — [man 

It looks just like the rest : and yet th^t 
Died broken-hearted. 

Leonard. ’Tis a jcotnmon case. 

We'll take another : who is he that lies 
Beneath yon ridge* the last of those 
three graves ? * 

It touches On that piece oi native rook 
heit in the clnirdi-yard walL 
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Priest. ** That’s Walter Ewbank. 
He had as white a head and frech a 
cheek 

As ever were produced by youth and age 
Engendering in tbd blood of hale four- 
score. 

Through five long generations had the 
heart 

‘*Of Walter’s forefathers o’erflowcd the 
bounds 

'Of their inheritance, that single cottage — 
You see it yonder 1 and those few green 
, . fields. 

'They toiled and wrought, and still, 
from sire to son. 

Each struggled, and each yielded as 
before 

■A little — yet a little, — and old Walter. 
They left to him the family heart, and 
land 

With other burthens than the crop it bore. 
Vear after year the old man still kept up 
A cheertiil mind. — and buffeted with 
bond. 

Interest, and mortgages ; at last he sank. 
And went into his grave before his time. 
-Poor Walter ! whether it was care that 
spurred him 

*God only knows, but to the very last 
iHe had the lightest foot in Hnnerdale : 
^His pace was never that of an old man : 
*' I almost see him tripping down the path 
With his two grandsons after him : — 
but you. 

Unless our Landlord be your host to- 
night. 

Have far to travel, — and on these rough 
pa<hs 

Even in the longest day of midsummer — 
Leonard. But those two Orphans ! 
Priest. Orphans ! — Such they were — 
Yet not while Walter lived : — for, though 
their parents 

Lay buried side by side as now they lie, 
’ The old man was a father to the boys, 
Two fafJiers in one father : and if tears, 
^l^ed when he talked of them where 
they were not, 

ti./And hauntings from the infirmity of 
love,- 

Are |Mght of what makes up a mother’s 
' / wart, 

> '',This old Man. in the day of his old age, 
'■/ Was half a mother to them. — If you 
. weep. Sir, 

To hear a stranger talking about 
;; strangers. 

^ ’’Heaven, bless you when you are among 
your kindred I 

fl ^Ay — you may turn, that way — it is a 
-'"f ’’ grave ^ 

' : 'Which will bear looking at. 

Leward, These boys— I hope 




. 1* ji 

’**<> \r^' '.''.y'-vA*- i' 




They loved this^ good old Man ? — 

« Priest. ' They did-^and truly^'j 7‘, 

But tha^ was what we almost oyerlookM. , : 
They were such darlings of ea^ qthei;. 

Yes, ' ' 

Though from the cradle they had lived 
with Walter, 

The only kinsman near them, and ;thoug}i 
he 

Inclined to both by reason of his age. 

With a more fond, familiar, terylerns ; 
They. notwithsTtanding. had much love 
to spare. 

And it all went into each other’s hearts.^. 
Leonard, the elaer by just eighteen 
months. 

Was two years taller : ’twas a joy to see. 
To hear., to meet them ! — From their 
house the school 

Is distant three short miles, and in the 
time 

Of storm and thaw, when every water- 
course • * 

And iiiibridged stream, siich as you may 
>»ave noticed 

Crossing our roads at every hundred * 
steps. 'i 

Was swoln into a noisy rivulet. 

Would Leonard tbeti, when elder boys 
remained 

At home, go staggering through the 
slippery fords. 

Bearing his brother on his back. 1 have 
seen him. ,, * 

On windy days, in one of those stray 
brooks. 

Ay, more than once 1 have seen him. ^ 
mid-leg deep. 

Their two books lying both on a dry 
stone. 

Upon the hither side : and once I said. 
As I remember, looking round these rocks „ 
And hills on which we all of us were born* 
That God who made the great book of, 
the world 

Would bless such piety— . ,, 

Leonard. It may be then— 

Priest. Never did worthier lads breal^ ^ ' 
English bread ; . ^ ^ 

The very brightest Sunday Aulumn saw , ' 
With all its mealy clusters of ripe nuts. 
Could never keep those boys away;, 

from church. 

Or tempt them to an )iour of sabbath - 
breach. r . ' 

Leonarc/ and James ! I warrant, every 
corner •' ' r 

Among these rocks, and every hoUdW 
place ^ 

That venturous fpot could reach,. €6.' 
one or both 

Was knovm as gs to' the howers . 

I . that grow there. ^ ^ . 

*' ■ ..f' ^ 

■ ... K,. 
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14ki6 roe^bucks they went bounding 
o*er the hills ; 

They played like two young ravehs 
on the crags i * 

they could write, ay and speak 

* too, as well 

As *many of their betters — and for 
Leonard ! 

Tih® very night before he went away. 
In my own house 1 put into his hand 
A bible, and I’d wager house and held 
That, he be alive, h^has it yet. 
Leonard. It seems, these Brothers 

have not lived to be 
A comfon to each ojher — 

Priest, That they might 

Live to such end is what both gld and 
young 

la this our valley all of us ha^K wished. 
And whait, for zny part, I haVii often 
prayed : 

But Leonard-^ 

Leonard. Then James still is left 

among you ! 

Prii^t. Tisirr the elder brother 1 
- am speaking : . • 

They had aii.ujitle was at that 

iM"'® • . • 

A thriving man, and trafficked on the 
seas : • • 

And, bpt for that same uncle, to this 
hour 

Leonard had never handled rope or 

• shroud : 

For the boy loved the life which we 
lead here ; 

And though of unripe years, a stripling 
only, 

His soul was knit to this his native soil. 
But, as 1 said, old Walter was too weak 
To strive with such a torrent ; when he 
died. 

The, estate and house were sold ; and 
all their sheep, 

A pretty flock, and which, for aught 1 
know, 

Uad-clothed the Ewbanks for a thousand 
years: — 

W<4l<->all was gone, and they were 
destitute. 

And Leonard, chiefly for his Brother’s 
sake. 

Resolved to try his fortune on the 


^ s®as. 

Twelve years ^re past since we hac^ 
tidings from him. 

if ^here were one among us -^ho had 
heard 

That Leonard Ewbank was come home 
♦ ggain. 

From the Gi^at Gavel,^ do^m by Leeza’s 
banks,' 



And down the Knna, far as Egreinont. 

The day would be a joyous festival ; 

Anfl those two bells df ours, which 
.there you see — 

Hanging in the ope/i air — but, O good 

This is sad talk — they’ll never sound 
for him— 

Living or dead. — When last we heard 
of hzm, 

was in slavery among the Moors 
upon the Harbary coast. — ’Twas not a 
little 

That would bring down his spirit ; 
and no doubt, 

Bmore it ended in his death, the Youth 
Was sadly, crossed. — Poor Leonard ! 

when wc parted, * 

He took me by the hand, and said to me, . 
If e'er he should grow rich, he would 
return. 

To live in peace upon his father’s land. 
And Jay his bones among us. 

Leonard. If that day 

Should come. *t would needs be a glad 
day for him ; 

He would himself, no doubt, be happy 
then 

As any that should meet him — 

Priest. Happy ! Sir — 

Leonard. You said his kiiidred all . 
were in their graves, 

And that he had one Brother— 

Priest. That is but 

A fellow- tale of sorrow. From his youth 
James, though not sickly, yet was 
delicate ; 

And Leonard being always by his side 
Had dune so many offices about him. 

That, though he was not of a timid 
nature. 

Yet still the spirit of a mountain-boy 
In* him was somewhat checked ; and, 
when his Brother 

Was gone to sea, and he was left alone. 
The little colour that he had was soon 
Stolen from his cheek ; he pooped, 
and pined, and pined — • ^ 

Leonard. But these are all the graves 
of full grown men ! 

Priest. Ay, Sir, that passed away : we 
took him to us ; , 

He was the child of all the dale — he lived 
Three months with one, and six months 
with another ; 

its resemblance to the gable end of a house, is 
one of the highest of the Cumberland mountains. 

It stands at the head of the several vales of 
Ennerdale, Wastdale, and Borrowdale. 

The Leeza is a river which flows into the Lake 
of Ennerdale : on issuing from tlie Lake, it 
changes its name, and4s called the End, Eyne, 
or Sana. It falls into the sea a li;tle below 
Egremont. 
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And , wanted neither food, nor clothes. 

, , nor Iqve : * 

And xnanV, many happy days were nis. 
But, whether blithe or sad, ’tis * my 
t)(dief 

His absent Brother still was at his 
heart. 

And, when ho dwelt beneath our roof 
we found 

(A practice till this time unknown to him) 
*That often, rising from his bed at nig^t. 
He in his sleep would Wcilk about, and 
y sleeping 

He sought his brother Leonard. — You 
. arc moved ! « 

Forgive me, Sir : before 1 spoke to you, 

1 judged you most unkindly! 

Leonard. B u 1 1 his Y( >uth. 

How did he die at last ? 

Priest. One sweet May-morning, 

(It will be twelve years since wdien 
Spring returns) 

He had gone forth among the new- 
dropped lambs. 

With two or three companions, whom 
their course 

Of occupation led from height to height 
■ Under a cloudless sun — till he, at length, 
Through weariness, or, haplv, t<> indulge 
The humour of the moment, lagged 
behind. 

You see yon preeijuce ; — it wears the 
shape 

Of a vast building made of many crags ; 
And in the midst is one particular rock 
That rises like a colurnii from the vale, 
W'hence by our shepherds it is called, 
Thi-: Pillar. 

Upon its aery suhimit crowned with 
heath, 

The loiterer, not unnoticed by his com- 
rades. 

Lay stretched at ease ; but, passing'^by 
the place 

On their return, they found that lie was 
gone. 

No in w&'s feared ; till one of them by 
^ cl^anc^ 

Entering, when eveniiig was far spent, 
.the house 

, Which at that time was J ames’s home, 
there learned 

Tliat nobody had seen him all that day : 
The morning came, and still he w'as 
Unheard of : 

The neighbours were alarmed, and to 
the brook 

Some hastened ; some ran to the lake : 
, . ere noon . 

They found him at the foot of that same 
rock 

Poad, and with mangled limbs. The 
ihird day after 


1 hurled him. poor vSiith, axt& there he 
* lies ! 

Leonoff^. And that tKeUfs his |^ave1 — 
Before his death . • 

Von say that he saw many bajfpy yeSprs ? ^ 
Priest. Ay, that he did — ^ 

Leonard. ’ And all we'^t well ' 

with,him ? — 

Priest. If he had one, the youth hitd 
twenty homes, 

Leonard'. And you believe, then, that 
his mind W8» easy ? — ^ ^ 

Priest. Yes. long before lie died/ he 
found that time ^ 

Is a true friend te sorrow ; and unless, ■ 
His thoughts were turned on L.cocard’s 
luckless fortune, [love.. 

He talked about him with a cheerful 
Leonaxfi. He could ncyt come to 'an 
ufihallowed end ! ‘ 

Priest. Nay, God forbid ! — Yoti recol- 
lect I mentioned 

A habit which c^^quictude aiid 'g^ief 
Had brought upon him ; and we all 
conjectured * • 

That,'* as the 'day w^s evarrn, he had 
lain down ^ f 

On the soft fteath,— rand, waiting!^ for 
hi^. comrades, , 

He there had fallen asleep; that in 
his sleep 

He to the margin of the precipice ^ 

Had walked, and from the summit had 
fallen headlong : ® 

And SC) no doubt he perished. tVhen 
the Youth 

Fell, in his, hand he must have grasp’d, 
wc think. 

His shepherd’s staff; for bn that 
Pillar of rock 

It had been caught mid way; and 
there for years 

It hung ; — and mouldered thefe- 

The Priest here'end)6d — 
The Stranger would have thanked him, 
but he felt 

A gushing from his heart, that 'took 
away • ' 

The power of speech. Both left ^the spot 
in silence ; 

And Leonard, when they reached the 
church-yard gate, 

As the Priest lifted up the latch, turned 
L round — *■ , * 

And, looking at the grave, he 'said, 

“ My Brother ! ” 

The VicM did not hear the words : and 
now. 

He pointed towards his dwelling^ace^, 
entreating • ; 

That Leonard would jiartake his homely ' 
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The oih^r tbanfeil him with an earnest 
voice ; 

But ad()0d> that* the evening IjeingcalmL 

He would pursue his jotuney. So they 

•• p^fhd. 

was not long ere Leonard reached a 
grove 

^That. overhung the road : die there 
stopped short. 

And, Sitting down beneath the trees. 
m reviewed 

All that the Priest haa said : his early 
years 

Were with hiin : — his long absence, 
cherished hopA, 

And thoughts which had been his an 
hour before. 

All pressed on him with suc^ a weight, 
that now, • « 

This vale, where he had been so happy, 
e seemed 

A place in which he could not bear to 
live ; • 

So he reliaqi)^hGd all his purposes. 

He travelled back to Jigremoid- : and 
thence, , 

That .night, he wrote* a letter to the 
Priest, •• 

Reminding him* of what had passed 
t^tween tlicm : 

And adding, with a hope to be forgiven 

That it was from the weakness of his 
heart 

He had not dared to tell him who he was. 

This doue, he went on shipboard, and is 
now 

A Seaman, a grey-headed Mariner. 

1800. 

II 

A^TEGAL AND ELIDURE 

(SEE THE CHRONICLE OF GEOFFREY OF 
MONMOUTH and MILTOn’S HISTORY 
OF ENGLAND) 


The marvellous current of ^orgot^cn 
things ; 

now Brutus came, by oracles impelled* 
And Albion*s giants quelled* 

A brood whom ne civility could melt, 
Who never tasted grace, and goodness 
ne’er had felt.*' 

By brave Corineus aided, he subdued, 
And rooted out the intolerable kind : 

And this too-long-polluted land imbued 
With goodly arts and usages refined ; 
Whence golden harvests, cities, warlike 
towers. 

^ And pleasure's sumptuous bowers ; 
Whence all the fixed delights of house- 
arid Iviime. 

Friendships that will not break, and love 
that cannot roam. 

O, hap[)y Britain ! region all too fair 
For self-delighting faiicv to endure 
That silence only should inhabit there. 
Wild beasts, nr uncouth savages impure ! 
But, intermingled with the generous 
seed. 

Grew many a poisonous weed ; 
Thus farce it still with all that takes 
its birth 

From human care, or growls upon the 
breast of earth-' 

Hence, and how soon ! that war of 
vengeance waged 

By (iuendolen against her faithless 
lord ; 

Till she, ill jealous fury unassuaged 
Hud slain liis pajaiuour with ruthless 
sword : 

Then, into Se\’ern hideously defiled. 

She flung her blameless child, 
Sabrina, — vowing that the stream should 
, bear 

That name through every age, her 
hatred to declare. 


Where be the temples which, in Britain’s 
Isle, 

i For his paternal Gods, the Trojan 
raised? 

Gone Uke a morning dream, or like a 
pwb 

Of clou4s that in cerulean ether blazed ! 

Ere Julius landed on her white-clified 
Shore, , 

They Sank, delivered o’er , 

To fatal dissolution » and, I ween, 

No vestige then was left tharsuch had 
ever been. 


Nathless, a British record (long con- 

^ cealedL • * 

In old Armorica, whose sAcret springs 
Kb Gothic conqueror ever drank) 
raveelei# 


I So speaks the Chronicle, and tells of 
Lear • 

By his ungrateful daughters tuiped 
adrift. 

Ye lightnings, hear his voice ! — they-, 
cannot hear, 

Nor can the winds restore his simple 
gift. 

But One there is, a Child of nature meek. 
Who comes her Sire to seek ; 

And he, recovering sense, upon her 
breast 

Leans S'liilingly, and sinks into a perfect 
rest. 

There too we read of §penw’s fairy 
themes. 

And those that Mjjton loved in youthful 
years ; - 
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Th« sage enchanter Merlin's subtle 
schmes : 

The feats "of Arthur and his knighuy 
peers ; 

Of Arthur, — who, to upper light restored. 

With that terrific sword 
Which yet he brandishes for future 
war, 

Shall lift his country’s fame above 
the polar star ! 

What wonder, then, if in such ample 
field 

Of bid tradition, one particular flower 
Doth seemingly in vain its fragrance yield. 
Add bloom unnoticed even to this late 
hour ? « 

Now, gentle Muses, your assistance 
grant. 

While I this flower transplant 
Into a garden stored with Poesy ; 
Where flowers and herbs unite, and 
haply some weeds be. 

That, wanting not wild grace, are from 
all mischief free ! 

A King more worthy of respect 
and love 

Than wise Gorbonian ruled not in his 
day ; 

And grateful Britain prospered far 
above 

All neighbouring countries through his 
righteous sway ; 

He poured rewards and honours on 
the good ; 

The oppressor he withstood ; 

And while he served the Gods with 
reverence due 

Fields smiled, and temples rose, and 
towns and cities grew. 

He died, whom Artegal succeeds — his 
son ; ^ 

But how unworthy df that sire was he ! 
A hopeful reign, auspiciously begun. 
Was dar^isned soon by foul iniquity. 
Trqpi crime to crime he mounted, till 
at length 

; ' ' The nobles leagued their strength 
With a vexed people, and the tyrant 
chased ; 

And, on the vacant throne, his worthier 
Brother placed. 

From realm to readm the bumbled 
Exile went, 

' Suppliant for aid his kingdom to regain ; 
In many a court, and many a warrior’s 
tent, 

..He urged his icpersevering suit in vain. 

' Him. in whose wretched heart ambition 
^ failed, ^ 

u pjje poverty assailfpd j 


And. tired with aUlRs hiis^pride no. 

, more could brook. 

He towards his native country cast' a ' 
longmg look. . > 

Fair blew the wished-for ' wind— lEbe 
voyage sped ; • 

He landed; and, by many dangers 
scared, » ^ 

“ Poorly provided, poorly followed,” 

To Calateriurn’s forest he repaired. 

How changed from him who, born Ao 
highest place, W 

Had swayed the royal nmee. 
Flattered and feared, despised yet 
deified. 

In Troynovant, his seat by silver ' 
Thames's side \ 

C. ^ ^ 

From ^;it wild region where the crown- 
less King 

Lay ill concealment with his scanty train. 
Supporting life by water from the 
♦ spring, 

And such chance food a^. outlaws can 
obtain, , 

Unto the few ^hgm d^e‘^estecms his 
friends • * ' , 

A messenger he sihdds ; 

And frofn their secret^ loyalty requires 
Shelter and daily bread, — the spm of 
his desires. 

Wliile he the issue waits, at early morn 
Wandering by stealth abroad, he 
chanced to hear 

A startling outcry made by hound and 
horn, 

From which the tusky wild boar flies 
in fear ; 

And, scouring toward him o'er the 
grassy plain. 

Behold the hunter train ! 

He bids his little company advance 
With seeming unconcern and steady 
countenance. 

The royal Elidure, who leads the chase. 
Hath checked his foamiug courser 
can it be ! 

Methinks that 1 should recognise that 
face, ^ 

Though much disguised by long adver- ^ 
sity ! 

H^ gazed rejoicing, and again he gazed, , 
Confounded and amassed— 

“It is the king, my .brother { ” aud* by 
souna 

Of his own voice confizmed. he Idapa 
upon the ground. i 

Long, strict, and tender wa$ the embAce 
hegavei^' 'J 

Feebly returned by dauiited Artegal ; ' 

Whose aatuffl^ntfectioii doQbtiflnslAy^ it 
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And jipfveltraijMo^ and 6l:imiiial, 
to restrain the moving interview, 
' - The attendant lords withdrew ; * 

And. wl^le they stood upon t&e plain 
^part„’ 

• Thilh Elidiuh, by words, relieved his 
•struggling heart. 

By heavenly Powers cond 4 pted, we 
• h^vemeC; 

— Brother! to my knowledge lost 
so long, 

Buf neither lost to loves nor to regret. 

Nor to my washes lost ; — forgive the 
wrong, 

(Such it may seem) if I th v crowai have 
borne. 

Thy royal mantle worn : • 

1 was their natural guardian ; and *tis 
just ^ •, 

That now I should restore what* hath 
^ been held in trust." 

A while the astonif^ed Artegal stood 
mute. 

Then thus eiA^laimed : “ To me, of 

titles shora, • * 

And stripped* of * pew^ ! me, feeble, 
destitute, • , 

To me a kingdom! spare the, bitter 
scorn : 

If justiae ruled the breast of foreign 
kings, 

Theii^ on the wide-spread wings 

Of war, had 1 returned to claim my 
right ; 

This will 1 here avow, not dreading thy 
despite." 


Within this realm a place of safe retreat ; 

Beware of rousing an ambitious thought ; 

Beware of kindling hopes, for me un- 
meet ! 

Thou art reputed wise, but in my mind 
Art pitiably blind : 

Full soon this generous purpose • thou 
may*st rue. 

When that which has been done no 
wishes can undo. 

Who, when a crown is fixed upon his 
he-d. 

Would balance claim with claim, and 
^ right with right ? 

But thou — 1 know not how inspired, 
how led*— 

Wouldst change the course of things in 
all men’s sight ! 

And this for one who cannot imitate 
Thy virtue, who may hate : 

For, if, 'by such strange sacrifice re- 
stored, 

He reign, thou still must be his king, 
and sovereign lord ; 

Lifted in magnanimity above 

Aught that my feeble nature could 
perform. 

Or even conceive ; surpassing me in love 

Far as in power the eagle doth the 
worm : 

I, Brother ! only should be king in name, 
And govern to iny shame ; 

A shadow in a hated land, while all 

Of glad or willing service to thy share 
would fall." 


*' 1 do not blame thee," Elidure replied ; 

But, if my looks did with my words 
agree, 

I should at once be trusted, not defied. 

And thou from all disquietude be free. 

May the unsullied Goddess of the chase. 
Who to this blessed place 

At this blest moment led me, if I speak 

With‘ insincere intent, on me her ven- 
geance wreak ? 

Were this same spear, which in my hand 

The B^sh' sceptre, here would I to thee 

The symbol yield ; and would undo this 
clasp. 

If it confined the lobe of sovereignty? 

Odious to me the pomp of regal court, ^ 
• And Joyless sylvan sport, • 

While thou art roving, wretched and 
forlorn. 

Thy rouch the dewy earth, thy roof the 
fbrest 

Then Artegid thvn spake; "I only 


** Believe it not, " said Elidure ; “ respect 

Awaits on virtuous life, and ever most 

Attends on goodness with dominion 
decked. 

Which stands the universal empire's 
boast ; 

This can thy own experience testify; 

Nor shall thy foes deny 

That, in the gracious openini^ of thy 
reign. 

Our father’s spirit seemed in thee To 
breathe again. 

And what ii o'er that bright unbosoming 

Clouds of disgrace and envious fortune 
past ! 

Have we not seen the glories of the 
spring 

By veil of noontide darkness overcast ? 

The frith that glittered like a warrior’s 
shield, 

The sky, the gay green field. 

Are vanished; gladness ceases in the 
groves. 

And trepidation strikes the blackened 
mountain-coves. 
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Put tb^t gloom di»9(4ved? bo^ 

Sterns tbe wide worldi fer brighter 
tbati befbre 1 

Even SQ tby latent ^orth will re-appear. 
Gladdening the people’s heart from 
shore tn shore c 

For youthful faults ripe virtues shall 
atone ; 

Re -seated on thy throne, 

, Proof Shalt thou furnish that misfortune, 
pain, * 

And sorrow, have confirmed tliy native 
right to reign. 

Hut, not to overlook what thou maf'st 
know, ^ 

Thy eneniies are neither weak nor few ; 
And circumspect must be our course, 
and slow, 

Or from my purpose ruin may ensue. 
Dismiss fhy toljowers ; — ^let them calmly 
wait 

Such change in thy estate 
As I already have in thought devised ; 
And which, with caul ion due, may soon 
be realised." 

The Story tells what courses were pur- 
sued, 

Until Ipng EHdure, with full consent 
Of all his peers, before the multitude. 
Rose, — and, to cousuniinate this just 
intent, * 

Did place upon his brother’s head the 
crown. 

Relinquished by Ins own ; 

Then to his people cried, “ Receive your 
lord, 

Gorbonian’s first-born son, your right- 
ful Ifing restored ! ” 

The people answered with a loud acclaim : 
Yet more ; — heart-smitten by the hei'bic 
deed. 

The reinstated Artegal became 
Earth’s noblest penitent ; from bondage 
freei* 

Oi vic.e — thenceforth unable to subvert 
Or shake his high desert. 

Long did he reign ; and, when he died, 
the tear 

Of nnivorsal grief bedewed his honoured 
bier. 

Thus was a Brother by a Brother saved ; 
\Vith whom a crown (temptation that 
hath set 

Discord ' in hearts of men till they have 
braved 

Their nearest kin with deadly purpose 
met) f 

’Gainst duty weighed, and faithful love, 
did seem 

A' thing of no esteem ; 


And, from this triumph ofiaftsDiAGHi 
He bone tb» 

• EUduiel” - 

• . ifiiS. 

HI . ^ 

TO A BUTTBRFI-V * . 

I’ve watch’d you now a full haU-bouTi ' 
Self-poised upon that yellow floyirer;^. 
And, little Butterfly ! indeed " 

I know not if you sleep or feed- 
How motionless ! — ^iiot frozen sfas ,- 
More motionlesi 1 and then w 

What joy awaits you, when the breeze 
Hath found you out among ^he ' treeii. 
And calls you forfti again ! ' ' 

This pX)t of orchard-ground is ours ; ' 

My trees they are, ray Sister’s flowers ; 
Here rq^c your wings when they are 
weary ; 

Here lodge as in a sanctuary ! 

Come often to us, fear no wrong ; * 

Sit near us on the^ough I 
We'll talk of sunshine and of song. 

And summer days, when flfe were young { 
Sweef childish days, thst were as long 
As twenty da^ ari nW.* ■ ^ 

« • ' *i8oi. 

•• IV 

A FAREWELL , 
Farewell, thou little Nook of mountain- 
ground. 

Thou rocky comer in the lowest stair ' 
Of that magnificent temple which doth 
bound 

One side of our whole vale with grandeur 
rare ; 

Sweet garden-orchard, eminently fair. 

The loveliest spot that man hath ever 
found, ■ ' ’ 

Farewell !— we leave thee to Heaven’s 
peaceful care. 

Thee, and the Cottage which fhpu dost 
surround. ' * ' 

Our boat is safely anchored by the shmre* 
And there will safely ride when we are 
gone ; 

The flowering shrubs that deck our 
humble door 6 

Will prosper, though untended and 
alone ; 

Fields, goods, and far-oil chattels we 
^ have none : ‘ ' * 

These nufow bounds contg^ oqr private 

Of things earth makes, and sw doth - 
shine upon ; 

Here are thtev in our slght—we have no ' 
more. . ’ \ - 

Sunshine and shower he with you, bud . 
and bell ! 4,. 
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' For two fn6ntl& bow in voni we shall ba 
sought ; * 

We you here iw solitude to dwell 
Wit^ the^ our latest gifts of tender 

• •thought', 

Thc^, like the morning, in thy safTron 

coat, 

^igbt. gowan, and marsh-marigold, 
farewell ! 

Whom from the borders of the Lake we 
.brought. 

And placed together near our rocky 
Well.^ 

We go lor One to wh«m ye will be dear ; 
And she will prize this Bower, this 
Indian shed, • 

Our own contrivance. Building without 
peer* % 

— A gentle Maid, whose heart is'lowly 
. bred, 

Whose pleasures are in wild fields 
gathered, 

With joyousness, and with a thoughtful 
cheer, • 

Will cQim: to f ou ; to ybu herself will 

wSp 

And lotre the bleised life that we lead 
here. , • 

Dear Spot ! which we have watched 
with tender heed, 

Bringing thee chosen plants and blossoms 

• blown 

Among the distant mountains, flower 
and weed. 

Which thou hast taken to thee as thy 
own. 

Making all kindness registered and 
^ known ; 

Thou for our sakes, though Nature's 
child indeed. 

Fair in thyself and beautiful alone. 
Hast taken gifts which thou dost little 
need. 

And O most constant, yet most fl^c 
. , Place, 

&at hast thy wayward moods, as thou 
" dost show * 

To then^who look not daily on thy face ; 
Who, being loved, in love no bounds 
'dost know. 

And say*sti when we forsake thee, ** Let 
them go I ” . • 

Thou easy-heaf ted Thing, witb thy wild 


Joy wiB be down in its mortality ; 

Something must stay to tell us of the 
rest. 

Here, thfong^ w/th primroses, the 
steep rock’s breast 

Glittered at e«^ening like a starry sky ; 

And in this bush our sparrow built her 
nest, 

Of which I sang one song that will not 
• die 

O^appy Garden ! whose seclusion deep 

Hath been so friendly to industrious 
hours ; 

Axjgi to soft slumbers, that did gently 
steep 

Our spirits.* carrying with them dreams 
of flowers. 

And wild notes warbled among leafy 
bowers ; 

Two burning months let summer over- 
leap. 

And, coming back with Her who will be 
ours. 

Into thy bosom we again shall creep. 

1802. 


STANZAS 

WRITTEN IN MY POCKET-COPY OF THOM- 
SON'S CASTLE OF INDOLENCE 

Within our happy Castle there dwelt 
One 

Whom without blame I may not over- 
lot»k ; 

For never sun on living creature shone 

Who more devout enjoyment with Us 
took : 

Here on his hours he hung as on a book, 

On his own time here would he float 
away, 

A9 doth a fly upon a summer brook; 

But go to-morrow, or belike to-day. 

Seek for him, — he is fled ; and whither 
none can say. 

Thus often would he leave ou!»peacefid 
home, • 

And And elsewhere his business or 
delight ; 

Out of our Valley’s limits did he roam : 

Full many a time, upon a stormy nigh-f. 

His voice came to us from the neigh- 
bouring height : 

Oft could wc see him driving full iit 
view 


• race • , At mid-day when the sun was shining 

Of weeds and flowers, till we return be bright ; 

dow^ ^ ^ What ill was on him, what he had' to do, 

And^travel with the yeat at a soft pace. ^ mighty wonder bred among bur quiet 

Help us to tett Her tal^es*of years gone crew. 

Dy» ^ m ■ piteous sight it was to see this Man 

And .this sweet spring, the best beloved When he came back to us, a withered 
andbAitf^ flowe^i — 
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Or like a sinful creature, pale and wan. 
Dbwn would he sit ; and without 
strength or power 

Look at the common grass from hour to 
hour ; ' 

And oftentimes, how long 1 fear to say, 
Where apple-trees in blossom made a 
bower, 

Retired in that sunshiny shade he lay ; 
And, like a naked Indian, slept himself 
away. 

Great wonder to our gentle tribe it was 
Whenever from our Valley he withdrew ; 
For happier soul no living creature Mhs 
Than he had, being here the long day 
through. ' 

Some thought he was a lover, and did 
woo : 

Some thought far worse of him, and 
judged him wrong ; 

But verse was what he had been wedded 
to; 

And his own mind did like a tempest 
strong 

Come to him thus, and drove the weary 
Wight along. 

With him there often walked in friendly 
guise, 

Or lay upon the moss by brook or tree, 
A noticeable Man with large grey eyes. 
And a pale face that seemed undoubtedly 
As if a blooming face it ought to be ; 
Heavy his low-hung lip did oft appear, 
Deprest by weight of musing Phantasy ; 
Profound his forehead was, though not 
severe ; 

Yet some did think that he had little 
business here. 

Sweet heaven foiefend ! his was a law- 
ful right ; 

Noisy he was, and gjjmesome as a boy ; 

\ His limbs would toss about him with 
delight 

Like bravahes when strong winds the 
« trees annoy. 

Nor lacked his calmer hours device or 
toy 

To banish listlessness and irksome care ; 
He would have taught you how you 
might employ 

Yourself : and many did to him repair, — 

' And c.ertes not in vain ; he had inven- 
tions rare. 

: ' Expedients, too, of simplest sort he 
tried : 

Long blades of grass, plucked round him 
as.he layj: 

'Made, to his ear attentively applied, 
A pipe on which the wind would deftly 
jday s 


Glasses he had, that Uttle diiags dto*. 

The & panoplied in gems aj^d gedd, 
A mailed an^l on a battle-da]^ ; 

The mysteries that cups * of floors 
enfold, * 

And all the gorgeous sights which iairies 
do btthold. ^ ^ 

He would entice that other Man to hear 
His music, and to view his image^ : 
And, sooth, thesis two were eaclf to 1 ||/b 
other dear : 

No livelier love in such a place ^uld be 
There did they dwell — from earthly 
labour free. 

As happy spirits as were ever seen ; 
If but a bird, to keep them company. 

Or butterfly sate down, they were, I 
wftjn, ■ * 

As pleased as if the same had been a 
Maiden-queen. * 

iSoz, 

VI 

, .LOUISA ^ 

APTKR ACCOMFANiV^G fir.Rfl ON^HIMOUN- 
TAIS EXCUI^SjiON 

1 MET Lpuisa in the shade, 

And, having seen thit lovely Maid. 
Why should I fear to say » 

That, nymph-like, she is fleet and strong. 
And down the rocks can leap along 
Like rivulets in May ? 

She loves her fire, her cottage-home ; 

Yet o’er the moorland will she roam 
In weather rough and bleak ; 

And, when against the wind she strains. 
Oh ! might I kiss the mountain fains 
That sparkle on her cheek. 

Take all that’s mine beneath the moon,” 
If 1 with her but half a noon 
May sit beneath the walls 
Of some old cave, or mossy nook. 

When up she winds along the brook 
To hunt the waterfalls. 

1805: 

VII " 

Strange fits of passion have I ttaown : 
And I will dare to tell. 

But in the Lover’s ear alone. 

What once to me befel. 

^\!^en she I loved looked* every day 
Fresh as a rose in June^ ■** .. 

1 to her cottage bent my way, ' 

Beneath an evening-moon. . / 

Upon the moon I fixed my eye,' ' ^ 

All over the wide lea ; ^ * 

With quickening pace my horse drew 
nigh • 

Those paths so dear, to me. i « 
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A|»d now we reached the orchard-plot ; 

as we cUmbed the hill; • 

The sinking moon to Lucy's cott 
Came near,, and nearer still. 

_ ** * • 

*ln one of those sweet dreams I slept. 
Kind Nature’s gentlest boon ! 

- And all the while my eyes 1 kept 
Cki the descending moon. * 

My horse moved on ; hoof after hoof 
He ^raised, and never stopped : 

Wnen down behind th® cottage roof. 
At once, the bright moon dropped. 

What fon& and way^yard thoughts will 
slide 

Into a Lover’s head ! • 

" O mercy ! ” to mj'self I cried, 

"If Lucy should be dead ! ” » 

. VITI 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the spring^oof Dove, 

A Maid whom ^here were none to praise 
And very few to love : ^ ^ 

A viole|1|sr a sne^y <^ofle 
Half hidden fr<)pi the ! 

— Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in th% sky. * 

She liv%d unknown, and few could 
know 

• When Lucy ceased to be ; 

But she is in her grave, and, oh. 

The difference to me ! 

1799- 

IX 

I TRAVELLED among unknown men. 
In lands beyond Abe sea ; 

Nor, England ! did I know till then 
What love I bore to thee. 

'Tis past, that melancholy dream ! 

Nor will I quit thy shore 
A second time ; for still I seem 
To love thee more and more, 
aong thy mountains did I feel 
The joy of my desire ; 

And sh^l cherished turned her wheel 
Besid9an English fire. 

Thy mornings showed, thy nights con- 
cealed 

The bowers' where Lucy played ; • 

And thine too Is the last green field 
That Lucy's eyes surveyed. • 

1799- 

X 

Ere* with col4 beads of tnidnight dew 
Had mingled tears of tliine, 

1 grieved, fo^ Youth ! that thou shouldst 
'.To haught]f Geraldiae. ^ [sue 


Immoveable by generous 5ighs» 

S^ie glories in a train 
Who drag, beneath our native skies, 
An oriental chain. 

Pine not like them* with arms across. 
Forgetting in thy care 
How the fast-rooted trees can toss 
Their branches in mid air. 

The humblest rivulet will take 
]^s own wild liberties; 

And, every day, the imprisoned lake 
Is flowing in the breeze. 

Then, crouch no more on suppliant knee,. 

lint scorn with scorn outbrave ; 

A Briton, even in love, should be 
A subject,' not a slave ! 

1826.. 

XI 

TO 

Look at the fate of summer flowers,. 
Which blow at daybreak, droop ere 
even-song ; 

And, grieved for their brief date, confess 
that ours. 

Measured by what we are and ought to 
be. 

Measured by all that, trembling, wc 
foresee, 

Is not so long ! 

If human Life do pass away, 

Perishing yet more swiftly thgn the 
flower. 

If we arc creatures of a winter's day ; 
What space hath Virgin’s beauty to dis- 
close 

Her sweets, and triumph o’er the breath- 
ing rose ? 

Not even an hour ! 

The deepest grove whose foliage hid' 
riSB happiest lovers Arcadv might boast, 
Could not the entrance of this thought 
forbid : 

O be thou wise as they, soul- gifted Maid !' 
Nor rate too high wh.at must scvquickl3r 
fade, ^ 

So soon be lost. 

Then shall love teach some virtuous- 
Youth 

" To draw, out of the object of his eyes,’*' 
The while on thee they gaze in simple- 
truth. 

Hues more exalted, *' a refined Fonn,'*' 
That dreads not age, nor suffers fromi 
the worm. 

And never dies, 

1834- 

XII 

THE FORSAKEN 

The peace ’which others seek they find f 
The heaviest storms not longest last} 
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Heaven granta even to the guiltiest mind 
An amnesty fcxc what is past ; « 

When will my sentence be reversed ? 
I only pray to know the worst ; 

And wish as if my* heart would burst. 

0 weary struggle ! silent years 
Tell seemingly no doubtful tale : 

And yet they leave it short, and fears 
And hopes are strong and will prevail. 
My calmest faith escapes not pain ; • 
And» feeling that the hope is vain, * 

1 think that he will come again. 

XIII . 

’Tis said, that some have died for love : 
And here and there a church«yard grave 
is found 

lu the cold north’s unhallowed ground. 
Because the wretched man himself had 
slain. 

His love was such a grievous pain. 

And' there is one whom I five years 
have known ; 

He dwells alone 
Upon Helvellyn’s sk’e ; 

He loved — the pretty Barbara died ; 
And thus he makes his moan : 

Tliree years had Barbara in her grave 
been laid 

When thus his moan he made : 

** Oh, move, thou Cottage, from behind 
that oak I 

Or let the aged tree uprooted lie. 

That in some other way yon smoke 
May mount into the sky ! 

The clouds pass on ; they from the 
heavens depart : 

I look — the sky is empty spacti ; 

T know nut what I trace ; 

But when I cease to look, my hand is on 
my heart. ,« 

O 1 what a weight is in these shades ! 
Ye leaves. 

That murmur once so dear, when will 
it cea&e ? 

Yow sound my heart of rest bereaves. 
It robs my heart of peace. 

Thou Thrush, that singest loud — and 
loud and free. 

Into yon row of willows flit. 

Upon that alder sit ; 

Or sing another song, or choose another 
tree. 

Roll back, sweet Rill ! back to thy 
mountain-bounds. 

And there for ever be thy waters chained ! 
For thou dost haunt the air with sounds 
AXhat cannot be sustained ; 

'H still beneath that pine-tree’s ragged 
bough 

^Headlong yon waterfall must come, 


Oh let it then be dilifd> 1 
Bo anything, s^veiet Rill, btft that which' 
thou art now. 

Thou Eglantine, so bright wkh suqny 
showers. 

Proud as a rainbow spanning half the 
vale. 

Thou onl! fair shrub, oh ! shed thyk 
flowers. 

And stir not in the gale. 

For thus to see^thee nodding in 4he dfaL. 
To see thy arch thus stretch and bend,’ 
Thus rise and thus descend,—^ 

Disturbs me till the« sight is more than 
1 can bear.'* 

The Mall who makes this feverish com- 
plain^ 

Is one of agiant statute, who coujd dance 
Equip^d from head to foot in iron 
mail. e 

Ah gentle Love ! if ever thought was 
thine 

To store up kindred hours for me, thy 
fa^e 

Turn from me,*gentle ! nor let me 
walk ^ * * 

Within the sound of Ehflna’s voice, nor 

knoTiV • 

Such happiness as I have known to-day. 

ftoo. 

XIV 

A COMPLAINT 

Thfri<: is a change — and 1 am poor v 
Your Jove hath been, nor long ago, 
A fountain at my fond heart’s door. 
Whose only business' vras to flow ; 

And flow it did ; not taking heed 
Of its own bounty, ^ my need. 

What happy moments did I coUiit'l 
Blest was 1 then all bliss above 1 
Now, for that consecrated fount 
Of murmuring, sparkling, living love. 
What have I ? shall I dare to tell ? 

A comfortless and hidden well. 

A well of love — ^It may be deep — 

I trust it is, — and never dry : 

What matter ? if the waters sle0|;> 

In silence and obscurity. 

— Such change, and at the very door 
Of my fond heart, hath made nuf poor, 
t i5o6. - 

. XV • 

TO ^ .. • 

ILet other bards of angels sing. 

Bright suus without a spot t 
But thou art ^no such perfect thiflg : 
Rejoice that thou art nof 1 

Heed not tlio’ none sh6uld call 
So, Mary, let it be ^ 
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Ji sought in loveUnew Qomp^ 

^ ' Wi^ wh^t thou art to m, 

True beauty 4wells in deep^etreats. 
Wfacise veil is unromoved 
• Tilt*heart* with heart in' concord beats. 
And the lovw 'is beloved. 

1S24. 

. . XVI . 

YSS ! thou art fair, yet be not moved 
To scorn the declaration. 

That sQpietipies 1 in thee have loved 
* My fancy’s own creation. 

Imagination needs, must stir ; 

Dear Maid, this Iruth believe. 

Minds that have nothing to confer 
Find little to perceive. * 

Be pleased that nature ina^s thee ht 
To feed my heart’s dcvoticji,,^ 

By la'ws to which all Forms submit 
i(n sky, air, earth, and ocean. 


Xlsill 

How rich tha^ forehead’s calm expanse ' 
How bright that heaven-directed ^aricc ! 
— ^Waft her Jo^glor’^ jwingM Powers, 
Ere sorrow be renewed, * 

And intercourse flirith mortal hours 
Bring bark a huntbler mood I •* 

So loo]^ed Cecilia when she drew 
An Angel from his station ; 

So looked : not ceasing to pursue 
Her tuneful adoration I 

But hand and voice alike are still ; 

No sound here sweeps away the will' 
That gave it birth : in service meek 
One upright arm sustains the cheek, 
And one across’ the bosom lies — 

That rose, and now forgets to rise, 

' Subdued by breathless hannonies 
Of meditative feeling ; 

Mute strains from worlds beyond the 
skies, 

. Through the pure light of female eyes. 
Their sanctity revealing ! 

w xvni 

What heavenly smiles 1 O Lady mine 
Throuih my very heart they shine; 
And, if my brow gives back their light. 
Do thou look gladly on the sight ; 

As the dear Moon with modest pride 
Beholds hpf own bright beams * 
Reflected from the tnbuntaia's side • 
"And '^om the headlong std^ams. 

m TO , 

O QEARER fgr than light and life are 
dear, , ^ 

Full oft gmrjhufuan foresight 1 deplore ; 


Trembling, through my unworthhieset 
with fear 

Tlmt friends, by death disjoined, may 
meet no more ! 

Misgivings, hard to .vanquish or control. 

Mix with the day, and cross the hour of 
rest ; 

While all the future, for thy purer 
soul. 

With “ sober certainties ” of love is blest. 

That sigh of thine, not meant for human 
. ear, 

Tells that these words thy humbleness 
offend : 

Yet bear me up —else faltering in the 
rear ^ 

Of a steep march : support me to the 
end. 

Peace settles where the intellect is meek. 

And Love is dutiful in thought and 
deed ; 

Tlirough Thee communion with that 
Love 1 seek : 

The faith Heaven strengthens where he 
moulds the Creed • 

1824. 

XX 

LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF 
SCOTS 

ON THE LVE OF A NEW YEAR 
I ► 

Smtlf. of the Moon ! -for so I name 

That silent (Meeting from above ; 

A gentle flash of light that came 

From her whom drooping captives love ; 

Or art thou of still higher birth ? 

Thou that didst part the clouds of earth, 

My torpor to reprove ! 


Bright boon of pitying Heaven 1 — alas, 
I may not trust thy placid rdieer ! 
Pondeiing that Time to-night will pass 
The threshold of another year ; 

For years to me are sad and dbll ; 

My very moments are too full ^ 

Of hopelessness and fear. 


And yet, the soul -awakening glegm. 
That 'struck perchance the farthest edne 
Of Scotland's rocky wilds, did seem 
To visit me, and me alone ; 

Me, iinapproachcd by any friend, 

Save those who to my sorrows lend 
Tears due unto their own. 


To-night the church-tower bells will ring 
Through these 'wild realms a festive peal ; 
To the new year a welcoming s 
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A tuneful offering for the weal 
. Of happy millions lulled in sle^ ; 

While I am" forced to watch and wetp« 
By Vounds that may not heal. 

w 

Born all too high, by wedlock raised 
Still higher — to be cast thus low ! 

Would that mine eyes had never gazed 
On aught of more ambitious show 
Than the sweet flowerets of the fleldg ! 
^It is my royal state that yields * 
This bitterness of woe. 

VI 

Yet- how ? — for I, if there be truth • 
In the world's voice, was passing fair ; 
And beauty, for confiding ybulh, 

Those shocks of passion can prepare 
That kill the bloom before its time ; 
And blanch, without the owner's crime. 
The most resplendent hair. 

VII 

TTnblest distinction I showered on me 
'io bind a lingering life in chains : 

All that could quit my grasp, or flee. 
Is' gone ; — but not the subtle stains 
Fixed in the spirit ; for even here 
Can 1 be proud that jealous fear 
Of what 1 was remains. 

VIII 

A Womazit rules niy prison's key ; 

A sister Queen, against the bent 
Of law and holiest sympathy, 

' JDetains me, doubtful of the event ; 
Great God, who feel'st for my distress. 
My thoughts are all that I possess, 

O keep them innocent ! 

IX 

Farewell desire of human aid. 

Which abject mortals vainly court ! V 
• By friends deceived, by foes betrayed, 
^Of fears the prey, of hopes the sport; 
"Nought but the world-redeeming Cross 
Ts able tq^supply my loss, 

My^urthen to support. 

X 

Hark ! the death-note of the year 
Sounded by the castle- clock ! 

From her sunk eyes a stagnant tear 
Stole forth, unsettled by the shock; 
But oft the woods renewed their green, 
'Ere the tired head of Scotland's Queen 
^ Reposed upon the block 1 

xSiy. 

XXI 

THE^ COMPLAINT 

OF A FORSAKEN INDIAN WOMAN 
;l‘Whea A Northem Indian, from sickness, is un- 
; ^ Kble to eoutixme hu journey ^th bis com- 


panions, he is left h^lnd, covered over wllh ' 
deerskins,, and is supplied with water, food, 
add fud, if the 'situation of the place will' • 
afford lt« He k informed of the track whi^ 
his companions intend to pursucL hod it he' 
be \mabie to follow, or overtake. tnem, he Ir- 
ishes alone in the desert : unless he sh^d 
have the good fortune to faUin with someolnw 
tribes of Indians. The fejhales ate equally, 
or still n)pre, exposed to the same fat^ S«^ 
that very interesting work Hxaknb's J ournx^ ■ 
from Hudson’s Bay to the Nokthbxii Ocean. 
lu the high northern latitudes, as the same ‘ 
writer informs u% when the northefb ligffflh 
vary their position in the air, they make a 
rustling and a crackling noise, as aUuded to in 
the following poem.] • 


Before* I see another day. 

Oh let mv body die away ! 

In sleep I heard the northern gleams ; 
The st&s, they were among my dreams ; 
In rustling conflict through the skins, 

I heard. 1 saw the flashes drive. 

And yet they are ugMn my eyes. 

And yet I am alive : 

Before I see another day. 

Oh let my bod/c^e awa]^f 

• ff * * 

My Are is dead ; it knAtr no pain ; 

Yet is it^dead, and 1 remain : 

All stiff with ice the ashes lie ; • 

And they are dead, and I will die. 

When I was well, 1 wished to live, 

For clothes, for warmth, for food, and 
fire : 

But they to me no joy can give. 

No pleasure now, and no desire. 

Then here contented will I lie ! 

Alone, I cannot fear to die. 

III 

Alas ! ye might have dragged me cm 
Another day, a single one ! 

Too soon I yielded to despair ; 

Why did ye listen to my prayer ? 

When ye were gone my limbs were 
stronger ; 

And oh, how grievously I rue. 

That, afterwards, a little longer. 

My friends, I did not follow 3mu ! 

For strong and without pain 1 lay. 

Dear friends, when ye were gon^away. 

IV 

My child ! they gave thee to another, 

A gvoman who was not thy mother, 
^^en from my arms my Babe they took. 
On me h<^ strangely' did he took ! ' « 
Through his whole body aomething ran, 
A most strange working did I 'see ; 

— As if he strove to be a man. 

That he mightcpull the ^edge for iitib: 
And then he stretched h& grms, how 
wild I , ■ 

Ob inercy ! lik^ a heiplpsa 
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' ■ My little joy ! my little pride 1 ' - 

.. In two days more I must hai/e died, 
'then do iiot weep and grieve tor me ; 

1 feel I mftst have died with thee. 

O ^nd, that o'er my head art flving 
The way my friends their course did bend, 
' 1 should not feel the pain of d ving, 
(^uldT with thee a message send : 

Too soon, my friends, ye went away ; 
For I had many things to say. 

VI 

ril follovn you across the snow ; 

Ye travel heavily ard slow ; 

In spite of all my weary pain 
I’ll look upon your tents again. ^ 

— My fire is dead, and snowy white 
The water which beside it stood : 

The wolf 'has come to me to-ni^h«/, 

• And he has stolen away my food. 

Fcf ever left alone am I ; 

Then wherefore shou{,j I fear to die ? 


Young as I am^^my course, is run, « 

I shall not see^rypther^sun ; 

I cannot lift my^limbs tif know 
If they have any^ife or no. 

My poor forsaken Child, if I 
For on^ could have thee close to me. 
With happy heart I then would die. 
And my last thought would happy be ; 

• But thou, dear Babe, art far away. 
Nor shall I see another day. 

1791- 

XXII 

THE LAST OF THE FLOCK 

I 

In distant countries have I been. 

And yet I have not often seen 
A healthy man, a man full grown, 
,Weep in the public roads, alone. 

But such a one, on English ground, 

' .And in the broad highway, I met ; 

‘ Along the broad highway he came, 
cmceks with tears were wet : 

• .^Stwdy he seemed, though he was sad. 

And in arms a Lamb he had. 

II 

He saw me, and he turned aside. 

As if he wished himself to hide : ^ 

And with his qpat did then essay ^ 
To wipe those briny tears awav- 
1 i^lowed him, and said, ** M/ friend. 
What alls you ? wherefore weep you 
, so ? ” 

*** S^ame on me. Sir 1 this lusty Lamb, 
Me makes my«teacs to flow. 

To-day 1 fetched him from the rock ; 
tie ie tiw lasj pt ill my flock. 


ni 

Wt^n I was young, a single man. 

Ana after youthful follies ran, 

Though little given to care and thought. 
Yet, so it was. an ev/e 1 bought ; 

And other sheep from her I raised. 

As healthy sheep as you might sec ; 

And then I married, and was rich 
As I could wish to be : 

Of sheep I numbered a full score, 

A»jd every year increased my store. 

IV 

I Year after year my stock it grew ; 

[ Arxi from this one, this single ewe, 

I Full fifty comely sheep 1 raised. 

As fine a fl.»ck as ever grazed ! 

Upon the Quantock hills they fed ; 
They throve, and wc at home did thrive 
— ^'Fhis lusty l.amb of all my store 
Is all that is alive ; 

And now I care not if we die. 

And perish all of poverty. 

V 

Six Children, Sir ! had 1 to feed ; 
HardTabour in a time of need ! < 

My pride was tamed, and in our grief 
I of the Parish asked relief. 

They said, I was a wealthy man ; 

My sheep upon the uplands fed, 

And it was fit that thence I took 
Whereof to buy us bread. 

“ Do this ; how can wc give to you,” 
They cried, “ what to the poor is due ? 

VI 

I sold a sheep as they had said. 

And bought my little children bread. 
And they were healthy with their food ; 
For me — ^it never did me good. 

A woeful time it was for me. 

To see the end of all my gains. 

The pretty flock which I had reared 
With all my care and pains. 

To see it melt like snow away — 

For me it was a woeful day. ^ 

VII t? 

Another still ! and still another ! 

A little lamb, and then its mother ! 

It was a vein that never stopped — 

! Like blood-drops from my heart they 
I dropped. 

I Till thirty were not left alive 
I They dwindled, dwindled, one by one ; 
And I may say, that many a time 
I wished they all were gone — 

Reckless of what might come at last 
Were but the bitter struggle past. 

VIII 

To wicked (feeds 1 was inclined. 

And wickefd fancies crossed my mind; 
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And every man 1 chanced to see> 

I thougbt^he kqew some ill of me: 

No peace, no pomfort coulcl I find, * 

No ec^se, within doors or without : 

And, crazily apd wi^arily 
I wept my work about ; 

And oft was moved to flee from home. 
And hide my head where wild beasts 
‘ roam. 


• 

Sir F *twas a precious flcx'.k to ino, * 

As dear as my own children be ; 

For daily with my growing store 
I loved my children more and mor^. 
Alas ! it was an evil time ; 

God cursed me in my sore distress ; 

I prayed, yet every day I thought 
I loved my children less ; 

And every week, and every day. 

My flock, it seemed to mcJt awa 3 '. 

X 

They dwindled. Sir, sad sight to see ! 
From ten to five, from five to three, 

A lamb, a wether, and a ewe ; — 

And then at last from three to two ; 
And, of my fifty, yesterday 
I had but only one : 

And here it lies upon my arm, 

Alas ! and I have none ; — 

To-day 1 fetched it from the rock ; 

It is the last of all my flock.*’ 

1798- 


XXIII 

“ REPENTANCE 

A PASTORAL QALLAD 

The fields which with covetous spirit we 
sold, 

Those beautiful fields, the delight of the 
day. 

Would have brought^ us more good than 
a burthen of gold. 

Could we blit have been as contented 
as they, 

V^en the troublesome Tempter beset 
us, said I, 

** Let him come, with his purse proudly 
grasped in his hand ; 

But, Allan, be true to me. Allan, — 
we’ll die 

Before he shall go with an inch of the 
land ! ” . 

There dwelt we, as happy as birds in 
their bowers ; 

Unfettered as jt^ees that in gardens abide ; 

We could do what we liked with the 
land, it was ours ; 

And for us the brook murmured that 
ran by its aide* 


But now we arcr strangers, go' early Or 
late ; ' , . ' ; 

And o^n, like ope ovepburthened 
sin, 

With my hand on the latc}i fxf the«i(alf- 
opened gate, 

I look at the fields, but I cannot go ip I 


When BwaUc by the hedge on ^ briglit 
summer’s day, 

Or sit in the shade of my grandfather’s 
tree, _ • •'jg 

A stern face it puts on, as if ready to say. 
What ails you, that you must come 
creeping to mg ! ” ^ '• 

With our pastures about us, we could 
uAt be sad ; 

Our comfort was near if we ever ^ere 

But the comfort, the blessings, and^ 
wealth that we had, • 

We slighted them all, — and oip: birth- 
right was lost^ 


Oh, fll-judging sire of A innocent sop 
Who^iust now be a wanderer I buf peace 
to that sb^'fln^ • • 

Think of evening's expose when our 
labour was dong. 

The sabbath’s return ; and its leisure’s 
soft chain l • 


And in sickness, if night had been sparing 
of sleep. 

How cheerful, at sunrise, the hill where 
I stood, 

Looking down on the kine, and our 
treasure of sheep 

That besprinkled the field ; ’twas like 
youth in my blood ! 

Now 1 cleave to the house, and am difll 
as a snail ; 

And, oftentimes, hear the church -hell 
with a sigh. 

That follows the thought — We’ve no 
land in the vale, 

Save six feet of earth where our forer 
fathers lie ! 

^i8p4. 

XXIV 

THE AFFLICTION OF 

• MARGARET 

• I . • 

Where art thop, my beloved Son, 

Where art thou, worse to roe than dead 1 

Oh find me, prosperous or undone 1 

Or, if the gras'e be now thy bed, • 

Why am I ignorant of tl^e safno 

That I may resti »and blatne ^ 

Nor sorrow may attend tl^ i|pine 7^ 
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OS 


11 

&vea years* alas t to have received 
No tidinjs of an only child ; ^ 

To have deapaired, have hoped, believed, 
• Ana been for evermore beguiled ; 
3oflc(el;inde's with thoughts of very bliss 1 
1 catch at 'th'ein, and then 1 miss ; 

Mfns ever darkness like to thir,? 

tit 

He-was aimong the prime in worth, 

An object beauteous to behold ; 

AVell borm well bred ; I sent him forth 
Ingenuous, innocent and bold : 

If things ensued that wanted grarc. 
As hath been said, they were not base ; 
And never blush was on my face/ 


IX 

I lopk for ghosts ; but none Mali force 
Their way to me : 'tis falsely said 
That there was ever intercourse 
Between the living and the dead ; 

For, surely, then 1 ehould have sight 
Of him f wait 'foi day and night. 

With love and longings infinite. 

X 

apprehensions come in crowds ; 

I dread the rustling of the grass ; 

The very shadows of the clouds 
Have power to shake me as they pass : 
I Cihestion things and do not find 
One that will answer to my mind ; 

And all the World appears unkind. 


Ah I little doth the young-one dream, 
Wien full of play and childish cares, 
.What power is in his wildest scream, 
"Heard by his mothei’^nawares ! 

He knows it nc'4» he cannot guess : 

Years to a mo.ther bring distress 
But do not her ^ove the less. 

*.v • 

jNeglect me ! no. I buffered long ** 

From that ill thought ; and, being blind. 
Said, Pride shall help me in iiiy S^Toug 
Kind mother have I been, as kind 
' As ever breathed : and that is true ; 
Tve wet my path with tears like dew. 
Weeping for him when no one knew. ' 


vi 

My Son, if thou be humbled, po(^r. 
Hopeless 'of honour and of gain. 

Oh ! do not dread thy mother’s door ; 
.Think not of me with grief and pain : 
I now can see with better eyes ; 

And worldly i^andeur I despise. 

And fortune with her gifts and lies. 


VII 

Aiut the fo^ls of heaven have wings. 
And blasts of heaven will aid their flight 
They'nmuat — how short a vx>yage brings 
The wmderers back to their delight ! 
Chains tie us down by land and sea ; 
And wishes, vain as mine may be. 

All that is left to comfort thee. ^ 

VIII ^ 

Perhaps sonie dungeon bears thee groai 
Maim^, mangled by' inhuman men ; 
Or thou upon a desert thrown 
iab^.test the lion’s den ; • 

Obr hast been £uihmoned to the deep, 
Ahoi}, tiiou and all mates, to keep 
in<;oriig;^ut|jcable sleep. 


XI 

Beyond participation lie 
My troubles, and beyond relief : 

•If any chance to heave a sigh. 

They pity me, and not my grief. 

Then come to me, my son, or send 
Some tidings that my woes may end ; 

I have no other earthly friend ! 

1804. 

XXV 

THE cottager TO HER 
INFANT 

DV ViY SISTER 

The days arc cold, the nights are long, 
The north-wind sings a doleful song ; 
Then hush again upon my breast ; 

All merry things are now at rest. 

Save tiiee, iny pretty Love ! 

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth. 

The crickets long have ceased their 
mirth ; 

There’s no tiling stirring in the house 
Save one wee, hungry, nibbling mouse. 
Then why so busy thou ? 

Nay ! start not at that sparkling tight ; 
'Tis but the moon that shines so bright 
On the window pane bedrop^d w^h 
rain : 

i Then, little Darling ! sleep again. 

And wake when it is day. 

r8o5. 

XXVI 

MATERNAL GRIEF 
Departed Child ! I could forget thee once. 
Though at my bosom nursed ; this woeful 
gain 

Thy dissolution brings, -that in my soul 
Is present -and perpetually ^abides 
A shadow, never, never' to' be displaced 
By the returning substance, seen ct 
touched. 
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Seen by mine eyesp or clasped ih my em- 
' brace* * 

Absence and death how differ they 1 tind 
how 

Shall 1 admit thatrnothing can restore 
What one short sigh so easily removed ? — 
.Death, lif^ and sleep, reality and thought, 
.Assist me, God, their boundaries to know, 
O teach me calm submission to thy Will 1 

The Child she mourned had over- 
stepped the pale 

Of Intaiicy, but still did breathe the air 
That saiictilies its conffnes, and partook 
l<(5dccted beams of that celestial light 
To all the Little-ones on sinful earth 
Not unvouclisafed — a light that warmed 
and cheered 

Those several qualities of heart and mind 
Which, ill her own blest nature, rooted 
deep. 

Daily before the Mother’s watchful eye,^ 
And not hers only, their peculiar charms 
Unfolded, — beauty, for its present self, 
And for its promises to future years. 
With not unfrequent rapture fondly 
hailed. 

Have you espied upon a dewy lawn 
A pair of Leverets each iirovokirig each 
To a coutinuaucc of their fearless sport. 
Two separate Creatui;es in their several 
gifts 

Abounding, but so fashioned that, in all 
That Nature prompts thuiii to display, 
their looks, 

Their starts of motion and their fits of 
rest. 

An undistinguishable style appears 
' And character of gladness, as if Spring 
Lodged in their innocent bosoms, and the 
spirit 

Of the rejoicing morning were their ovu^. 

A 

Such union, in the lovely Girl main- 
tained 

. And her twin Brother, had the parent 
seeii, 

^ Efb, pouncing like a ravenous bird of prey, 

. Deaui in a moment parted them, and leu 
' The Mother, in her turns of anguish, 
worse 

Than desolate ; for oft-times from the 
sound 

' Of the survivor's sweetest voice (dear 
child, 

, He knew it not) and from his happiest 
. looks, 

Did she extract the food of self-reproach, 

' As one that lived ungrateful for the stay 
;:By heaven afforded to uphold her maimed 
'^;;^ad tottering spirit. And full oft the Boy, 
V ;Kow first acg^iainted with distress and 
; .grief. 


DN THE AFFECTIONS 

Sh^k from his Mother's jireseafimL: 

.shunned with fear , . ; 

Her sad^pproachi and stole away to 
In his known haunts of joy where'er be 
might, . • •• f 

A mote congenial object. But, as Time 
Softened her pangs arid reconciledtbe 
child 

To whaf he saw, be gradually neffumed. 
Like a scared Bird encouraged to renew 
A broken intercourse ; and, while his eyes 
Were yet with pensive fear and gCntle^db 
Turned upon bet who bore him, she 
would stoop a ^ 

To imprint a kiss >hat lacked not power 

to spread 

Faint colour over both their pallid cheeks. 
And stilled his tremulous lip. Thus they 

we^ calmed , 

And Cheered ; and now together breathe 
fresh air 

In open fields ; and when the glare of day 
Is gone, and twiligj^t to the Mother’s wish 
Befriends the observance, readily they 
join • 

In walks whose boundiiry is the lost 
One’s gravj#, ' * 

Which he with flowers hath planted, 
finding there . 

Amusement, where the Mother does not 
miss • 

Dear consolation, kneeling on the turf 
In prayer, yet blending with that solemn , 
rite 

Of pious faith the vanities of grief ; 

For such, by pitying Angels and by 
Spirits 

Transferred to regions upon which the 
clouds 

Of our weak nature rest not, must be 
deemed 

Those willing tears, and unforbidden 
sighs, 

And all those tokens of a cherished 
sorrow. 

Which, soothed and sweetene^l by the 
grace of Heaven ‘ . 

As now it is, seems to her own fond heart. 
Immortal as the love that gave it being. 

. ' # 

XXVII 

, THE SAILOR’S MOTHER 

' One morning (raw it and wet — , 
A fog*t,y day in wint^ time) 'j 
A Woman on the toad I met. 

Not old, though something past her. 

prime : - 

Majestic her pei^son, tall ^ and 
straight ; - . 

And like a Roman xt^itroa's was her 
, . mien ,andg;ai^,^ . . u, / . „ / - 
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The dAdeat spirit is not dead ; 

.. Old times, thought 1, are breathing 
there; • 

.. l^ud lisas I that my country bred 
Such strength, a dignity so fair : 

She begged an alms, like one in poor 

• estate ; 

Xslodktd at her again, nor did «ay pride 
. abate. 

When from these lofty thoughts I 

* wolte. -• 

“ What is it,** said I, *' that you bear. 
Beneath the covert of your Cloak. 
Protected from this cold damp air ? ** 
She answered, soon as she the question 
heard, « 

** A simple burthen. Sir, a little Singing- 
bird.** 

And. t^us continuing, she said.* 
a 1 had a Son, who many a day 
nailed on the seas, but he is dead ; 

In Denmark he wgs cast away : 

And I have travelled weary miles 
to See • 

If aught whitii he had* owned hnight I 
still remditf^for nie.* . j 

The bird and c^i%e they both were his : I 
’Twas my Son*s» bird ; and neat and * 
trim 

He Kept it : many voyages 
The singing-bird had gone with him ; 
When last he sailed, he left the bird 
behind : 

From bodings, as might be, that hung 
upon his mind. 

He to a feliow-lodger*s care 
Had left it, to be watched and fed. 
And pipe its song in safety ; — there 
1 found it when my Son was dead ; 
And now, God help me for my little 
wit I 

I bear it with me. Sir ; — he took so much 
' delight in it.*’ 

1800. 


.V,. XX VIII 

,TH]^ CHILDLESS FATHER 
*' CJPf Timothy, up with your staff and 
av%y ! 

Not a soul in the village this morning 
will stay ; 

The hare has just started from Hamil- 
ton’s grounds, * 

And Skiddawls glad with the cry of tlJh 
• hounds.*’ • 


— Of coats and of jackets grey, scarlet, 
_ and green. 

On^e slopes of the pastures all colours 
were see»; * . 

^ With their .pcunely blue aprons, and caps 
* While ai snow,* [show. , 

r. ^ • iioiw«y 


Fresh sprigs of green box -wood, not 
e six months before. 

Filled the funeral basin^ at Timothy’s 
door ; 

A coffin through Timothy’s threshold 
had past ; 

One Child did it bear, and that Child 
was his last. 


N^w fast up the dell came the noise and 
^ the fray, 

The horse and the horn, and the hark ! 
hark away ! 

Old Timothy took up his staff, and he 
• shut 

With a leisurely motion the door of his 
hut. • 


Perhaps to himself at that moment he 
said ; 

** The key I must take, for my Ellen is 
dead.” 

But of this in my ears not a word did he 
speak ; 

And he went to the chase with a tear on - 
his cheek. 

x8oo. 


XXIX 


THE EMIGRANT MOTHER 


Once in a lonely hamlet 1 sojourned 
In which a Lady driven from France 
did dwell ; 

The big and lesser griefs with which she 
mourned. 

In friendship she to me would often tell. 

This Lady, dwelling upon British ground. 
Where she was childless, daily would 
repair 

To a pour neighbouring cottage ; as I 
• found. 

For sake of a young Child whose 
home was there. 

Once having seen her clasp with fond ^ 
embrace «• 

This Child, 1 chanted to myself a Lay, 
Endeavouring, in our English tongue, 
to trace 

Such things as she unto the Babe might ' 
say : 

And thus, from what 1 heard and knew, 
or guessed. 

My song the workings of her heart ' 
expressed. 

1 In several parts of the North of England. ' 
when a funeral takes nlace, a basin full of sprig i 
of box-wood is placed at the door of the house ' 
from which the coffin is taken up, and each per- 
son who attends the funeral ordinarily takes 
iprig of this' boa-wood, and throws H into the , 
jgrflVB of the |ecsased. 
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** Dear B^e, tbou daughter of anotrier. 
One moment. let me be thy mother! 
An infant’s face and looks arc thine 
And sure a mother’s heart is mine : 

Thy own dear mother’s far away. 

At labour in the harvest field : 

Thy little sister is at plav; — 

'What warmth, what comfort would it 
yield 7 

To my poor heart, if thou wouldst' be 
One little hour a child to me ! 

II 

Across the waters I am conic. 

And 1 have left a babe at home : 

A long, long way of land and sea ! 

Come to me — I’m no eneiiiv : 

' I am the same who at thy side 
Sate Yesterday, and made a nest 
For thee, sweet Baby ! — thou hast tried. 
Thou loiow’st the pillow of my breast ; 
Good, good art thou *. — alas i to me 
Far more than I can be to thcc. 

in 

Here, little Darling, dost thou lie ; 

An infant thou, a mother 1 1 
Mine wilt thou be, thou hast no fears ; 
Mine art thou — spite of these my teiu-s. 
Alas ! before I left the spot. 

My baby and its dwelling-place ; 

The nurse said to me, ‘ Tears should not 
Be shed upon an infant’s face. 

It was unluoky * — no, no, no ; 

No truth is in them who say so ! 

IV 

My own dear Little-one will sigh, 

Sweet Babe ! and they will let him die. 
‘ He pines,’ they’ll say, ‘ it is his doom. 
And you may see his hour is come.’ 

Oh ! had he but tjiy cheerful smiW, 
Limbs stout as thiiic, and lips as gay, 
Thy looks, thy cunning, and thy wiles. 
And countenance like a summer’s day. 
They would have hopes of him ; — and 
then 

I'should behold his face again I 
V 

’Tis gone — like dreams that we forget ; 
There was a smile or two — yet — yet 
t Can remember them, I see 
The smiles, worth all the world to me. 
Dear Baby 1 1 must lay thee down ; 
Thou troublest me with strange alarms ; 

f miles hast thou, bright ones of thy own ; 

cannot keep thee in my arms ; . 

' For they ebnfoUnd me ; — where— where 
; ‘is 

''That last, that sweetest smile of his ? 


VI 

Ob ! how I love thee 1 — We will stay ■. 
Together here this one half day. 

My sister’s child, who bears ny mme, s 
From France to sheltering £ngl|Lnd 
came ; 

She with her mother crossed the sea ; 

The babe and mother near me : 

Yet does my yearning heart to thee 
Turn rather, though I love her well : 
Rest, little stronger, rest thee -here I 
Never was any child more dear ! ^ 

VII ‘ 

— I cannot help it^ ill intent 
I’ve nqne, my pretty Innocent ! 

I weep — I know they do thee wrong, • 
These te^rs — and my poor idle tongue. ‘ 
Oh, a loss was that ! my cheek 
How cold it is ! but thou art good ; 

Thine eyes are on me — Ihejj would speak, 

I think, to help me if they could. 
Blessings upon tlfflt soft, warm face, 

My heart again is in its place 1 

1 - VIII T 

While thou art mifie, my little Loye, 

This cannot be a sorlMwful grove ; 
Contentment, hope, 'Uid mother’s glee, 

1 seem to find them all in thee : 

Here’s grass to play with, here arc 
flowers ; 

ril call thee by my darling’s name ; 

Thou hast, 1 think, a look of ours, 

Thy features seem to me the same ; 

His little sister thou shalt be ; 

And, when once more my home I see. 

I’ll tell him many tales of Thee.” 

1802. 

XXX 

VAUDRACOUR AND JULIA 
The following tale was written as an Episode, 
in a work from which its length may perhaps 
exclude it. The facts are true ; no invention, 
as to these has been exercised, as none was 
needed. 

I O HAPPV time of youthful lovers (thus 
My story may begin) O balmy time. 

In which a love-knot on a lad^'S brow,'; 
Is fairer than the fairest 'Star in heaven 1 
To such inheritance of blessed fancy 
(Fancy that sports more desperately 
with minds 

I'han ever fortune bath been knowii to 
do) ''' 

The high-born Vaudracour^ was brought, 
by years 

Whose progress had a little overstept>pd. 
His stripling prime. A |;own of siball 
repute. 

Among the vine*clad' mountains of An*- 
vergtie. 
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‘/Wai the Youth’s hittb^place. There 
' he wooed a Maid • 

Who beard the heart*felt music of his suit 
9 With vows. Plebeian was 

. ^the stock, . 

' Plebeian, though ingenuous, the stock, 
' ^ Ftom w^ch her graces and her honours 
• sprung : • 

And hence the father of the enamoured 
Youth, 

With hsiughty indignati^Ur spurned the 
thought 

Of such aBiance. — From their cradles up. 
With but a step between their several 
homes. 

Twins had they been in pleasura : after 
strife 

And petty quarrels, had grafwn fond 
agaid ; * • 

E^^h other’s advocate, each other’s stay : 
And, in their happiest moments, not 
content, ^ 

If more divided than a sportive pair 
Of sea-fowl, conscious both that they are 
hovering • • • 

Within the ecidy of % common blast. 

Or hidden only«by the •concave depth 
Of neighbouring bulows from each other’s 
* sight. • • 

• 

Thus, not without concurrence of 
, an age 

Unknown to memory, was an earnest 
given 

By ready nature for a life of love. 

For endless constancy, and placid truth ; 
But whatsoe’er of such rare treasure lay 
Reserved, had fate permitted, for sup- 
port 

Of their maturer years, his present mind 
. Was under fascination ; — he beheld 
A vision, and adored the thing he saw. 
Arabian hetion never filled the world 
With half the wonders that were wrought 
for him. 

Earth breathed in one great presence 
of the spring ; 

'|Jfe turned the meanest of her implc- 
, ^ meats. 

Before nis eyes, to price above all gold ; 
The house she dwelt in was a sainted 
Shrine ; 

Her chamber-window did surpass vi 
glory • • 

The portals of the dawn ; all^paradise 
.Could, by the simple opening of a door. 
Let itself in upon him pathways, 
walks, 

Sw^nned with enchantment, till his 
spirit saifk. 

Surcharged, withixi him, overblest to 
_ move^ 9 

Beneath a sun ^at wakes a weary world 


To its dull round of ordinary cares ; 

A jlian too happy for mortality 1 

So passed the time, dll whether throu^ 
eifect 

Of some unguarded moment that dis- 
solved 

Virtuous restraint — ah, speak it, think 
it, not ! 

D^m rather that the fervent Youth, 
who saw 

So many bars between liis present state 
And the dear haven where he wished to 
• be i 

In honourable wedlock with his Love, 
Was in his judgment tempted to decline 
To perilous weakness, and entrust his 
cause 

To natiue for a happy end of all ; 

Deem that by such fond hope the Youth 
was swayed. 

And bear with tlieir transgression, when 
1 add 

That Julia, wanting yet the name of 
wife. 

Carried about her for a secret grief 
The promise of a mother. 

To conceal 

The threatened shame, the parents of 
the Maid 

Found means to hurry her away by 
night, 

And II n forewarned, that in some distant 
spot 

She might remain shrouded in privacy, 
Until the babe was born. When morn- 
ing cainc, 

The Lt)ver, thus bereft, stung with his 
loss, [turn. 

And all uncertain whither he should 
C|jnfed like a wdd bca*%t in the toils ; but 
soon 

Discovering traces of the fugitives. 
Their steps he followed to the Maid's 
retreat. 

Easily may the sequel be divined 
Walks to and fro — watchings at evary 
hour : 

And the fair Captive, who, whene’er she 
may. 

Is busy at her casement as the swallow 
Fluttering its pinions, almost within 
reach. 

About the pendent nest, did thus espy 
Her Lover ! — thence a stolen interview. 
Accomplished under friendly «hade of 
night. 

I pass the raptures of the pair ; — such 
theme 

Is, by innumerable poets, touched 
In more delightful verse than skill of 
mine 


! 
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Could fashion ; chiefly by that darling 
bafd •- 

‘ . Whp told of tFuliet and her Romeo, 

' Ahd of the lark's ihote heard before its 
time. 

And of the streaks that laced the severing 
clouds 

In the unrelenting east.— Through all her 
courts 

' The vacant city slept ; the busy winds. 

That keep no certain intervals of rest,*' 

Moved not : meanwhile the galaxy dis* 
played 

Her hres, that like mysterious pulses brat 
■ Aloft ; — momentous but uneasy bliss ! 

To their full hearts the universe seemed 
hung 

On that brief meeting's slender filament ! 


They parted ; and the generous 
Vaudracuur 

Reached speedily the native threshold, 
bent 

On making (so the Lovers had agreed) 
A sacrifice of birthright to attain 
A final portion from his father s hand ; 
Which granted, Dride and Bridegroom 
then would flee 

To some remote and solitary place, 
.Shady as night, and beautiful as heaven, 
Where they may live, with no one to be- 
hold 


Their happiness, or to disturb their love. 
But now of this no whisper ; not the less. 
If ever an obtrusive word were dropped 
Touching the matter of his passion, still. 
In his stern father’s hearing, Vaudra- 
cour 

Persisted openly that death alone 
Should abrogate his human privilege 
Divine, of swearing everlasting truth, 
lon the altar, to the Maid he loved. •* 




You shall be baffled in your med 
intent 

^ Tf there be justice in the court of France,” 
Muttere<fr the Father. — From these 
• words the Youth 

Conceived a terror ; and, by night or 
day, 

Stirred nowhere without weapons, that 
full soon 

Found dreadful provocation : for at night 
. When to his chamber he retired, attempt 
•Was made to seize him by three armed 
men. 

Acting, in furtherance of the father's will. 
Under a private signet of the State. 

. One • the rash Youth's ungovernable 

, ^nd 

• ^Slew, and as ^quickly to a second gave 
."^>A periloxfs wound — he shuddered to be- 
il, ' hold. [resigned 

Tbe breathless corse; then pegnaqUy 


r.i 


His person to the law, was lodg^ 

* pri^n, 

And wore the fetters of a criminal.' ; ' . 

Have you observed a tuft*bf c 

seed »' ’ 

That, from the dandelion's naked Stalk, 
Mounted^, aloft, is suffered not to^use 
Its natural gihs for purposes of rest,^ 
Driven by the autumnal whirlwind to . 

and fro «. ■ ' 

Through the wiefe element ? or have you 
marked ^ 

The heavier substance of leaf-claa 
bough, • , 

Within the vortex of a foaming flood, 
Tormerfted ? by such aid you may con- 
ceive ^ 

The perfurbation that ensued ; — ah, 
no ! 

Desperate the Maid — the Youth is staked 
with blood ; 

Unmatch able on eMrth is their disquiet'. 
Yet as the troubled seed snd tortured 
bough 

Is Man, siibjci^ted to delpotic sway. 

For hijii, by private sihfluence v^ith the 
ComtU 

Was pardon gained, and liberty pro* 
cured ; ‘ 

But not without exaction of a pledge, y 
Which liberty and love dispersed in air. ^ 
He flew to her from whom they would 
divide him — 

He clove to her who could not give him 
peace — 

Yea, his first word of greeting was, — 

“ All right 

Is gone from me my lately-towering 
hopes. 

To the least fibre of their lowest root. 

Are withered ; thou no longer canst be 
mine, 

I thine — the conscience-stricken must not 
woo 

The unruffled Innocent, — I see thy face. 
Behold thee, and my misery is complete I " ^ 

“ One, are we not ? ” exclaimed the > 
Maiden — “ One, ^ 

For innocence and youth, for weal and 
woe ? ” 

Then with the father’s name she coupled 
V words • 

Of vehement indignation ; but the Yopth 
Checked ner with filial meekness ; for nq 
thought 

Uncharitable crossed bis mind, no sense / 
Of hasty anger rising in the eclipse e 
Of true domestic loyalty^* did e’er 
Find pUce within, his bosom. — Onc6 ‘ 
again ‘ ^ -o « ^ 

The perseyetin; 7^^ . 
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Achieved vepaiatiaa.: and once 

- .more' '’■ . ' ' • 

Werfe^they united, — to be yet again 
Di^arted^ pitiable lot ! But here 
A in^tion of'the tale may well be left 
In silence, tliough my memory could add 

. Iduch how the Youth, in scanty space of 

= . * • 

•'^Was traversed from without ; much, too, 

of thoughts 

That occupied his days in solitude 
Under privation and ^restraint ; and 
what. 

Through dark and shapeless fear of things 
to come, • 

And what, through strong compunction 
lor the past, * 

He suffered — breaking down in heart 
and ^ind ! *• ^ 

Doomed to a third and last captivity. 
His freedom he recovered on the eve 
Of Julia's travail. When the babe was 
born, I 

Its presence tempted him to perish 
schemes • . * 

Of future hap^iIless. •* Yiou shall return. 
Julia," said he,* ^ and to your father’s 
house • • 

Go with the child. — You have been 
wretched ; yet 

The silver shower, whose reckless burthen 
weighs 

Too heavily upon the lily’s head. 

Oft leaves a saving moisture at its root. 
Malice, beholding you, will melt away. 

Go ! — ’lis a town where both of us were 
bom ; 

None will reproach you, for our truth is 
known ; 

And if, amid those once-bright bowers, 

, our fate 

Kemain unpitied, pity is not in man. 
With ornaments — the prettiest, nature 
yields 

Or art can fashion, shall you deck our 
boy, 

■ !And feed his countenance with your own 
-■ sweet looks 

Tal no|pne can resist him. — Now, even 

BOW, 

I see him sporting on the sunny lawn ; 
My father from the window sees him 
too : • 

startled, as if %ome new-created thing * 
Enriched the earth, or Faery of Mie woods 
Bounded before him ; — ^but the unweet- 
ing Child 

Shall by his beauty win his grandsire’s 
•heart , • 

So that it shall be softened, and our 
. loves « 

happily, they began I '* 


These gleams 

Api^eared but seldom ; oftener was he 
seeu 

Propping a pale and melancholy face 
Upon the Mother’s Bosom : resting thus 
His head upon one breast, while from 
'the other 

The Babe was drawing in its quiet food. 
— That pillow is no longer to be thine. 
Fond Youth I that mournful solace now 

• must pass 

Into the list of things that cannot bel 
Uawedded Julia, terror-smitten, hears 
The sentence, by her mother's Up pro- 

• nounced, * 

That dooms her to a convent. — ^Who 
shall t^l. 

Who dares report, the tidings to the lord 
Of her affections ? so they blindly asked 
Who knew not to what quiet depths a 
weight 

Of agony had pressed the Sufferer down : 
The word, by others dreaded, he can 
hear 

Composed and silent, without visible sign 
Of even the least emotion. Noting this. 
When the impatient object of his love 
Upbraided hiiir with slackness, he re- 
turned 

No answer, only took the mother’s hand 
And kissed it ; seemingly devoid of pain. 
Or care, that what so tcnderlv he pressed. 
Was a dependant on the obdurate heart 
Of one who came to disunite their lives 
For ever— sad alternative ! preferred. 

By the unbending Parents of the Maid, 
To secret ’spousals meanly disavowed. 
— So be it ! 

In the city he remained 
A season after Julia had withdrawn 
To those religious walls. He, too, de*- 

• parts — ^ 

Who with him ? —even the senseless 

Little -one. 

With that sole charge he passed the 
city gates. 

For the Inst time, attendant bf the side 
Of a close chair, a litter, or sedan, * 

In which the Babe was carried. To a 
hill, [town, 

That rose a brief league distant from the 
The dwellers in that house where be had 
lodged 

Accompanied his steps, by anxious love 
Impelled ; — they parted from him tbere^ 
and stood 

Watching below till he had disappeared 
On the hill top. His eyes he scarcely 
took. 

Throughout that journey, from the 
vehicle 

(Slow-moving ark of all bis hopes I) 

that .veiled 
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The tender infant : and at every inn. 
And under every hospitable tree 
At which the hearers halted or repo^d. 
Laid him^ wi^h timid care upon his 
knees, » 

And looked, as mothers ne’er were known 
' to look, 

Upon the nursling which his arms em- 
braced. 

This was the manner in which Vaijd- 
racour «* 

£>eparted with his infant ; and thus 
reached 

His father’s house, where to the* innocent 
child 

Admittance ivas denied. The young 
man spake 

No word of indignation or reproof. 

But of his father begged, a last re- 
quest. 

That a retreat might be assigned to him 
Where in forgotten quiet he might dwell. 
With such allowance as his wants re- 
quired ; 

For wishes he had none. To a lodge 
that stood 

Deep in a forest, with leave given, at the 
age 

Of four-and-twenty summers ho with- 
drew ; 

And thither took with him his mother- 
less Babe, 

And one domestic for their common needs. 
An aged woman. It consoled him here 
To attend upon the orphan, and perform 
Obsequious service to the precious 
child. 

Which, after a short time, by some mistake 
Or indiscretion of the Father, died. — 

The Tale I follow to its last recess 
Of suffering or of peace, 1 know not 
which : • 

Theirs be the blame who caused the woe, 
not mine ! ^ 

From this time forth he never shared 
a sne'le 

With mortal creature. An Inhabitant 
Of that same town, in which the pair 
had left 

So lively a remembrance of their griefs. 
By chance of business, coming within 
reach 

Of his retirement, to the forest lodge 
Kepaired, but only found the matron 
there. 

Who told him that his paims were thrown 
awav, 

For that her Master never uttered word 
To living thing — not even to her. — 
Behold^! 

'-.While they were speaking, Vaudracour 
'Approached ; 


But, seeing' some one near, as on the' ' 
latch ' 

Of the garden-gate his hand ti/as laid, 
he shrunk — ■ * 

And, like a shadow, glided odt of ^tew. v 
Shocked at bis savage aspect, from, the 
place } 

The visitor retired. ' 

*■ Thus lived the Voufn 

Cut off from all intelligence with man. 
And shunning even thcr light of common' . 

day ; 4. • 

Nor could the voice of Freedom, wl«ph 
through France <• 

Full spefedily resounded, public hope, . 

Or personal memory of his own deep 
wrings. 

Rouse him : but in those solitary 
shat^fts , ' 

His dfrv's he wasted, an imbeefle mind ! 

1805^ 

XXXI 

THE fl^lOT BOY 

’Tis eight o'clock, — a clca* March night. 
The niion is up, — the skje is blue. 

The owlet, in tKetUiooitlight air. 

Shouts from nbbody ^fiows where'; 

He lengthens out is lonely shout. 

Halloo f halloo 1 a lorfg halloo ! 

— Why bustle thus about your door, 

What means this bustle, Betty Foy ? 

Why are you in this mighty fret ? * 

And why on horseback have you set 
Him whom you love, your Idiot Boy ? 

Scarcely a soul is out of bed ; 

Good Betty, put him down again ; 

His lips with joy they burr at you ; 

But, Betty * what has he to do 
With stirrup, saddle, or with rein ? 

But Betty’s bent on her intent ; 

For her good neighbour, Susan Gale, 

Old Susan, she who dwells alone. 

Is sick, and makes a piteous moan, 

As if her very life would fail. 

There’s not a house within a mile. 

No hand to help them in distress ; 

Old Susan lies a -bed in pain, ^ 

And sorely puzzled are the twam, 

For what she ails they cannot guess. 

And Betty’s husband’s at the wood. 
Where by the week he ^ojh abide, 

A woodman in the distant vale ; 

There’s i»one to help poor Susan Gate i 
What must be done ? what will betide ? 

And Betty from the lane has fetched 
Her Pony, thaj is mild and good : * 

Whether he be in joy orV^”* 

Feeding at will along the lane. 

Or bringing faggo^A from tltf 
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. And he is all In travelling trim,— 

Andf hx the moonlight, Betty Ijoy 
, Has orrthe well -girt saddle set 
i (The likeVas never heard of yet) 

. Hiiii w^hom she loves, her Idiot Boy. 

And he must post without delay 
.4' .Across the bridge and throughs’the dale, 
And by the church, and o’er the down. 
To bring a Doctor from the town, 

Or she will die, old Su^n Gale. 

There is no need of hoot or spur. 

There is flo need of whip or wand ; 

For Johnny has hisf holly-bough. 

And with a hurly-burly now 
He shakes the green bough in Ifis hand. 

And Betty o’er and o’er has told 
The Boy, who is her best deligiiif 
Both what to follow, what to shun, 
wnat do, and what to leave undone. 
How turn, to Jett, anyhow to right. 

And Betty’s ^nost especial charge, 

Was, “Johniyr! Johnny 1 minil that 
^ you , , , • 

Come home ageyn, nor stop at all. — 
Come home agaiti, whateVr bcfal, 

My Johnny, do, > pray you do^’ 

To thil did Johnny answer make. 

^ Both with his head and with his hand, 
• And proudly shook the bridle too ; 
And then I .his words were not a few. 
Which Betty well could understand. 

And now that Johnny is just going. 
Though Betty’s in a mighty flurry, 

She gently pats the Pony’s side. 

On which her Idiot Boy must ride, 

And seems no longer in a hurry. 

' But when the Pony moved his legs. 
Oh 1 then for the poor Idiot Boy ! 
For‘joy he cannot hold the briclie, 

. For joy his head and heels are idle. 

He’s idle all for very joy. 

‘ - s. Arid while the Pony moves his legs, 

' Johnny’s left hand you may see 
iThe gx%eu bough motionless and dead : 
The Moon that shines above his head 
Is not more still and mute than he. 

.His heart it was $p full of glee, « 
That till full fifty yards were gone, • 
quite forgot his holly whii^ 

And all his skill in horsemanship : 

Oh ! happy, happy, happy John. 

Ai^ while the Mother, at the door, 
Stands fixed, ^er face wifh joy o’erflows. 
^oud of herself, and proud of him, 
'SluKsees him in .hi^ traveUing trim, 

: A' .How 5juiea3Pheir sues. 
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The silence of her Idiot Boy, 

W^iat hopes it sends to Betty’s heart ! 
He’s at the guide-post — he turns right ; 
She watches till he’« out of sight. 

And Belly will not then depart. 

Burr, burr — now Johnny’s lips they burr, 
.^s loud as any mill, or near it; 

Meek as a lamb the Pony moves, 

Ajid Johnny makes the noise he loves, 
And Betty listens, glad to hear it. 

Away she hies to Susan G.ale : 

Her Messenger’s in merry tune ; 

'l^e owlets hoot, the owlets curr. 

And Johnny’s lips they burr, burr, burr. 
As on he goes beneath the moon. 

His steed and he right well agree ; 

For of this Ponv there’s a rumour. 
That, should he lose his eyes and ears. 
And should he live a thousand years, 

He never will be out of humour. 

But then he is a horse that thinks ! 

And when he thinks, his pace is slack; 
Now. though ho knows poor Johnny well. 
Yet, for his life, he cannot tell 
What he has got upon his back. 

So through the mijonlight lanes they go, 
And far into the moonlight dale, 

And by the cliiirch. and o’ci the down. 
To bring a Doctor from the town. 

To comfort poor old Susan Gale. 

And Betty, now at Susan’s side, 

Is ill the middle of her story. 

What speedy help her Bov will bring, 
With many a most diverting thing. 

Of Johnny’s wit, and Johnny’s ^ory*. 

And Betty, still at Susan’s side. 

By this time is not quite so flurried : 
Reiiiiire with porringer and plate 
She sits, as if in Susan’s fate 
Her life and soul were buried. 

But Betty, poor good woman 1 she. 

You plainly in her face may ftad il. 
Could lend out of that moment’s S0bre 
Five years of happiness or more 
To any that might need it. 

But yet 1 gujcss that now and then 
With Betty all was not so well ; 

And to the road she turns her ears« 

.And thence full many a sound she hears,' 
Which she to Susan will not tell. 

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan^'groans ; ' 
** As sure as there’s a moon in heaven,’* 
Cries Betty, ” he’ll be back again ; 
They’ll both be here— *tis almost ten— 
Both will ^e here before eleven.” 

Poor Susan. nioSns, poor Susan groans s 
The clpck gives warning for , eleven.; 
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*Tis on the stroke — “ He must be near,” 
Qubth Bett>% ** and will soon be here^ 

As sure as there's a moon in heaven." 

, The clock is on the stroke of twelve. 
And Johnny is not yet in sight : 

—The Moon's in heaven,- as Betty Sees, 
But Betty is not quite at ease ; 

And Susan has a dreadful night. 

And Betty, half an hour ago, ^ 

On J ohnny vile reflections cast : 

" A little idle sauntering Thing ! ” 

With other names, an endless string ; 
•But now that time is gone and past. 

And Betty's drooping at the heart, 

That happy time all past dnd gone, 

" How can it be he is so late ? 

The Doctor, he has made him wait ; 
Susan ! they'll both be here anon." 

And Susan's growing worse and worse. 
And Betty’s in a sad quandary ; 

And then there's nobody to say 
If she must go, or she must stay ! 
-—She’s in a sad quandary. 

The clock is on the stroke of one : 

But neither Doctor nor his Guide 
Appears along the moonlight road ; 
There’s neither horse nor man abroad, 
And Betty’s still at Susan's side. 

And Susan now begins to fear 
Of sad mischances not a few, 

That Johnny may perhaps be drowned ; 
Or lost, perhaps, and never found ; 
Which they must both for ever rue. 

She prefaced half a hint of this 
With, " God forbid it shcmld be true ! ’’ 
At the first word that Susan said 
Cried Betty, rising from the bed, 

“ Susan, I’d gladly stay with you. • 
,..'1 must be gone, I must away : 
‘*Xonsider, Johnny’s but half -wise ; 
Susan, we must take care of him. 

If he is Ipirt in life or limb ” — 

** Qh God forbid ! " poor Susan cries. 

“ What can I do ? ” says Betty, going, 
" What can I do to ease your pain ? 
^^Good Susan tell me, and I'll stay; . 
; 1 fear you're in a dreadful way, 

I shall soon be back again." 

Nay, Betty, go I good Betty, go ! 
There’s nothing that can ease my pain." 
vThen off she hies; but with a prayer 
' That God poor Susan's life would spare. 
Till she comes back again. 

So, through the moonlight lane she goes, 
: And far into the moonlight d^le : 

' <And how sbfe ran, and how she walked. 
iAnd all that to 'herself she talked, 
surely be a tedious tale. 


In high and low, Above, below, 
Idgreat^and small, in round and square, 

In tree and tower was J ohnnyAteen, 

In bush and brake, in black 9ad greon ; ( 
’Twas Johnny, Johnny, everywhere. 

And while she crossed the bridge, there 
camp * ^ 

A thought with which her heart is sore — 
Johnny perhaps his horse forsook, 

To hunt the moon within the Jbrook, 

Aud never will‘be heard of more. 

Now is she high upon the dawn, 

Alone amid a prospect wide ; 

There’s neither Johnny nor his Horse 
Ainong4the fern or in the gorse : ‘ 

There’s neither Doctor nor his Guide. 

“ Oh ^sain'ts ! what is become «cf him ? 
Perhaps he’s climbed into an oak. 

Where he will stay lill he is dead ; • 

Or, sadly he has been misled, 

And joined the v%ndering gipsy-folk. 

Or him that wicked Pony*s carried 
To the dark cuve, the ^blin's hal ! ; 

Or in the castle^'he’s pursuing 
Among the ghosts hist«>wn undeting ; 

Or playing with the waterfall." » 

At poor old Susan then she railed, 

While to the town she posts away ; 

" If S\isan had not been so ill, 

Alas ! I should have bad him still, 

My Johnny, till my dying day." 

Poor Betty, in this sad distemper. 

The Doctor's self could hardly spare : 
Unworthy things she talked, and wild ; 
Even he, of cattle the most mild. 

The Pony had his share. 

But now she’s fairly in the town, 

And to the Doctor’s door she hies ; 

'Tis silence all on every side ; 

The town so long, the town so widp» 

Is silent as the skies. 

And now she's at the Doctor's door. 

She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap 
The Doctor at the casement shows > ' 
His glimmering eyes that peep and doze !.• ' 
And one hand rubs his old nifnt-cap. 

" Oh Doctor 1 Doctor I where'e my 
J ohnny ? ” 

“rf'in here, what is’ t you w^ant with me ? 

Oh Sir ! you know I’m ‘Betty Foy, 

And I hai'e lost my poor dear Boy, • , 
You know him — him you often see ; 

He's not so wise as some folks be ^ y 
“ The devil take his wisdom' 1 ” sai(l 
The Doctor, Idoking somewhat grim, . 
“What, Woman! should I know, of,^ 
him?” • 

And, grumbling, be went Back to 
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V “ o Woe is me 1 O woe is me ! 

Here will I die ; here will I dif ; 

1 thought to find my lost one here, 
fl^utdie is tteither far nor near. 

Oh l^what a wretched Mother 1 ! '* 

She stops, she stands, she looks about ; 
M0iich.way to turn she cannot tell. 

• Poor Bettv ! it would ease her pain 
If she had heart to knock again ; 

— ^The clock strikes three — a dismal 
knell! , • 

Then up along the town she hies. 

No wonder if her senses fail ; 

This piteous news so much it shocked 
her, « 

She quite forgot to send the Doctor, 
To comfojrt poor old Susan Gale. 

And now' she’s high upon the down. 
And she can see a mile of road : 

“ O cruel f I’m almost threescore ; 
Such night as this wdl ne’er before. 
There’s not a ^gle soul abroad.” 

She listens, butoshe cannot hear 
The foot of horse, thewv'dke of man ; 

The streams softest sound are 

flowing, ^ 

The grass you alrnost hear it growing, 
YoUvhcflr it now, if e’er you can. 

The owlets through the long blue- night 

* Are shouting to each other still : 
Fond lovers ! yet not quite hob nob. 
They lengthen out the tremulous sob. 
That echoes far from hill to hill. . 

Poor Betty now has lost all hope. 

Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin, 
A green-grown pond she just has past. 
And iram the brink she hun'ies fast. 
Lest she should drown herself therein. 

And now she sits her down and weeps ; 
Such tears she never shed before ; 

** Oh dear, dear Pony ! my sweet joy ! 
Oh carry back my Idiot Boy ! 

• . And we wilb|>e’er o’erload thee more.” 

' thought is come into her head : 

' Po^y he is mild and good, 

, And we have always used him well ; 
' Perhaps he's gone along the dell. 

And carried Johnny to the wood. 

Then up she springs as if on wings ; 
She thinks no* more of deadly sin; • 

If ^etty fifty ponds should see,<> 

The last of all her thoughts would be 
To drown herself therein, 

O .]j|eader 1 now that I might tell 
Whgt J ohnny«and his Horse are doing i 
What they've been doing all this time, 
Oh'ilould 1 put it in'to rhyme, 

A mpst dfiUg&tfift tale .lulling i 


Perhaps, and no unlikely thought I 
He With bis Pony now doth roam 
The cliffs and peaks so high that are. 
To lay his hands upon a star, 

And in his pocket bring it home. 

Perhaps he's turned himself about. 

His face unto his horse’s tail. 

And. still and mute, in wonder lost, 
All^silent as a horseman -ghost. 

He*' travels slowly down the vale* 

And now, perhaps, is hunting sheep, 

A fierce and dreadful hunter he ; 

Yo» valley, now so trim and green, 

In five months’ time, should he be seen, 
A desert wilderness will be ! 

Perhaps, with head and heels on fire, 
And like the very soul of evil. 

He’s galloping away, away, 

And so will gallop on for aye. 

The bane of all that dread the devil ! 

I to the Muses have been bound 
These fourteen years, by strong inden- 
tures ; 

O gentle Muses ! let me tell 
But half of what to him belcl ; 

He surely met with strange adventures. 

O gentle Muses ! is this kind ? 

Why will ye thus my suit repel ? 

Why of your further aid bereave me ? 
And can ye thus unfriended leave me ; 
Ye Muses ! whom I love so well ? 

Who’s yon, that, near the waterfall. 
Which thunders down with headlong 
force. 

Beneath the moon, yet shining fair. 

As careless as if nothing were. 

Sits upright on a feeding horse ? 

Unto his horse — there feeding free. 

He seems, 1 think, the rein to give ; 

^Of moon or stars he takes no heed : 

"of such we in romances read : 

— 'Tis J ohnny ! J ohnny ! as I iive- 

.And that’s the very Pony, too ! "" 

Where is she, where is Betty Foy ? 

She hardly can sustain her fears ; 

The roaring waterfall she hears. 

And cannot find her Idiot Boy. 

Your Pony’s v^orth his weight in gold : 
Then calm your terrors, Betty Foy 1 
She’s coming from among the trees. 

And now all full in view she sees 
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy. 

And Betty sees the Pony too : 

Why stand you thus, good Betty Foy ? 
It is no goblin, 'tis no ghost, 

'Tis he whom you so long have lost. 

He whom you love, your Idiot Boy, 
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Sh« looks again — her arms are np — 

She screams-^he cannot move lor j8y ; 
She darts, as with a torrent's force. 

She almost has o’erturned the Horse, 
And fast she holds her Idiot Boy. 

And J ohnny burrs, and laughs aloud ; 
Whether in cunning or in joy 
I cannot tell ; but while he laughs, 
Betty a drunken pleasure quaffs . 

To bear again her Idiot Boy. * 

And now she’s at the Pony’s tail. 

And now is at the Pony’s head,-— 

On that side now, and now on this f 
And, almost stifled with her bliss, 

A few sad tears does Betfy shed. 

She kisses o'er and o’er again 
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy ; 
She’s happy here, is happy there. 

She is uneasy everywhere ; 

Her limbs are all alive with joy. 

She pats the Pony, where or when 
She knows not, happy Betty Foy ! 

The little Pony glad may be. 

But he is milder far than she, 

You hardly can perceive his joy. 

** Oh ! Johnny, never mind the Doctor; 
You’ve done your best, and that is all : ” 
She took the reins, when this was said. 
And gently turned the Pony’s head 
From the loud waterfall. 


S^e spies her Friends* she shouts a . 
greeting ; 

Oh me ! it is a merry meeting * 

As ever was in Christendom. *• 

The owls have hardly sung their Ifist, 
While our four travellers homeward 
wead ; • » ' 

The owls have hooted all night long. 
And with the owls began my song. 

And with the q^ls must end. * 

For while they aU were travelling ho3k. 
Cried Betty, “ TcU us, Johnn^, do. 

Where all this long night you have been. 
What you have heard, what you have 
sdbii : 

And, Johnny, mind you tell ns true.” 

NoweJT)hnny all night long had heard 
The owls in tuneful concert strive : 

No doubt too he the moon had seetF; 

For in the moonl^ht he had been 
From eight o’clcSk till five. . 

And thus, to Betty's question, he 
Mad£ answer,* like a trsii^eller bold, 

(His very wor^ I- give*tc^vou,) 

” The cocks did crow# to*whoo, to-whoo, 
And tjie sun did shine so cold t ” 

— Thus answered Johnny in his glory, 
And that was all his travel's stftry. 

1798. 
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MICHAEL 


Bv this the stars were almost gone, 

^ The moon was setting on the hill. 

So pale you scarce! v looked at her : 
The little birds began to stir. 

Though yet their tongues were still. 

The Pony, Betty, and her Boy, 

Wind slowly through the wobdv djile ; 
And who is she, betimes abroad. 

That hobbles up the steep rough road ? 
' Who is it, but old Susan Gale ? ^ 

-Long tj^ue lay Susan lost in thought ; 
And many dreadful fears beset her, 

. Both for her Messenger and Nurse : 

' And, as her mind grew worse and worse. 
Her body — it grew better. 

She turned, she tossed herself in bed, 
' On all sides doubts and terrors met her ; 
Point after point did she discuss ; 

And, while her mind was fighting thus, 
Her body still grew better. 

' *' Alas ! what is become of them ? 

, These fears can never be endured; 

' I'll to the wood.” — ^The word scarce said, 
\ Did Susan tiae up from her bed, 

'vAe if by magic cured. 

Avfiy she goes up hill and down, 

. the wpod at length is come ; 


A PASTORAL POEM 

If from the public way you turn your 
steps 

Up the tumultuous brook of Green*head 
Ghyll, 

You will suppose that with ' an upright 
path 

Your feet must struggle ; in such hold « 
ascent 

The pastoral mountains front you, face 
to face. 

But, courage ! for around that boisterous 
brook 

The mountains have all opened out them- 
selves, ^ 

And made a hidden valley of ftelr ouml 

No habitation can be seen; but they.. 

Who journey thither find themselvesf/ 

o alone 

With a few sheep, with racks and stones, 

* and. kites « 

That overhead are Sailing imthe ^ky. 

It is in truth an utter smitude ; 

Nor should I have matte mention of ihte. 


Dell * e , . ^ 

But for one object which*you might pa^ : 

by, . . ^ , 

Might see and notice nc^ ^Beside ue 

•l^OOk ^ - r.,., ^ 
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Appears a'^stragigliner heap dt unhewn 
stones ! . 

. And to t[hat simple object ap^rtains 
A story — unenriched with strange events, 
^et tiot unfit; I deem, for the hreside. 

Or far the summer shade. It was the 
first 

01 tho^ domestic tales that spa^e to me 
Of Shepherds, dwellers in the valleys, 
men 

Whom I j^lready loved j — not verily 
For their own sakes. biA for the fields 
and hills 

Where wa^ their occupation and abode. 
And hence this Tale. Vhile 1 was yet a 
Boy 

Careless of bookf, yet having fc'lt the 
power 

Of Nature, by the gentle agency ^ 

Of natural objects, led me on to reel 
Foi^passions that were not my own, and 
think 

(At random and impdl'fcctly indeed) 

On man. the heart of man, and human 

Therefore, although it be,a history 
Homely, and ritHe, I will relate the same 
For the ‘delight of a’ few natural hearts ; 
And, with yet fonder feeling, f<rr the 
sak^ 

Of youttuul Poets, who among these hills 
Will be my second self when 1 am gone. 

Upon the forest-side in Grasmere 
Vale 

There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his 
name ; 

An old man. stout of heart, and strong of 
limb 

His bodily frame had been from youth 
to age 

Of an unusual strength: his mind was 
keen. 

Intense, and frugal, apt for all affairs, 
.And in his shepherd's calling be was 
prompt 

And watchful more than ordinary men. 
Hence had he learned the meaning of 
winds, 

Ofblasts^f every tone ; and, oftentimes. 
When otners heeded not. He heard the 
South 

Make subterraneous music, like the noise 
Of bagpipers on distant Highland biUs^.' 
The Shepherd, *ht such warning, of his' 
.flock • 

Bethought him. and he to himself would 
say, 

* The winds are now devising work for 
fte ! ’ ^ 

And, truly, at ^l times, the storm, that 
drives 

The traveller t«>asliQlter, summoned him 
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Up to the mountains ; be had been alone 
Am^ the heart of many thousand mists. 
That came to him. and left him, on the 
heights. 

So lived ne till his eightieth year was past. 
And grossly that man errs, who should 
suppose 

That the green valleys, and the streams 
and rocks, 

Wei;e things indifierent to the Shepherd's 
‘‘’thoughts. 

Fields, where with cheerful spirits he had 
breathed 

The^. cominoiL air ; hills, which with 
Vigorous step 

He had so ojteii climbed ; which had 
impressed 

So many incidents upon his mind 
Of hardship, skill or courage, joy or fear ; 
Which, like a book, j^reserVed the 
memory 

Of the dumb animals, whom he had saved. 
Had fed or sheltered, linking to such acts 
The certainty of honourable gain ; 
Those fields, those hills — what could they 
less ? had laid 

Strong hold on his affections, were to 
him 

A pleasurable feeling of blind love, 

The pleasure which there is in life itself. 

His days bad not been passed in single- 
ness. 

His Helpmate was a comely matron, 
old— 

Though younger than himself full twenty 
years. 

She was a woman of a stirring life. 
Whose heart was in her house. : two 
wheels she had 

Of antique form ; this large, for spinning 
wool : 

That small, for flax ; and if one wheel 
had rest 

It was because the other was at work. 
The Pair had but one inmate their 
house, ^ 

An only Child, who had been born to 
them 

When Michael, telling o’er his years, 
began 

To deem that he was old, —in shepherd’s 
phrase. 

With one foot in the grave. This only 
Son, 

With two brave sheep-dogs tried in 
many a storm. 

The one of an inestimable worth. 

Made all theii household. 1 may truly 
say, 

That they were as a proverb in the vale 
For endless industry. When day was 
gone. 
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' And from their occupations out of doors 

The Son and Father were come hofne, 
even theot’^ 

' Their labour did cnot cease ; unless 
,when all 

Turned to the cleanly supper-board, 
and there, 

Bach with a mess of pottage and 
skimmed milk. 

Sat round the basket piled with oaten 
cakes, 

And their plain home-made cheese. 
Yet when the meal 

Was ended, Luke (for so the Son iiva.s 
‘ named) 

« And his old Father both betook them- 
selves 

To such convenient work as might 
employ 

Their hands by the fire-side ; perhaps 
to card 

Wool for the Housewife's spindle, or 
repair 

Some injury done to sickle, flail, or 
scythe, 

Or other implement of house or field. 

Down from the ceiling, by the chim- 
ney's edge. 

That in our ancient uncouth country 
style 

With huge and black projection over- 
browed 

Large space beneath, as duly as the light 

Of day grew dim the Housewife hung 
' ' a lamp ; 

An aged utensil, which had performed 
' Service beyond all others of its kind. 

Early at evening did it burn — and late, 

’ Surviving comrade of uncounted hours. 

Which, going by from year to year, 
had found, ' 

And left the couple neither gay pcrhcps 
V Nor cheerful, yet with objects and with 
* hopes, 

N Living e life of eager industry. 

And now, when Luke had reached his 
eighteenth year, 

There by the light of this old lamp they 
sate, 

, Father and Son, while far into the night 

The Housewife plied her own peculiar 
work, 

Making the cottage through the silent^ 
hours 

Murmur as with the sound of summer 
flies. 

This light was famous in its neighbour- 
'V hood, 

^ And was a public symbol of the life 
'iV' That thrifty Pair had lived. For, as 
it chanced, ' 

Tlieir cottage on a plot of rising ground 


Stood single, with ;prospect, north 
^ and south, - 

High into Easedale, up to IDunmail- 
Raise, * , 

And westward to the village hear the lake ; ^ 
And from this constant Ught, so regular 
And so far seen, the House itself, by all : 
Who dw«U within the limits of the valf, : 
Both old and young, was named 
Evening Star. 

Thus living on through suchm leng^ 
of years, ^ 

The Shepherd, if he loved himself, must 
needs • 

Have loved his Helpmate ; ' but' to \- 
Michael's heart * 

This son of his old age was yet more ' 
deajy* — 

Less •from instinctive tendeAiess, the 
same 

Fond spirit that blindly works in^the 
blood of all^ 

Than that a child, more than all other 
gifts » 

That^oarth can offer to declining man, 
Brings hope it; cind forward- 

looking thoughts^ « 

And syrriugs of inquietude, when they 
By tendency of natdre needs must fail. 
Exceeding was the love he bare* to him, . 
His heart and his heart's joy t For 
oftentimes 

Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms, * 
Had done him female service, not alone 
For pastime and delight, as is the use 
Of fathers, but with patient mind 
enforced 

To acts of tenderness ; and he had rocked 
His cradle, as with a woman’s gentle 
hand. 

And, in a later time, ere yet the Boy 
Had put on boy’s attire, did Michael lovOf 
Albeit of a stem unbending mind. 

To have the Yoimg-one in his siglit, . 
when he 

Wrought in the field, or on bis shepherd’s 
stool 

Sate with a fettered sheep before him . 

stretched c 

Under the large old oak, that near his 
door 

JStood single, and, from matchless depth 
^ of shade, , 

Chosen for Uie Shearer's covert from 
th^ sun, ‘ . 

Thence in our rustic dislect was called 
The Clipping Tree,^ a name which yet ^ 
it bears. 

There, whild they two«were sitting Jn 
the shade, 

1 aiming is the woid insd in the North di, ^ 
England for, sheuJng. ' T ^ 
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. With others roimd them, wnest all and 
blithe, ' r - ^ 

Would Michael exercise his heart with 
e 4ooks * < 

Of fqpd correction and reproof bestowed 
Upon the Child, if he disturbed the sheep 
By catching at their legs, or with his 
• shduts •' 

Scared them, while they lay still beneath 
the shears. 

And when by Heaven's good grace 
the grew up 

A heal thy Tad, and carried in his cheek 
Two steady roses that were five years old ; 
Then Michael from a wunter coppjre cut 
With his own hand a sapling, which he 
hooped , 

With iron, making it throughout In all 
Due requisites a perfect shepherd’s staff. 
And gave it to the Boy ; wherewith 
equip t 

He as a watchman oft^itimes was placed 
At gate or gap, do stem or turn the flock ; 
And, to his o(^ce premq^turely qalled. 
There stood thg ufchin|,a&yoi] will divine. 
Something between a hindrance and a 
help ; * 

And for this cause kiot always, I lielieve, 
Receivia^ from his Father hire of praise ; 
Though nought was left undone which 
staff, or voice, 

* Or looks, or threatening gestures,* could 
perform. 

But soon as Luke, full ten years old, 
could stand 

Against the mountain blasts ; and to 
the heights, 

Not fearing toiT,nor length of weary ways, 
He with his Father daily went, and they 
Were as companions, why should I relate 
That objects which the Shepherd loved 
before 

Were dearer now ? that from the Boy 
there came 

Fedings and emanations — things which 
. ^ were 

L%ht to the sun and music to the wind ; 
And thsit the old Man’s heart seemed 
jjll^ born again ? 

Thus in his Father’s sight the Boy 
grew up : I 

And now, when he had reached hin 
. eighteenth year, , 

. He was his comfort and his daily hope. 

While in this sort the simple household 
' dived 

From day to day, to Michael* s ear there 
Distressfiil Long before the 


Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been 
Nsound 

In surety for his brother's son, a man 
Of an industrious life,! and ample means; 
But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly 
Had prest upon him ; and old Michael 
now 

Was summoned to discharge the for- 
feiture, 

A t^ievous penalty, but little less 
Than half his substance. This unlooked- 
for claim. 

At the first hearing, for a moment took 
Mo»j hope out of his life than he supposed 
That any old man ever could have lost. 
As soon as kc had armed himself with 
strength 

To look his trouble in the face, it seemed 
The Shepherd's sole resource to sell at 
once 

A portion of his xiatrimonial fields. 

Such was his first resolve ; he thought 
again, 

And his heart failed him. “ Isabel,” 
said he, 

Two evenings after he had heard the 
news, 

” I have been toiling more than seventy 
years. 

And in the open sunshine of God*s love 
Have we all lived ; yet if these fields of 
ours 

Should pass into a stranger's hand, I 
think 

That I could not lie quiet in my grave. 
Our lot is a hard lot ; the sun himself 
Has scarcely been more diligent than 1 ; 
And T have lived to be a fool at last 
To my own family. An evil man 
That was, and made an evil choice, if he 
Were false to us ; and if he were not false, ‘ 
There are ten thousand to whom loss 
like this [but 

Had been no sorrow. I forgive him 
’Twere better to be dumb than to talk 
thus. » 

When I began, my purpose was to 
speak 

Of remedies and of a cheerful hope. 

Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel ; the land 
Shall not go from us, and it shall be free ; 
He shall possess it, free as is the wind 
That passes over it. We have, thou 
know’stp- 

Another kinsman — he will be our friend 
In this distress. He is a prosperous man. 
Thriving in trade — and Luke to him shall 
go> 

And with his kinsman's help and his 
own thrift 

He quickly will repair this loss, and then , 
He may return to us. If here ho stay. 
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What can Tj« done ? Where every one 
is poor, , ^ 

What can be gained ? ” 

At this the old Man paused^ 
And Isabel Sat silent, for her mind 
Was busy, looking back Into past times. 
There's kichard Bateman, thought she 
to herself. 

Ho was a parish -boy— at the church - 
** door * 

They made a gathering for him, shillings, 
‘■pence 

And halfpennies, wherewith the neigh- 
'• hours bought * 

A basket, which they hlledwith pedlar's 
wares ; 

And, with this basket on his arm, the lad 
Went up to I-ondori, found a master there. 
Who, out of many, chose the trusty boy 
To go and overlook his merchandise 
Beyond the seas ; where he grew 
wondrous rich. 

And left estates and monies to the poor. 
And, at his birth-place, built a chapel 
floored 

With marble, which he sent from foreign 
lands. 

These thoughts, and many others of like 
sort. 

Passed quickly through the mind of 
Isabel. 

And her fare brightened. The old 
i Man was glad, 

And thus resumed : — “ Well, Isabel ! 
this scheme 

These two days, has been meat and drink 
to me. 

Far more than we have lost is left us yet. 
—We have enough— ■ I wish indeed 
that I 

Were younger ; — but this hope is a good 
hope. V 

•^Make ready Luke’s best garments, 
of the best f forth 

Buy for him more, and let us send him | 
To-’morr.'W, or the next day, or to-night : 
>df he could go, the Boy should go 
to-night." 

sr 

Here Michael ceased, and to the fields 
went forth 

With a light heart. The Housewife for 
five days 

Was restless morn and night, and all day 
long 

. Wrought on with her best fingers to 
prepare 

Things needful for the journey of her son. 

. But Isabel^was glad when Sunday came 
To stop her In her work : for, when she 
v ^ lay 

' By Michael's side, she through the last 
two nights 


Heard him, how He. was . tioUbled in ^ 
hisfsleep": '• . 

.And when they^roae at morning she could 

That all his hopes were gone. That 
day at noon 

She said to Luke, while they two by 
themselves ^ ** 

Were sitting at the door, “ Thou must 
not go : 

We have no otlrer Child but thefe to loi^. 
None to remember — do not go awny,^ 
For if thou leave thy Father hb will die.” 
The Youth made Luswer with a jocund 
voice ; 

And Isubel, when she had told her fears. 
Recovered heart. That evening her 
bes r fare ,, 

Did «??ie'bring forth, and all together sat 
I ike happy people round a Christmas ^re. 

With daylight Isabel resumed her 
work ; ^ 

Aud all the ensuing week the house 
se'jpcared * * 

As cheerful as » a, grove in Spring; at 
length 

The expected letter from their kinsman 
came. 

With kind assurances that he would do 
Hjs utmost for the welfare of the Boy ; 
To which, requests were added, that 
foHhvvith 

He might be sent to him. Ten times 
or more 

Tlie letter w'as read over ; Isabel 
Went forth to show it to the neighbours 
round : 

Nor was there at that time on English 
land 

A prouder heart than Luke's. When 
Isabel 

Had to her house returned, the old Man 
said, 

"He shall depart to-morrow.” To 
this word 

The Housewife answered, talking much 
of things 

Which, if at suqh short notice he should 

BO, 

Would surely be forgotten. But at 
length 

She gave consent, and Michael was at 
^ ease. 


Near ^be tumultuous brook of Green- 
head Ghyll, 

In that deep valley, Michael had designed 
To build a sheep-fold; and, before 
heard - „ 

The tidings of his melancholy loss, ; 
For this same purpose he had gathered up' 
A heap of stones, which by *het5treamlet*8 
edge ■ 
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Lay thrown together^ ready for the work. 
With . Luke that evening thi^ierwaH 
he walked : . 

0 And^oon es.they had reached the place 
. be stopped, 

AncT thus the old Man spake to him : — 
“ My Son, 

T® -morrow thou wilt leave n*e : with 
full heart 

I look upon thee, for thou art the same 

■ That we»t a promise to i-ge ere thy birth , 
And all tliy life hast been my daily joy. 
I will relate to thee some little part 
Of our two histories ’twill do thee good 
When thou firt from me, even ii I should 
touch i t 

On things thou canst not know of. — 
After thou u 

First caiii*st into the world — as oft .befals 
To new-born infants— thou didst sleep 
• away 

Two days, and blessings from thy Father’s 
tongue 

Then fell iipen thee. Day by day 
passed on.^ ■ 

And still I h^vod thr^ •with increasing 
love. • 

Never to living car came sweeter sounds 
Than when I heatd thee by dhr own 
firetside 

First uttering, without words, a naturnl 
tune ; 

* While thou, a feeding babe, didst in 
thy joy 

Siiig at thy Mother’s breast. Mouth 
followed month. 

And in the open fields my life was passed 
And on the mountains ; else I think 
that thou 

Hadst been brought up upon thy Father’s 
knees. 

But we were playmates, Luke : among 
these hills. 

As well thou knowest, in us the old and 
young 

Have .played together, nor with me didst 
thou 

LailMc any pleasure which a boy can 
,'know.” ^ 

Luke hsA a manly heart ; but at these 
words 

He sobbed aloud. The old Mau 
gasped his hand, « 

' And said, '* Ngy, do not take it so— 
I see ^ 

That these are things of which I need 
not speak* 

— Even to the utmost t have been to 

A kind and, a gix^ Father : and herein 
J but rbpey a gift which 1 myself 
Received others’ iiands ; for, though 
'-novirolB . . 


Beyond the common life of man, I still 
Rekiember them who loved me in my 
youth. 

Both of them sleep together : here 
they lived. 

As all their Forefathers had done ; and 
when 

At length their time was come, they 
were not loth 

Te^give their bodies to the family mould. 

I wished that thou shouldst live the 
‘ life they lived : 

But, ’tis a long time to look back, my 
Son, 

And see so little gain from threescore 
years. • 

These fields w’cre burthened when they 
came to me ; 

Till I was forty years of age, not more 
Then half of my inheritance was mine. 

I toiled and toiled ; God blessed me 
in my work, 

And till these three weeks past the land 
was free. 

~Tt looks as if it never could endure 
Another Master. Heaven forgive me, 
Luke, 

If 1 judge ill for thee, but it seems good 
That thou shoiild’st go.” 

.■\t this tlie old Man paused ; 
Then, pointing to the stones near which 
thev stood, 

Thus, alter a short silence, he resumed : 

” This was a work for us ; and now, 
my Son, 

It is a work for me. But, lay one stone — 
Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine 
own hands. 

Nay, Boy, be of good hope ; — we both 
may live 

To sec a better day. At eighty-four - 
1 ktill am strong and hale ; — do thou 
thy part ; 

I will do mine . — 1 will begin again 
With many tasks that were resigned to 
thee : „ 

Up to the heights, and in among the 
storms. 

Will I without thee go agA, and do 
All works which I w’as wont to do alone. 
Before I knew thy face. — Heaven bless 
thee. Boy ! 

Thy heart these two weeks has been 
beating fast 

With many hopes ; it should be so — yes 
— yes — 

I knew that thou could’st never have 
a wish 

To leave pie, Luke : thou hast been 
bound to me 

Only by links of love i when thou art 
gone, . 

What will be left to us t — But, I forget;. 
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My purpose^. Lay now the corner-stone. 
As 1 reonested; and hereafter, Lvhe, 
When thou art gone away, should 
evil men 

^e'tby companions, think of me, my Son, 
And of this moment ; ' hither turn thy 
thoughts. 

And God will strengthen thee : amid all 
fear 

And all temptation, Luke, I pray that 
thou 

May* St bear in mind the life thy 
Fathers lived. 

Who, being innocent, did for that cause 
Hestir them in good deeds. Now, larc 
thee well“ 

When thou return’s!, thou in this place 
wilt see 

A work which is not here : a covenant 
*Twill be between us ; but, whatever fate 
Hefal thee, T shall love thee to the last. 
And bear thy memory with me to the 
grave.’* 

The Shepherd ended here ; and Luke 
stooped down. 

And, as his Father had requested, laid 
The first stone of the Sheep-fold. At 
the sight 

The old Man s ‘grief broke from him : 

. to his heart 

He pressed his Son, he kissed him and 
wept ; 

And to the house together they returned. 
— Hushed was that house in peace, or 
seeming peace. 

Ere the night fell ; — with morrow’s 
dawn the Boy 

Began his journey, and when he had 
reached 

The public way, he put on a bold face ; 
And all the neighbours, as he pa^wcd 
their doors, * 

Came forth with wishes and with farewell 

i prayers, 

‘ That foj^wed him till he was out of sight. 

w A good report did from their Kinsman 
come,#- 

Of Luke and his well-doing : and the Boy 

,, Wrote loving letters, full of wondroqs 
news. 

Which, as the Housewife phrased it, 
were throughout 

^ ‘ The prettiest letters that were ever 
seen.* 

Both parents read them with rejoicing 
, hearts. 

, Sos many months passed on : and once 
again 

V The Shepherd went about his daily work 
conhdent and cheerful thoughts ; 
.and now 

-■ . - : ■' ' 


Sometiines whto he coiild ]£nd a leisure 
hour 

He to %bat A^ey, took his way» and 
there ' ' 

Wrought at the Sheep-fold. Meantime? 

Luke began ^ * 

To slacken in his duty ; and, at leng'tb,* ’ 
He in the dissolute city gave jtii>3aseli 
To evil courses : ignominy and shame 
Fell on him, so that he was driven at last 
To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas- 

There is a comfort in the strengthlh/ 
love ; 

’Twill make a thingiendurable, which else 
Would overset the brain, or break the 
heart : 

I have conversed with more than one 
whe/ well 

l^emienuer the old Man, and' what he 
was 

Years after he had heard this heavy news. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to 
age 

Of an unusual strength*. Among the 
rDcks 

He went, and stilt look^^d^up to sun and 
cloud, . 

And listened to the wfnd ; and, as 
before, 

Performed all kinds of labour* for his 
sheep, 

And for the land, bis small inheritance. 
And to that hollow dell from time to 
time 

Did he repair, to build the Fold of which 
His flock had need. ’Tis not forgotten 
yet 

The pity which was then in every heart 
For the old Man— and *tls believed bv 
all 

That many and many a day he thither 
went. 

And never lifted up a single stone. 

There, by the Sbeep-fold, sometimes 
was he seen 

Sitting alone, or with his faithful Dog, 
Then old, beside him, lying at hia feet. 
The length of full seven years, fr^mv' 
tilfae to time, -r * 

He at the building of this Sheep-fold r/ 
wrought, 

And left the w'ork unfinished when he • 
died. , 

Ihree years, or little niore, did Isabel ' 
Survive''ber Husband : at her death the , 
estate • ''''V'-. 

Was sold, and went into a .6trang^.i 
hand. , 

The Cottage which wus named .. 

Evening Star ^ v v ;; 

Is gone— the ploughshare haA \ 

^ through tl^^groundv^ * • 
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T^n vrhich it' stood'; great, cliangcs 
have been wrought 

' la all the neighbourhood yet the oak 
^ -is left' , 

, That*tprew beside their door ; and the 
' remains 

Of the unfinished Sheep-fold may be seen 
3^ide the boisterous brook of, Green- 
^ head GhyU. 

1800. 


o XXXIII 

THE WIDOW ON WINDERMERE 
» SIDE 

How beautiful when up a lofty height 

Honour ascends among the humblest 
poor. 

And feeling sinks as deep ! See ther^ the 
door 

Of a Widow, left beneath a 

weight 

Of blameless debt. Ob evil Fortune’s 
spite t 

She wasted no qpmplaint, but strove to 
make j * a 

A just repayment „botn fhr conscience- 
sake . 

And that herself and hers shoul^ stand 
upright * 

In the world’s eye. Her work when 
daylight failed 

^Paused not, and through the depth of 
night she kept " 

Such earnest vigils, that belief prevailed 

With some, the noble Creature never 
slept ; 

But. one by one. the hand of death 
assailed 

Her children from her inmost heart 
bewept. 


The Mother mourned, nor ceased her 
tears to flow. 

Till a winter’s noon-day placed her 
^buried Son 

Before her eyes, last -child of many 
ione— 

His raimKQt of angelic white, and lo ! 

'His very feet bright as the dazzling 
snow 

Which they are touching ; yea far 
brighter, e^en 

As that which comes, or seems to CGme.’j 
from heaven, * 

Surj^^ses au^t these elements can show. 

Much she rejoiced, trbsting that from 

' _ ^athour - 

Whaffe’et befel^he could Hot grieve or 

B pine; 

But the TrahsAgured, in and out of 
seaspn^e • 

' „ ft' : .ir.-,'.',. . - / 


I Appeared, and spiritual presence gained 
a power 

Over material forms that mastered 
reason. 

Oh, gracious Heaven,' in pity make her 
thine ! 

Ill 

But why that prayer ? as if to her could 
come 

No good but by the way that leads to 
**bliss 

Through Death. — so judging we should 
judge amiss. 

Sinq^ reason failed want is her threatened 
doom. 

Yet frequent transports mitigate the 
gloom : 

Nor of those maniacs is she one that kiss 
The air or laugh upon a precipice ; 

No, passing through strange sufferings 
toward the tomb 

She smiles as if a martyr’s crown, were 
won 1 

Oft, when light breaks through clouds or 
waving trees. 

With outspread arms and fallen upon 
her knees 

The Mother hails in her descending Son 
An. Angel, and in earthly ccstacies 
Her own angelic glory seems begun. 

XXXIV 

THE ARMENI.\N LADY’S LOVE 
[The subject of the following poem f$ from the 
Orlandus of the author’s friend. Kcnelm 
Henry Digby : and the liberty is taken of 
inscribing it to him as an acknowle<^ment. 
however unworthy, of pleasure and instruc- 
tion derived from his numerous and valuable 
writings, illustrative of the piety and chivalry 
of the olden time.] 

I 

YotJ have heard “ a Spanish Lady 
How she wooed an EnglLsh man;"^ 
Hear now of n fair Armenian, 

Daughter of the proud Sold&ii ; 

How she loved a Christian Slf^ve, and 
told her pain 

By word, look, deed, with himo that he 
might love again. * 

IT 

'* Pluck that rose, it moves ni y liking,” 
Said she. lifting up her veil ; 

” Pluck it for me, gentle gardener. 

Ere it wither and grow pale.” 

“ Princess fair, 1 till the ground, blit 
may not take 

From twig or bed an humbler flower, 
even for your sake ! ” 
i See, in Percy* s ROioHai that fine -old ' 
ballad. ** The Spanish Lady's Love ; " flom 
which Poem the form of stanza, as suitable td 
dialogue, la adopted. 
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Giicved are I, submissive Chriseian ! 
To bebotd thy captive state ; 
Women, in youv land, may pity 

(May they not ?) the unfortunate.” 
” Yes, kind Lady I otherwise man could 
not bear 

Life, which to every one that breathes is 
full of care.” 

IV : 

” Worse than idle is compassion 
If it end in tears and sif^^hs ; 

Thee from bondafi'e would I resciip 
And from vile indii^nitics : 
Nurtured, as thy mien bespeaks, in 
high degree. 

Look up- and help a hand that longs to 
set thee free.” 

V 

” 1-ady ! dread the wish, nor venture 
tn such peril to engage ; 

Think how it would stir against you 
Your most loving father's rage : 

Sad deliverance would it be, and yoked 
with shame. 

Should troubles overflow on her from 
whom it came.” 

VI 

Generous Frank ! the just in effort 
Arc of inward peace secure : 
Hardships for the brave encountered, 
Even the feeblest may endure : 

If almighty grace through me thy chains 
unbind 

My father for slave's work may seek a 
slave in mind.” 

VII 

” PrincesSfk^at thi.s burst of goodness. 
My long-jprozen heart grows warm ! ” 
” Yet you make all courage fr^sitless. 
Me to savo'lrom chance of harm ■ 
Leading such companion I that gilded 
dome. 

Yon ifHnarets, would gladly leave for 
his worst home.” 

VIII 

” Feeling tunes your voice, fair 
Princess ' 

And your brow Is free from scorn. 
Else these* words would come like 
mockery, 

^harper than the pointed thorn.” 

** Whence the undeserved mistrust ? 
Too wide apart 

Our faith hath been,— O would that 
'/ eyes could see the heart ! ” 

IX 

Tempt me not, I pray ; my doom is 
These base iiiipletnents to wield f 


Kusty. lance, I ne’er shsU msp tbee^' 
Ne’er assoil my cobwebb'd ^ield 1 
Never^ see my native laud, jior casU^, 
towers, . , , p -o, A '> 

Nor Her who thinking of me there^;** 
counts widowed hours,” ® i'"-' 


” Prisoner ! pardon youthful faficttt » 
Wedded ? If you can, say no ! 
Blessed is and be your contort ; 
Hopes I ‘‘cherished — ^let thei|t got 
Handmaid’s privilege woulg lea^ niy 
purpose free. 

Without another link to my feUcityjJ’ 

‘ XI 

“ Wqdded love with loyal Christians, 
^I-udy, is a mystery rare t 
Body, heart, and soul in union, 

Make one being of a pair.” 

” Humble love in me would look for no 
return, ^ 

Soft as a guiding star ^hat cheers, but 
4 cannot burn.” ,, 

XII' • 

•• Gracious Allah !®lSy such title 
Ro 1 dare to thank the God, 
Hirffwho thus exalts thy spirit. 
Flower of an unchristian sod ! 

Or hast thou put off wings which thou 
in heaven dost wear ? 

What have 1 seen, and heard, or dreamt ? 
where am I ? where ? ” 


XIII 

Here broke off the dangerous con* 
verse : 

Less impassioned words might tell 

How the pair escaped together. 

Tears not wanting, nor a knell 

Of sorrow in her heart while through her 
father’s door. 

And from her narrow world, she passed 
for evermore. 

XIV 

But affectipns higher, holier, 

Urged her steps ; she shcink froid 
trust 

In a sensual creed that trampled 
Woman’s birthright into dust. 

Xittle be the wonder th^, the blame be 
none. 

If she,^a timid .Maid, hath put such, 
boldness on. 


Judge both Fugitives lvithknowftd||e: . 

In those old romantic days . 

Mighty were the scwl’scommandilieiuif 
To support, restnun,®«M:srai»e, 
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Foes might hang upon their path, snakes 
Jrus.Ue near, ^ 

But notMng trom their inward selves 
# •• had they to fear. 

XVI 

Thought infirm ne’er came between 
• them, ' 

Whether printing desert sands 
With accordant steps, or gathering 
Forest-fruit with social hands ; 

Or whispering like two reeds that in the 
colcVmoonboam 

Bend with the bronze their heads, 
beside a crystal stream. 

XVII 

On a friendly deck reposing • 

They*at length for Venice stec;; 
There, when they had closed their 
• voyage. 

One, who daily o^the pier 
Watched for tidiiigs from the 
beheld as Lord, 

Fell down and gasped his-iknees fc# joy, 
not uttoris.g wofcV 

^Itvni 

Mutual vras th« sudden transport : 

Breothless questions followed fast, 
Years contracting to a moment, 

Each word greedier than the Inst: 

' “ Hie thee to the Countess, friend ! re- 
turn with speed, 

And of this Stranger speak by whom her 
lord was freed. 

XIX 

Say that T, who might have languished. 
Drooped and pined till life was 
spent. 

Now before the gates of Stolberg 
My Deliverer would present 
For a crowning recompense, the precious 
grace 

Of her who in my heart still holds her 
ancient place. 

XX 

Makeiit known that my Companion 
Is of royal eastern blood. 

Thirsting after all perfection. 
Innocent, and meek, and good, 
Though with misbelievers bred; bfft 
that dark night * 

Will holy Church disperse by Yearns of 
' gospel-light.’* 


riSirif tly went that grey-llaired Servant, 
Soon returned a trustv Page 
Cheirged with greetings, benedictions, 
.Tbenfcs (nd praises, each a gage 


For a sunny thoughLto cheer the Stran- 
I get’s way, ^ [fears allay. 

Her virtuous scruples to remove, her 

XXII 

And how blest the Reunited, 

While beneath their castle-walls, 
Rims a deafening noise of welcome ! — 
Blest, though every tear that falls 
Doth ill its silence of past sorrow tell. 
And makes n meeting seem most like a 
dear farewell. 

XXIII 

'J^iroiigh a haze of human nature. 
Glorified by heavenly light, 

Looked tlv iieautiful "Deliverer 
Oil that overpowering sight. 

While across her virgin cheek pure 
blushes strayed 

For every tender sacrifice her heart had 
made. 

.\xiv 

On the ground the weeping Countess 
Knelt, and kissed the .Stranger’s 
hand ; 

Act of soul -devoted homage. 

Pledge of an eternal band : 

Nor did aught of future days that kiss 
belie. 

Which, willi a generous shout, the crowd 
did ratify. 

XXV 

Coil'! tan t to the fair Armenian. 

Gentle pleasures round her Jiioyedi 
Likf* a tutelary spirit 

Reverenced^ like a sister, loved. 
Christian meelaiess smoothed for all thp 
path of life, 

Who, loving inosi, should wiseliest love, 
their only strife. 

XXVI 

Mute memento of that union 
In a Saxon church survives. 

Where a cross-legged Knight lies 
sculptured • 

As between two wedded Wives — 
Figures with armorial signs of race and 
birth. 

And the vain rank the pilgrims bore 
while yet on earth. 

1830. ‘ 

XXXV. 

LOVING AND LIKING : 

IRREGULAR VERSES, 

ADDRESSFX) TO A CHILD 
(by my sister) 

There's more in words than 1 can 
teach : 

Yet listen. Child l — I would not preach ; 
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Hut only give somilEplain directions 
To guide ^our speech and your anec- 
' tions. 

Say not you love a roasted fowl, 

;But you may love a screainmg owl, 

' And, if you can, the unwieldy toad 
That crawls from his secure abode 
Within the mossy garden wall 
.When evening dews begin to fall. 

Oh mark the beauty of his eye : 

What wonders in that circle lie ! 

So clear, so bright, our fathers said 
He wears a jewel in his head ■' 

' And when, upon some showery day, ** 
Into a path or public way 
« A frog leaps out from bordering grass. 
Startling the timid ns they pass. 

Do you observe him, and endeavour 
To take the intruder into favour ; 
Learning from him to find a reason 
For a light heart in a dull season. 

And you may love him in the pool. 

That is for him a happy school. 

In which he swims as taught by nature. 
Fit pattern for a human creature. 
Glancing amid the water bright, 

. And sending upward sparkling light. 

Nor blush if o*er your heart be stealing 
^ A love for things that have no feeling: 
' The spring’s fust rose by you espied. 
May fill your breast with joyful pride ; 
And you may love the strawberry- 
flower. 

And love the strawberry in its bower ; 

■ But when the fruit, so often praised 
For beauty, to your lip is raised, 

Say not you love the delicate treat. 

But like it, enjoy it, and thankfully eat. 

.Long may you love your pensioner 
mouse, * 

Though one of a tribe that torment 
house : 

' Nor dislike for her cruel sport the cat. 
Deadly ^e both of mouse and rat ; 
Remember she follows the law of her 
kind. 

And Instinct is neither wayward nor 
blind. 

^Then think of her beautiful gliding 
. ■ form, 

tread that would scarcely crush a 
worm, 

;; ;And her soothing song by the winter fire, 
Soft AS the dying throb of the lyre. 

■ ^ .1 vrqjuld not circumscribe your love : 
It .may soar with the eagle and brood 
, c iv.' ' with th^ dove, 

pierce the earth with the patient 
^ teole, 

[Or irack the hedgehog to bis hole, 
...Roving anc^liking are the solace of life. 


Rock the cradle of joy^ smooth the 
death -bed of strife. v. 

You love your father and youf mother. 
Your grown-up and your bal>y brdtner 
You love your sister, and jour £rien<^ ; 
And countless blessings which God sends : - 
And while these right affections play. 
You Itve each moment of your day ; 

They lead you on to full content, 

And likings fresh and innocent. 

That store the* mind, the memory f^^. 
And prompt to many a gentle deA : 
But likings come, and pass afi/ay ; 

*Tis love that remains till our latest day i 
Our heavenward guide is holy love. 

And will be our bliss with saints above. . 

a 

^ ‘ XXXVI 

FAREWELL LINES 
“High bliss is only for a higher state," 
But, surely, if se>»;re alflictions borne 
With x^atience merit the reward of peace, 
Peace ye deserve ; and^may the solid 

i ^od. ‘ ‘ 

Sought by a w.>se 'though Vate es^change, 
and here w ' 

With bpunleous han^ beneath a cottage- 
roof 

To you accorded, never be with&rawn. 
Nor for the world’s best promises re- 
nounced. 

Most soothing was it for a welcome 
Friend, 

Fresh from the crowded city, to behold 
That lonely union, privacy so deep. 

Such calm employments, such entire, 
content. 

So when the rain is over, the storm laid, 
A pair of herons oft-times have I seen. 
Upon a rocky islet, side by side. 

Drying their feathers in the sun, at 
ease ; 

And so, when night with grateful gloom 
had fallen, 

Two glow-worms in such nearness that 
they shared. 

As seemed, their soft self-satisfying 
’ light, , 

Each with the other, on the dewy 
ground, 

Where He that made them blesses their 
« repose. — 

When wandering among )akes and kills. ' 

I noie, ,, 

Once more, those creature^ ^ thus by 
nature paired, . 

And guarded in their tranquil state of' 
life, • ^ • . 

Even, as your happy presence to ' 
mind • ■ 

Their union brought, wiU M 
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And send a thankful spirit Wk to you, 
' With hope that we, dear Friends ! shall 
meet, again. * 

• •• • XXXVII 

• THE REDBREAST 

. (SUGGESTED IN A WESTMORELAND COT- 

• • TAGE) • 

Driven in by Autumn's sharpening air 
From hsdf-stripped woods and pastures 
bar^ • 

Brisk Robin seeks a kindlier home : 

Not like a^eggar is he come, 

But enters as a lookftd-for guest. 
Confiding in his ruddv breast. 

As if it were a natural shield • 
Charged with a blazon on the field. 

Due to that good and pious de|d 
Of which we in the Ballad read. • 
pensive fancies putting by. 

And wild-wo(^ sorrows, speedily 
He plays the ^pert ventriloquist ; 

And, caught by glimpses now — now 
missed, 

Puzzles the lis^ner with* a doubt 
If the soft vofbe he throws about 
Comes trom witlftn doors or without 1 
Was ever such a s^eet confusio^. 
Sustained by delicate illusion ? 

He’s at your elbow — to your feeling 
The notes are from the floor or ceiling ; 
And there’s a riddle to be guessed, 

’Till you have marked his heaving chest, 
And busy throat whose sink and swell. 
Betray the Elf that love 5 to dwell 
In Robin’s bosom, as a chosen cell. 

Heart-pleased we smile upon the Bird 
Tf seen, and with like pleasure stirred 
Commend him, when he’s only heard. 
But small and fugitive our gain 
Compared with hers who long hath lain, 
Wi^ languid limbs and patient head 
Reposing on a lone sick-bed ; 

Where now, she daily hears a strain 
That cheats her of too busy cares, 

Eases her pain, and helps her prayers. 
md who but this dear Bird beguiled 
rile fever of that pale-faced Child ; 

Now coAing, with his passing wing, 

' Her forehead, like a breeze of Spring : 
Recalling now, with descant soft 
Shed round her pillow from aloft. 

Sweet thoughts of angels hovering niglL 
And the invisible sympathy 
Of ** Matthew, Mark, and Luke, sRid J ohn. 
Blessing the bed she lies upon ^ ? " 

1 Ihe words^ 

• Matthew, -Mark, and l^e, and John, 

Bless that I lie on,'* 

part ni a child's prgyer, stiU la gsoeral use 
the countiee. 


j And sometimes, just as listening ende 
In ^umber, with the cadence blends 
A (fl'eam of that low- warbled hymn 
Which old folk, fondly pleased to trim 
Lamps of faith, now«burning dim. 

Say that the Cherubs carved in stone. 
When clouds gave way at dead of night 
And the ancient church was filled with 
light. 

Used to sing in heavenly tone, 

Alfevc and round the sacred places 
They guard, with winged baby-faces. 

Thrice happy Creature ! in all lauds 
Nurtured by hospitable hands : 

Free entrance to this cot has he. 
Entrance and exit both yet free ; 

And, when the keen unruffled weather 
That thus brings man and bird together. 
Shall vlth its pleasantness be past. 

And casement closed and door made 
fast. 

To keep at bay the howling blast. 

He needs not fear the season’s rage. 
For the whole house is Robin's cage. 
Whether the bird flit here or there. 

O’er table hit, or perch on chair. 

Though some may frown and make a 
stir. 

To scare him as a trespasser, 

And he belike will flinch or start, 
Good friends he has to take his part ; 
One chiefly, who with voice and look 
Pleads for him from the chimney-nook. 
Where sits the Dame, and wears away 
Her long and vacant holiday ; 

With images about her heart, 

Reflected from the years gone by. 

On human nature’s second infancy. 

1834. 

XXXVIII 

HER EYES ARE WILD. 

I 

Her eyes are wild, her head is j^re, 

The sun has burnt her coal-blsrok hair ; 
Her eyebrows have a rusty stain, 

And she came far from over the main. 
She has a baby on her arm. 

Or else she were alone ; 

And underneath the hay-stack waziDr 
And on the greenwood stone, 

She talked and sung the woods among. 
And it was in the English tongua. 

II 

** Sweet babe ! they say that I am mad* 
But nay, my heart is far too glad ;* 

And I am happy when I sing 
Full many a sad and doleful thing ; 

Than, lovely baby, do not fear i 
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I pray thee have no fear of me ; 

But safe as in a cradle, here 
My lovety»baby ! thou shalt be : • 

To thee 1 knc^ too much I owe ; 

I cannot work thee any woe. 

III 

A fire was once within my brain ; 

And in my head a dull, dull pain ; 

And fiendish faces, one, two, three. 
Hung at my breast, and pulled at me : 
But then there came, a sight of joy ; ^ 

It came at once to do me good ; 

I waked, and saw my little boy. 

My little boy of flesh and blood ; ^ 

Oh joy for me that sight to see I 
For he was here, and only l^e* 

IV 

Suck, little babe, oh suck again ! 

It cools my blood ; it cools my brain ; 
Thv lips I feel them, baby ! they 
Draw from niy heart the pain away. 
Oh ! press me with thy little hand ; 

It loosens something at mv chest : 
About that tight and deadly band 
I feel thy little fingers prest. 

The breeze I see is in the tree : 

It comes to cool my babe and me. 

V 

Oh ! love me, love me, little boy ! 

Thou art thy mother’s only joy ; 

And do not dread the waves below. 
When o’er the sea-rock’s edge we go ; 
The high crag cannot work me harm. 
Nor leaping torrents when they howl ; 
The babe I carry on my arm. 

He saves for me my precious soul ; 
Then happy lie ; for blest am I : 
Without me my sweet babe would die. 
vi 

Then do not fear, my boy ! for thee 
Bold as a lion will I be ; 

And I will always be thy girde, 

Through hollow snows and rivers wide. 
I'll build an Indian bower ; I know 
The leaves that make the softest bed : 
And. if r..om me thou wilt not go. 

Rut still be true till I am dead. 

My pretty thing I then thou shalt sing 
As merry as the birds in spring. 


VII 

'lUiy father cares not for my breast, 
’Tis thhie, sweet baby, there to rest i 
*Tis all thine own ! — and, if i Js' hue 
Be changed, that was so fair to 
*Tis fair enough for thee, my dove V 
My beauty, little child, is flown. 

But tho;i wdlt live with me in lovp ; ^ 

And what if my poor cheek be brown ? 
'Tis well for me, thou const not see 
How pale and wan it else wo^j-ld be. 

VIII. 

Dread not their taunts, my ^ttle Life; 
I am thy fatlier’s Sredded wife ; 

And underneath the spreading tree 
We t\>ft) will live in honesty. 

If his sweet boy he could forsake. 

With njS he never would have stayed : 
Fron? him no harm my babe can take ; 
But he, poor man ! is wretched me^e ; 
And everv day we two will pray 
For him that’s gene and lar away. 

IX 

I’ll tfe’ach my' Ipoy the ^'.veetest things : 
I’ll teach him, how the ovffiet sings. 

My little babe ! thy lipS are still, 

And thou hast alm()st sucked thy fill. 
— Where art thou gone, my owii dear 
child ? ^ 

What wicked looks are those I see ? 

Alas ! alas ! that look so wild. 

It never, never came from me : 

If thou art mad, my pretty lad, 

Then I must be for ever sad. 

X 

Oh ! smile on me, my little lamb I 
For I thy own dear mother am : 

My love for thee has well been tried : 
I’ve sought thy father far and wide. 

I know the poisons of the shade ; 

I know the earth-nuts fit for food s 
Then, pretty dear, be not afraid : 

We’ll find thy lather in the wood. 

Now laugh and be gay. to the woods 
awav ! 

And there, my babe, we’ll live for aye.” 

I c 179^ 
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\ ADVERTISEMENT 

* B^V^noiu resident In ttie ccnmtry and attached to rural objects, many places will be 'found 
nnnepied or of unknown names, where little Incidents must have occurred, or feelings been experi- 
enced, which will have given to such places a private aitd peculiar interest. From a wish to ive 
some sort of record to such Incidents, and renew the gratiheation of such feelings. Names have 
been given to Places by the Author and some of bis Friends, and the following Poems written in 
coosequence. 


It was April morning : fresh and 
clear 

The Riyulbt, delighting in its strength, 
Ran with a young man’s speed ; and 
yet the voice 

Of waters which the winter had applied 
Was softened down into a vernal tone. 
The spirit of enjoyment and (ftsire, 
''*A.nd hopes and wishes, from ^1 living 
^ things 

Wont circling^ke a multitude of sounds. 
The budding\^oves «eeuicd eager to 
urge on 

The steals of /une ; as if their various 
hues • ® 

Were only hinflraiices thal stood between 
Them and their <1fcqec't . but, nieai while, 
prevailed « « 

Such an entire contentment in the air 
That every naked ash, and tardy tree 
Yet leafless, showed as if the coun- 
I tenance 

With which it looked on this delightful 
day 

Were native to the sumnier. — Up the 
brook 

I roamed in the confusion of iny heart. 
Alive to all things and forgetting all. 

At length I to a sudden turning raine 
Jp this continuous glen, where down a 
rock 

The Stream, so ardent in its course 
before. 

Sent forth such siillies of glad sound, 
that all 

tyhich I till then had heard, appeared the 
' voic* 

C^> common i^leasnre : beast and bird, 
Uie4Bmb, 

The shepherd’s dog, the linnet and the 
.thrush 

Vied with this waterfall, and made a 
song, , 

Which, while I listened, seemed like 
the wild growth • 

Or like some natural produce of the air, 
That^ could not cease to be. Green 
Jfeaves were here ; 

But^twa,s therfoliage of ttie rocks-— the 
' bihih, „ . J 

The the^oUy, had the bright green 

'I'nriPn P . 


Wi^th hanging islands of resplendent 
furze : 

And. oil a summit, distant a short space, 

I By any who should look beyond the dell, 

A Single mountain-cottage might be seen. 

: 1 gazed and gazed, and to myself I said. 

“ Our thoughts at least are ours ; and 
this wild ncK>k, 

My Emma, I will dedicate to thee.” 

Soon did the spot become my other 

home. 

My dwelling, and my out-of-doors abode. 

And, of the Shepherds who have seen 
me there, 

To whom I sometimes in our idle talk 

Have told this fancy, two or three, per- 
haps. 

Years aftci we are gone and in our graves, 

When tliev have cause to speak of this 
wild place, 

May call it by the name of Emma’s 
Dell. 

x8oo. 


TO JOANNA 

Amid the smoke of cities did you pass 
The time of early youth ; and there you 
learned, 

Fqpiu years of quiet industry, to love 
The living Beings by your own fire- 
side, 

With such a strong devotion, that your 
heart 

Is slow to meet the sympathies!»of them 
Who look upon the hills with tenderness. 
And make dear friendships with the 
streams and groves. 

Yet we, who are transgressors in this 
kind, 

Dwelling retired in our simplicity 
Among the woods and fields, we love 
you well, 

T oanna ! and 1 guess, since you have been 
So distant from us now lor two long 
years. 

That you will gladly listen to discourse* 
However trivial. If you thence be taught 
That they, vdth whom you once were 
haopy, talk 
Familiarly of you and of old times* 


' '.I' 


. 
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While 1 was seated, now some ten 
days {>ast, * 

Beneath those lofty firs; that overtop 
Their ancient neighbour, the old steeple - 
tower, 

The Vicar from his gloomy house hard by 
Came forth to greet me ; and when he 
had asked, 

‘‘How fares Joanna, that wild-hearted 
Maid 1 J 

And when will she return to us ? ” he 
paused ; 

And, after short exchange of village 
, news, ^ 

He with grave looks demanded, for w'hat 
cause, 

Beyiving obsolete idolatry, 

I, like a Runic Priest, in characters 
Of formidable size had chiselled out 
Some uncouth name upon the native rock. 
Above the Rotha, by the forest-side. 

— Now, by those dear imiiiUiiities of 
heart 

Engendered between malice and true 
love, 

1 ivas not loth to be so catechised. 

And this was my reply : — “ As it befel. 
One summer morning we had walked 
abroad 

At break of d.iy, Joanna and myself. 
— ’Twas that delightful season when the 
broom. 

Full-flowered, and visible on every steep, 
Along the copses runs in veins of gold. 
Our pathway led us on to Rotha’ s 
banks ; 

And when we came in front of that tall 
rock 

That eastward looks, I there stopped 
short — and stood 

Tracing the lofty barrier with my eye 
From base to summit ; such delight .J 
found 

To note in shrub and tree, in stone and 
flower 

That int^tmixture of delicious hues. 
Along so vast a surface, all at once. 

In one impression, bv coiine tmg force 
Of their own beauty, imaged in the 
heart. 

-—•When I had gazed perhaps two 
minutes’ space, 

Joanna, looking in my eyes, beheld 
That ravishment of mine, and laughed 
aloud. 

The Rock, like something starting from 
a sleep. 

Took up the Lady’s voice, and lai ghed 
' .again ; r 

That '.^nuient Woman seated on Helm- 
crag fscar. 

Was readjf with her cavern ; Hammar- 


And the tall Steep of Sili^er-how» sent 
forth . 

A noise of laughter ; southern Loughrigg 
heard, * ^ 

And Fairfield answered with a mountain 
tone ; 

Helvell^^m far into the clear blue sky 
Carried the Lady’s voice, — old ^idd&w 
blew 

His speaking-trumpet back ^ut of the 
clouds 

Of (Uaramara southward came the 
voice ; 

And Kirkstone tofised it from his misty 
head. 

— Now^ whether (said I to our cordial 
Friend, 

Who in,fhe hey-day of astonishment 
Smiled in my face) this were in simple 
truth 

A work accomplished by the brotherhood 
Of ancient mouirtainsi Jt my ear was 
touched ^ 

With dreams and visionary impulses 
To aloite iipparted, ^ure I am 
That there was a loud Itiproar in the 
hills. • * 

And, while we both w/)rc listening, to my 
side , 

The fair Joanna drew, as if she wished 
To shelter from some object of her fear. 
— And hence, long afterwards, W'hcn f 
eighteen moons 

Were wasted, as 1 chanced to walk alOne 
Beneath this rock, at sunrise, on a calm 
And silent morning, 1 sat down, and 
there. 

In memory of affections old and true, 

I chiselled out in those rude characters 
J oanna’s name deep in the living stone : — 
And I. and all who dwell by my fire- 
side. 

Have called the lovely rock, Joakna's 
Rock.” 

xSoo. 


Note. — In Cumberland and Westmoreland 
are several Inscriptions, upon the n.yivc rock, 
which, from tlie wasting of time, ancTthe rude- 
ness oi the workmanship, have been mistaken 
for Runic. They are without dcubt Roman. 

The Rotha, mentioned in this poem, is tlie 
River which flowing through the lakes of Gras- 
and Rydale, falls intd Wynaudennere. 
On Helmqjrag, that impressive single mountain 
at the head of the Vale of Grasmere, is a rock 
which from most points of vit-w bears a striking 
resemblance to an old Woman cowering. Close 
by this rock is one of those fissures or caimnis. 
which in the language of the country are callea 
dungeons. Most of the mountains here men- 
tioned immediately surround the Vale of Gras- 
mere ; of the others, Miae are at a considerable 
distance, but they bektag to the closterr 
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HI 

There is an Eminencet — of th&se our 
hiUs • . 

^he%st tfiat parleys with the setting 

snn ; 

We can behold it from our orchard- 
^ se^t j 

And, when, at evening we purkie our 
walk 

Along t!]e public way, this Peak, so 
high 

Above us, and so distant in its height, 
Is \isib]c;^nd often seems to send 
Its own deep quiet to' restore our hearts. 
The meteors make of it a favourite 
haunt : 

The star of Jove, so beautiful and large 
In the mid heavens, is never half so fair 
As when he shines above it. ’"fts in 
c truth 

The loneliest ^lace we have among the 
clouds. X C' 

And She who dwells with me. whom I 
have loved 

With such coni/hunion, tli^t no pJ.4'ce on 
earth ' « 

Can ever be a solifttade lo me. 

Hath to this lonely Summit given my 
Naqie. 

1800. 

IV 

A NARROW' girdle of rough stones and 
crags, 

A rude and natural causeway, interposed 
Between the water and a vrindmg 
slope 

Of copse and thicket, leaves the eastern 
shore 

Of Grasmere safe in its own^privacy : 
And there myself and two beloved 
Friends, 

One calm September morning, ere the 
mist 

Had altogether yielded to the sun, 
Sauntered on this retired and difficult 
ay. 

Ill suits the road with one in haste : 
burwe » 

Played with our time ; and, as we 
strolled along. 

It was our occupation to observe 
Such objects the waves had tossefl 

' ashore — » 

Feather, or teaf, or weed, or withered 
bough. 

Each on the other heaped, along the 
• line , 

Of the dry wt%ck. And, In our vacant 
mood, , 

Not seldqni #id we &top to watch some 
tuft 


Of dandelion seed or thistle’s beard, 

Thet skimmed the surface of the dead 
calm lake. 

Suddenly halting now; — a lifeless stand ! 
And starting off again with freak as 
sudden ; 

In all its sportive wanderings, all the 
while, 

Making report of an invisible breeze 
Th^t was its wings, its chariot, and its 
horse. 

Its playmate, rather say, its moving 
soul. 

r-And often, trifling with a privilege 

Alike indulged to all, we paused, one 
now. 

And now the other, to point out, per- 
chance 

To i>luck, some flower or w’ater-w'ecd, too 
fair 

Either to be divided from the place 
On which it grew, or to be left alone 
To its own beauty. Many such there 
.'ire, 

Fair ferns and flowers, and chiefly that 
tall fern. 

So stateh', of the queen Osmunda 
named ; 

Plant lovelier, in its own retired abode 
On Grasmere's beach, than Naiad by 
the side 

Of Grecian brook, or Lady of the Mere, 
Sole-sitting by the shores of old romance, 
— So fared we that bright morning : 
from the fields. 

Meanwhile, a noise was heard, the busy 
mirth 

Of reapers, men and women, boys and 
girls. 

Delighted much to listen to those sounds, - 
And feeding thus our fancies, wre ad- 
vanced 

Along the indented shore; when suddenly. 
Through a thin veil of glittering haze 
was seen 

Before us, on a point of juttmg land, 
Tlie tall and upright figure of a^fan 
.\ttired in peasant’s garb, who stood 
alone. 

Angling beside the margin of the lake. 
“ Improvident and reckless,” we ex- 
claimed, 

“ The Man must be, who thus can lose a 
day 

Of the mid harvest, when the labourer’s 
hire 

Is ample, .ind some little might be 
stored 

Wherewith to cheer him in the winter 
time.” 

Thus talking of that Peasant, we ap- 
proached fline 

Close to the spot where with his rod and 
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He stood alone ; whereat he turned his 
head . » 

To greet us —and we saw a Man worn 
down 

By sickness, galirit and lean, with 
sunken checks 

And wasted liiubs, his legs so long and 
lean 

That for my single self I looked at tbcrii. 
Forgetful of the body they sustain^. — 
Too weak to labour in tlje harvest held. 
The Man was using his best skill to gain 
A pittance from the dead unfeeling 
lake r 

That knew not of his wants. I will not 
say 

What thoughts immediately were ours, 
nor how 

The happy idleness of that sweet morn. 
With all its lovely images, was changed 
To serious musing and to self-reproach. 
Nor did we fail to see within ourselves 
What need there is to be re.serve-d in 
speech. 

And tchiper all our thoughts with 
charity. 

— -Therefore, unwilling to forget that 
day, 

My Friend, Myself, and She who then 
received 

The same admonishment, have called 
the place 

By a memorial name, uncouth indeed 
As e’er by mariner w'as given to bav 
Or foreland, on a new-discovered coast ; 
And Point RASH-JiuioMiiNi is the name 
it bears. 

1800. 


V I 

♦ TO M. IT. 

Our walk was <ar among the aiiciei^t 
trees : 

There was no road, nor any woodman’s 
path ; 

But a y^lck umbrage — checking the wild 
growth 

Of weed and sapling, along soft green 
turf 

Beneath the branches -of itself had 
made 

A track, that brought us to a slip of 
lawn. 

And a small bed of water in the woods. 

All round this pool both flocks and 
herds might drink 

On its firm margin, even as from a well. 

Or some stone-basin which the herds- 

, man’s hand 

Had shaped for their refreshment i nor 
did sun. 

Or wind from any quarter, ever come. 

But as a blessing to this calm recess. 


This glade of water and^^his one gree.) 
' fi^ld. 

The spot was made by Nature for her- 
self : • «• I 

The travellers know it not, and^ ’twill 
remain '' 

Unknown to them ; but it is beautiful j 
And if'^a man should plant his* cotl^ge 
near. 

Should sleep beneath the shelter of its 



meal, • 

He would so lovg, it, that in his death- 
hour 


Its image would survive among his 
thoughts : 

And thrtjrefore, my sweet Mary, this 
fStfil Nook, * 

With all its beeches, we have named 
from You ! * 




1 800. 


VI t 

WfiitN, to thjQ attractkms of the busy 
world, ' » • 

Preferring stifJious l^ir-ure, T had chosen 
A habitation in this peaceful Vale, 

Sharp' season follbwed of continual 
storm * 

III deepest winter ; and, from week to 
week, , 

Pathway, and lane, and public road, 
were clogged 

With frequent showers of snow. Upon 
a hill 

At a sliort distance from my cottage, 
stands 

A stately Fir-grove, whither 1 was 
won t 

To hasten, ior I found, beneath the roof 
Of that perennial shade, a cloistral 
place 

Of refuge, with an unincumbered floor. 
Here, in safe covert, on the shallow 
snow, feartb, 

And, sometimes, on a speck of visible 
The redbreast, near me hopped ; nor 
was I loth ^ 

To sympathise with vulgar coppice 
birds 

That, for protection from the nipping 
4 , blast, 

uHither repaired. — A single beech-tree 
f^refv 

Within ’this grove of firs I and, on the 
fork 

Of that one beech, appeared a thrush’s 
nest ; < 

A last year’s nest, conspicuously built 
At such small elevation from the ground ^ 
As gave sure sign that thcyi ^ho in that 
house 
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Of nature and of love had made their 
home 

Amid the fir-trees, all the summer long 
pweU^in a, tranquil spot. And often - 1 

A few sheep, straggles from some 
mountain-flock, 1 

W^quld ^alch my motions with suspicious 
stare. 

From the remotest outskirts of the 
grove, — 

Some nook where they h*ad made their 
tinal stand, 

Huddling tbgether from two fears— the 
fear 

Of me and of the storm. Full many an 
hour 

Here did I lose. Hut in this grove the 
trees 

Had ^cn so thickly planted, ann^ had 
c-thrKi'g 

Tn such pcrji>|j^d and intricate array ; 
That vainly tlW- I sedk, beneath their ; 

sterns , I 

A length of open space, w'here to and | 
fro , • '■ 

My feet might move Without concern or , 
care 

And, baffled thus,». though earth from! 

day^to day 1 

Was fettered, and the air by storm dis- 1 
turbed, 1 

«I ec«'iscd the shelter to frequent, —and 
prized, 

Less than T wished to prize, that calm 
recess. 

The snows dissolved, and genial 
Spring returned 

To clothe the fields with verdure. Other 

haunts 

Meanwhile were mine ; till, one bright 
April day. 

By chance retiring from the glare of . 

noon I 

To this forsaken covert, there I found | 
A hoarv pathway traced between the 
.5 trees, 

And'.winding on with such an easy line 
Along a i^atural opening, that I stood 
Much wondering how I could have 
sought in vain 

For whnt was now so obvious. To 
abide, 

For an allotted*‘intcrval of ease, ^ 

Under my cottage-roof, had gla^.lv come 
From the wild sea a cherished Visitant ; 


He had surveyed it with a finer eve, 

A heart more wakeful ; and had worn 
the track 

By pacing here, unwearied and alone. 

In that habitual restl^^ssness of foot 
That haunts th«! Sailor rneasiuriug o’er 
and o’er 

His shrjrt domain upon the vessel’s deck. 
While she pursues her course through 
the drearv sea. 

When thou hadst quitted Esthwaite’s 
pleasant shf ire, {hills 

And taken thy first leave of those green 
And rocks that were the jday-ground of 
thy youth. 

Year followed year, my Brother! and 
we two. 

Conversing not. knew little in what 
mould 

Each other's mind was fashioned ; and 
at length. 

When once again we met in Grasmere 
Vale. 

netween us there W'as little other bond 
Than common leelings of fraternal love. 
But thou, I School-boy, to the sea hadst 
carried 

l''nd\ing recollections ; iVature there 
Was with thee ; she, w»ho loved us both, 
she still 

Was wdth thee ; and even so didst thou 
become 

A silent Poet ; from the solitude 
Of the vast sea didst bring a watchful 
heart 

Still couchaiit, an inevitable ear. 

And an eve practised like a blind man’s 
touch. 

— Bark to the jo 3 fle 5 S Ocean thou art 
gone : W 

N(v from this vestige of thy musing 
hours 

Could I withhold thy honoured name, — 
and now 

I love the fir-grove with a perfect love. 
Thither do I withdraw when Cloudless 
suns 

Shine hot. or wind blows troublesome and 
strong 

And there I sit at evening, when the 
steep 

Of Sib^er-how, and Grasmere’s peace- 
ful lake. 

And one green island, gleam betw'een the 
stems 

Of the dnrk firs, a visionary scene ! 


And with the sight of this same path — , And, while I erze upon the spectacle 
begun. Of eloiided splendour, on this dream- 

Begfln and end^d, in the shady pro' c, I like si^ht 

Pleasant conviction flashed upon my Of snle-nn loveliness, T think on thee, 
mind * I My Brother, and on all which thou hast 

Thatf to this opportune recess allured. | lost. 
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Nor seldom* if I rightly guess, while 
Thou, g 

Muttering the verses which I muttered 
first , 

Among the mountains, through the 
midnight watch 

Art pacing thoughtfully the vessel’s 
deck 

In some far region, here, while o'er 
my head, . 

At every impulse of the moving bree/o. 
The fir-grove murmurs with a sea-like 
sound, 

Alone 1 tread this path ; — for angV^ 1 
■ know. 

Timing my steps to thine ; mid, w'ith a 
store 

Of undistinguishable sympathies, 
Mingling most earnest wishes for the day j 
When we, and others whom we love,; 

shall meet j 

A second time, in Grasmere’s happv I 
Vale. 

1805. 

Note. — This wish was not gr.intr.d ; the 
lamented Person not lonp; after perished by | 
shipwreck, in discharge of his duty as Com- 1 
mander of the Honourable East India Com- j 
pany's Vessel, the Earl of Abergavenny. 


Forth from a jutting ridge, around 
whose base 

Winds our deep Vale, two heath-clad 
Rocks ascend 

In fellowship, the loftiest of the pair 
Rising to no ambitious height ; yet 
both. 


O’er lake and stream, mountain and 
• floyery mead, 

Unfolding prospects fair as human eyes 
Rver beheld. Up -led with nM:itual«b^p, | 
To one or other brow of those twin 
Peaks ^^1- • 

Were two adventurous Sisters wont 
to ofirnb, • • 

And took no note of the hour while 
thence they gazed. 

The blooming t^eath their coudi, ^zed, 
side by side. • 

In speechless admiration. I«a witness 
And frequent sha^r of their calm de- 
light 

With Wiankful heart, to either Emi- 
nence 

(jave th* baptismal name each Sister 

X^rh. 

Now are they parted,, far as peath's 
a>ld hand ' • 

Hath power to py t the , Spirits of those 
who love 

As they did love. Ye» kindred Pin- 
neicles — » • 

That, while the*gwncralio»8 of mankind 
Follow each ofher to^Uieir hiding-place 
In time’s abyss, are privileged to endure 
Beautifbl in yoursftlves, and richly 
graced • 

With like command of beauty — grant 
your aid 

For Mary’s humble, Sarah’s silent, 
claim, 

That their pure joy in nature may sur- 
vive 

From age to age in blended memory. 

1845. 
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A MORNING EXERCISE 

Fancy, who leads the pastimes of the 
glad. 

Full oft^is pleased a wayward dart to 
throw ; 

Sending sad shadows after things not sad. 

Peopling the harmless fields wdth signs 
of woe : 

Beneath her sway, a simple forjest cry 

Becomes an echo of man’s misery. 

Blithe ravens croak of death ; and 
when the owl 

Tries his two voices for a favourite 
strain — 

TU’-whit — Tu-whoo f the unsuspecting 
fowl 

Forebodes mishap or seems but to com- 
plain : 

Fancy, intent to harass and annoy, 
pervert th^ ^videnc^ of joy. 


Through border wilds where naked 
Indians stray, 

M^Tiads of notes' attest her subtle skill ; 
A feathered task -master cries, Work^ 

AWAY ! ” 

And, in thy iteration, Whip poor 
Will 1 ! ” 

Is heard the spirit of a toil-worn slave. 
Lashed out of life, not quiet in the grave. 


What wonder ? at her bidding, ancient 
lays me! ; 

Steeped in dire grief the voice of Philo- 
Xnd that fleet messenger 01 summer days. 
The SwsKlow, twittered subject to like' 
spell ; 

But ne'er could Fancy bend the buoyant 
Lark 

To melancholy service — hark ! O hark ! 


1 See Watertaa'i frgpdfripgs AvnieSi . 
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The daisy sleeps upon the dewy lawn. 
Not lifting yet the head that ^veniiig 
bowed ; 

|But(^« is iHsen, a later star of dawn. 
Glittering and twinkling near yon rosy | 
tloud ; 

Bright gem instinct with music, vocal 
o spark ; ! 

The happiest bird that sprang out of 
the Ark ! 

Hail, ^lest above all kinds ! — Su- ; 
premely skilled 

Re^less with fixed to balance, high 
*with low, » 

Thou leav’st the halcyon free her hopes 
to build 

On such forbearance as the de<*p may 
shovr; 

Perpptuaf flight, unchecked by el^thly 
* 

Lelfv'st td'tx.^andering bird of paradise. 

Faithful, tnHugh sfMft as lightning, 
the meek ,dovc ; 

Yet more hath nature reconciled in thee ; 
So constant with thy downward eye of 
love, 

Yet, in adrial sin'glcness, so ^l\^e : 

So humble, yet so^ready to rcirice 
In pow;?r of wing and never-wearied 
voice. 

To the last point of vision, and beyond, 
•Mount, daring warbler !•— that love- 
prompted strain, 

(’Twixt thee and thine a never-failing 
bondl 

Thrills not the less the bosom of the plain: 
Yet might’st thou seem, proud privilege ! 
to sing 

All independent of the leafy spring. 

How would it please old Ocean to 
partake. 

With sailors longing for a breer.e in vain, 
The harmony thy notes most gladly 
4 ' make 

Where earth resembles most his own 
domain 1 

. Urania’s self might w'^elcome with pleased 
eaT(|, 

These matins mounting towards her 
native sphere. 

Chanter by heayen attracted, whopi 
no bars ^ 

To day-light known deter from tha*t 
pursuit, ' 

'Tis well that some sage instinct, when 
the stars 

CotM forth at evening, keeps Thee still 
and mute / ' 

For not an eyelid could to sleep incline 
Wort thou among theip, singing as they 
. 9limf • | 828 . 


IT. 

' A FLOWER GARDEN, 

AT COLEORTON HALjL, LEICESTERSHIRE 

Tfll me, ye Zephyrs ! that unfold. 
While fluttering o’er this gay Recess, 
Pillions that fanned the teeming mould 
Of Eden’s blissful wilderness. 

Did only softly stealing hours 
There close the peaceful lives of flowers ? 

Say, when the moving creatures saw 
All kinds commingled without fear. 
Prevailed a like indulgent law 
For the still growths that prtisper here ? 
Did waiitoiirfawn and kid forbear 
The half-blown rose, the lily spare ? 

Or peeped they often from their beds 
And prematurely disappeared. 

Devoured like pleasure ere it spreads 
A bosom tf) the sun endeared ? 

If such their harsh untimely doom, 

1 1 falls not here on bud or bloom. 

AU summer-long the happy Eve 
Of this fair spot her flowers may bind, 
Nor e’er, with ruffled fancy, grieve. 
From the next glance she casts, to find 
That love for little things by Fate 
Is rendered vain as love for great. 

Yet, where the guardian fence is wound, 
So subtly are ou* eyes beguiled 
We sec not nor suspect a bound. 

No more than in some forest wild ; 

The sight is free as air — or crost 
Only by art in nature lost. 

And, though the jealous turf refuse 
By random footsteps to be prest. 

And feed on ncvcr-suJlicd dews, 

Ye, gentle breezes from the west. 

With all the ministers of hope 
Are tempted to this sunny slope I 

And hither throngs of birds resort ; 
Some, inmates lodged in shady nests, 

f ome, perched on stems of staCTely port 
hat nod to welcome transient guests ; 
While hare and leveret, seen at play. 
Appear not more shut out than they. 

Apt emblem (for reproof of pride) 

This delicate Enclosure shows 
Of modest kindness, that would hide 
The firm protection she bestows ; 

Of manners, like its viewless fence. 
Ensuring peace to innocence- 

Thus spake the moral Muse — ^her wing 
Abruptly spreading to depart. 

She left that farewell offering. 

Memento for some docile heart ; 

That may respect the good old age 
Wiiea Fancy was Truth’s willing Page 5 
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^ncl Truth would skim the flowerv ginde. 
Though entering but as fancy’s Shade. 

i8=^. 

JU 

\ wiiiRL-HLAST frojn behind the hill 
Rushed o’er the wood with startling 
sound : 

Then — all at once the air was still. 

And showers of hailstones pattered 
round. • 

Where leafless r>aks towered high above, 

I sat within an undergrove 
Of tallest hollies, tall and green ; 

A fairer bfiwer was never seen. •• 
P’rorri year to year the spaeions fl<X)r 
Witli withered leaves is eovpred o’er. 

And all the voar the bower is green. 

But See ! where’er the hailstones drop 
The withered leaves all skip and hop ; 
There’s not a bree/f’ - no breath of air — 
Yet here, and there, and everywhere 
Ah)ng the iloor, beneath the shade 
By those einboworing hollies made. 

The leaves in myriads jump and spring, 
.As if with pipes and music rare 
Some Robin Good-fellow were there. 
And all those leaves, in festive glee. 

Were dancing to the iinnstrelsy. 

■ 1799- 

TV 

THE WATERlj^LL AND 
THE EGLANTINE 

I 

“ Bego.ve, thou fond presumptuous 
Elf.” 

Exclaimed an angry Voice, 

” Nor dare to thrust thv foolish self 
Between me and my choice ! ” 

A small Cascade, fresh swolii with snows 
Thus threatened a poor Briar-rose, 

That, all bespatteF^ed with his foam. 

And dancing high and dancing low. 

Was living, as a child might know. 

In an mhappy home, 

II 

” Dost thou presume my course to block ? 
Off, off! or, puny Thing! 
ril hurl thee headlong with the rock 
To which thy fibres cling.” 

The Flood was tyrannous and strong ; 
The patient Briar suffered long. 

Nor did he utter groan or sigh. 

Hoping the danger would be past ; 

But, seeing no relief, at last, 

He ventured to reply. 

III 

" Ah l ” said the Briar, ” blame me not ; 
Why should we dwell in strife ? 


We who In this sequestered spot 
Once lived a happy life ! 

You sttrred me on my rocky ^bed — ' 
What pleasure through my^ veins yoiL 
spread • 

The summer long, from day to da^ 

Mv leaves you freshened and bedeived ; 
Nor wsis it common gratitude , 

That did your cares repay. 

IV 

When 5]>ring c»nic on with bud and-^ell. 
Among these rocks did I 
Before you hang my wrcathflPto teH^ 
That gentle da vs were nigh ! 

And in the sultry summer hours, 

I sheltTorcd you with leaves and flow’ers ; 
And in my leaves — now shed and gone, 
The linFl't lodged, and for us /.wo 
Chained his |)rctty songs, when yo’* 

Had little voice or none, . ^ 

• '' /■' 

But now pj-oud thonguts are in your 
breast — • 

Wha^ grief is mine you s**e. 

Ah ’ would yoif ‘think, even yet how blest. 
Together we nlight be,!.- 
Though of both leaf and flower bereft. 
Some 'Ornaments to fhe are left — 

Rich store of scarlet hips is miLe, 

With which I. in my humble way, 
Woii’d deck vou many a winter day, ^ 
.A happy Eglantine !” 

VI 

What more he said I cannot tell. 

The Torrent down the rockv dell 
Came thundering loud and fast ; 

I listened, nor aught else could hear ; 
The Briar quaked — and much 1 fear 
Those accents were his last. 

xSoo. 

V 

THE OAK AND THE BROOM 

A PASTORAL * 

1 

His simple truths did Andrew glean.. 
Beside the babbling rills ; #, ^ 

A careful student he had been 
Among the woods and hills. 

One winter’s night,^ when through the 
*' trees 

’The wind was roaring, on his knees 
His yodngest born did Andrew hold : 
And while the rest, a ruddy quire, 

Were seated round their blazing fire. 
This Tale the Shepherd told. 

II 

“ I saw a crag, a lofty stone 
As ever tempest beat 1 , . 
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Out of 4 ts heAd an Oak had grown, 

A Broom out of its feet. • 

The time, was March, a cheerf uF noon — 
|.The thaw-y«riud with the breath of J uuc, 
*Bre&!hed gently from the warm south- 
-west ; 

When, in a voice sedate with age, 

Uis OAk. a giant and a sage, , 
ills neighbour thus addressed ■ 

111 

‘ Eight ^cary weeks, tlvough rock and 
clay. 

Along thiQ»mountaiii's edge, 

The Frost hath wroiAgbt both night and 
day, 

Wedge driving after wedge. • 

Look up ! and think, above your head 
What trouble, surely, will be hreJ ; 

Lasi* night I heard a crash — ’til ^uc, 
TheNyJ inters took aiiotlier road— 

I Ihi th(firhK;™dcr — what a load 
For such a TiNag as ygii ! 

• 

You are preparing as bc(,orc, ^ 

To deck your. slender shape ; 

And yet, jiist^threfi "jHjars back— no 
niore — • 

You had a strangctcscapc : • 

Down irom von' cliff a fragment broke ; 
It thundered down, with fire and smoke, 
.\nd hitherward pursued its way ; 

This ponderous block was caught by me, 
And o’er your head, as you may see, 
’Tis Jianging to this day ! 

V 

If breere or bird to this rough steep 
Your kind’s first seed did bear ; 

The breeze had better been asleep. 

The bird caught in a snare : 

For you and your green twigs decoy 
The little v/itlcss shepherd-boy 
To come and slumber in your bower ; 
And, trust me, ou some sultry noon, 

^ Both you and he, I-leaveii knows how 
soon 

S^ill perish in one hour. 

A VI 

From Ae this friendly warning take’ — 
The Broom began to doze. 

And thus, to keep herself awake. 

Did gently interpose : , 

’ My thanks fpr your discourse arc du^ ; 
That more than what you s^ is true, 
1 know, and 1 have known ir long ; 
Frail is the bond by which we hold 
Our being, whether young or old, 

W|pe, foolish, weak, or strong. 

• • 

VII 

Disasters, do the best we can. 

Will reach b%th great and small ; 


And he is oft the wisest man. 

Who is not wise at all. 

For me, why should I wish to roam ? 
This spot IS my paternal home. 

It is my pleasant Kbntage ; 

Mv father many a happy year. 

Spread here his careless blossoms, here 
Attained a good old age. 

VIII 

E^eii such as his may be itiv lot. 

What cause have I to haunt 
My heart with terrors ? Am T not 
In truth a favoured plant ! 

OiF me such bounty Summer pours, 
That I am covered o'er with flowers ; 
And, when *1110 Frost is in the sky, 

Mv branches arc so fresh and gay 
That vou might look at me and say, 

This Plant can never die. 

i.v 

The butterfly, all green and gold, 

To me hath often flown, 

Here in my blossoms to behold 
Wings lovely as his own. 

When grass’ is chill with rain or dew, 
Beneath my shade, the mother-ewe 
Lies with her infant lamb ; 1 see 
The love thev to each other make, 

And the sweet juy which they partake, - 
It is a joy to me.’ 

• X 

Her voice was blithe, her heart was light • 
The Broom might have pursued 
Her speech, until the stars of night 
riicir journey had renewed ; 

But 111 the branches of tlic oak 
Two ravens now began to croak 
Their nuptial song, a gladsome air ; 

-\nd to her own green bower the breeze 
T«liat instant brought two stripling bees 
J'o rc'it, or murmur tlicrc. 

XI 

One night, my Children ! from the north 
There came a furious blast ; * 

At break of day I ventured forth, 

^nd near the clifl I passed. 

The storm had fallen upon the Oak, 

And struck him with a rnightv strolcc, 
And whirled, and whirled him far away : 
\nd. in one hospitable cleft. 

The little careless Broom was left 
To live for iiiauy a day.” 

xSoot, 

VI 

TO A SEXTON 
L^t Ihy wliccl-b arrow* alufnc — 
Wherefore, Sexton, piling stiH 
In thv bone-house, bone on bone ? 

{’Tis already like a hill 
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In a field of battle made, 

Where three thousand skulls are laid ; 
These died in peace each with the other. — 
Father, sister, friend, and brother. 

Mark the spot to which I point ! 

From this platform, eight feet square, . 
Take not even a finger-joint : 

Andrew’s whole fire-side is there. 

Here, alone, before thine eyes, 

Simon’s sickly daughter lies, 

From weakness now, and pain defended. 
Whom he twenty winters tended. 

Look but at the gardener’s pride — 

How he glories, when he sees 
Roses, lilies, side by side, , 

Violets ill families \ 

By the heart of Man, his tears, 

By his hopes and by his fears. 

Thou, too heedless, art the Warden 
Of a far superior garden. 

Thus then, each to other dear. 

Let them all in quiet lie, 

Andrew there, and Susan here. 
Neighbours in mortality. 

And, should 1 live through sun and rain 
Seven widowed years without iny Jane, 
O Sexton, do not then remove her. 

Let one grave hold the Loved and Lover ! 

1799. 


VII I 

TO THE DAISY 

Her"^ divine skill taught nio this, 

That from evi-ry thing I saw 
1 could some iiistnictiou draw, 

And raise pleasure to the height 
Through the meanest object’s sight. 

By the murmur of a spring, ! 

Or the least bough's nistclliiig; 

By a Daisy whose leaves spread 
Shut when Titan goes to bed ; 

Or a shady bvish or tree ; 

She could more infuse in me 
Than all Nature's beauties can 
In some other wiser man.” 

G. WlTHEK. 

In youth from rock to rock 1 w'ent, 

. From hill to hill in discontent 
Of pleasure high and turbulent, 

. . Most pleased when most uneasy ; 

"iBut now my own delights I make, — 
My thirst at every rill can slake. 

And gladly Nature’s love partake. 

Of Thee, sweet Daisy ! 

Thee Winter in the garland wears 
That thinly decks his few grey hairs ; 

, Spring pn^ts the clouds with softcsi airs. 

That she may sun thee : • 

'.Whole Summer-fields are thine by right ; 

^ His muse. 


And Autumn, melancholy Wight 1 
Doth in thy crimson head delight 
Whe& rains are on thee. 

In shoals and bands, a mori^ce trkin, '' > 
Thou greet’st the traveller in the lane ; . 
Pleased at his greeting thee again ; 

Yet nothing daunted. 

Nor grieved if thou be set at nought : . 
And oft alone in nooks remote 
We meet thee, like a pleasant thought, 
When such are wanted. % 

Be violets in their secret me^'S 
The flowers the waptem Zephyrs choose '4 
Proud be the rose, w'ith rains and dew^s 
Her^head impearling, 

Thou iiv’st with less ambitious aim. 

Yet hast, not gone without thy fame ; 
Thoii a.t indeed by many a claim 
The Poet’s darling. 

If to a rock from rains he \y, 

Or, some bright Ciy ot pril sky, 
Imprisoned by hot sunshine lie 
Near the green holly, 

And 'Jvearily dt Jength s^uould fare | 

He needs but i/jok about.*' and there 
Thou art ! — a friend at hand, to scare 
His rnclancholy. 

A hundred times by rock or botver. 

Ere thus I have lain couched an hour. 
Have 1 derived from thy sweet power 
Some apprehension ; 

Some steady love ; fioine brief delight ; 
Some memory that had taken flight ; 
Some chime of fancy wrong or right ; 

Or stray invention. 

If stately passions in me burn. 

And one chance look to Thee should turn, 
1 drink out of an humbler urn 
A lowlier pleasure ; 

The homely sympathy that heeds 
The common’ life, our nature breeds ; 
A wisdom fitted to the needs 
Of hearts at leisure. 

Fresh-smitten by the morning ray. 
When thou art up, alert and gay. 

Then, cheerful Flower ! my sprits play 
With kindred gladness : 

And when, at dusk, by dews opprest 
Thou sink'st, the image of thy rest 
Hath often eased my pensive breast 
c. Of careful sadness. 

And all cf&y long I number yet. 

All seasons through, another debt. 
Which I, wherever thou art met. 

To thee am owing ; . - ^ 

An instinct call it, a blind sense ; 

A happy, genial influence. 

Coming one knows not how^ nor wbence. 
Nor whither going. ) 
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Child of the Yeax ! Mat round dost tirp 
Thy pleasant course, — when day^ begun 
. As ready* to salute the sun 
" ' Mdark hr leveret, ' 

ThyJong-lost praise thou shalt regain ; 
Nor oe Jess dear to future men 
Than in old time j — thou not in vain 
.•Art Nature’s favourite.^ • 

1802. 

* • VIII • 

TO JTHE SAME FLOWER 

With little here to de or see 
Of things that in the great world be, 
Daisy ! again I talk to thee, * 

For thou art worthy. 

Thou unassuming Couirnon-pluft:^ 
Of'^Jature, with that homely face,t 
And with something of a grace, 
Which' tteC^^iakes for thee ! 

Oft on the da^led tu^f at ea^e 
1 sit. and play«with similies. 

Loose types of ^ings through all d^rees. 
Thoughts of tny raising: 

And many a fon^ ana id 4 c name 
I give to thee, for praise or blame. 

As is the humour f)ft the game, • 
Whiletl am gazing. 

A nun demure of lowly port ; 

• Or ^rightly maiden, of Love’s court, 

In ray simplicity the sport 
Of all temptations ; 

A queen in crown of rubies drest ; 

A starveling in a scanty vest : 

Are all, as seems to suit thee best. 

Thy appellations. 

A little Cyclops, with one eye 
faring to threaten and defS% 

That thought comes next — and instantly 
The freak is over, 

The shape will vanish ^and behold 
A silver shield with boss of gold. 

That spreads itself, some faery bold 
fight to cover ! 

I ktie thee glittering from afar — 

And theiithou art a pretty star ; 

Not quite so fair as many are 
In heaven above thee ! 

Yet like a star, with glittering crest, ^ 
Self-poised in a]r thou seem’st to rest - 
Mav peace come never to his nest, * 
Who shall reprove thee ! * 

Bright Blower ! for by that name at last, 

“ When all my- reveries are past, 

1 caB thee, and to that cl^ve fast. 
Sweet silent {rcature 1 

. ^ See, io Ghai^r anil the elder Poets, the 
wottrs foroArly, paid to this flower. 
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That breaih’st with me In sun and air. 
Do* thou, as thou art wont, repair 
My heart with gladness, and a share 
I Of thy meek nature ! 

1805. 

IX * 

THE GREEN LINNET 

Beneath those fruit-tree boughs that shed 
Tllcir snow-white blossoms on my head. 
With brightest sunshine round me spread 
Of spring's unclouded weather, 

111 this sequestered nook how sweet 
To^it upon rnv orchard-seat ! 

And birds and Jlowors once more to greet. 
My last year’s friends together. 

One have I marked, the happiest guest 
In all this covert of the blest : 

Hail to thee, far abo\'e tJie rest 
In joy of voice and pinion ! 

Thon, Linnet ! in thy green array, 
Presiding Sjnrit here to-day, 

Dost lead the revels of the. May ; 

And this is thy dominion. 

While birds, and butterflies, and flowers, ■ 
Make all one band of paramours. 

Thou, ranging up and drnvn the bowers, 
.Art sole in thy employment : 

A Life, a Presence like the Air, 

Scattering thy gladness without care, 

Too blest with any (me to pair ; 

Thyself thy own enjoyment. 

Amid yon tuft of hazel trees, 

That twinkle to the gusty breeze, 

Behold him perched in ec^tacies, 

Yet seeming still to hover ; 

There ! where the flutter of his wings 
Ut on his back and body flings 
Shadow’s and simiiv glimmerings. 

That cover him all o\'cr. 

My dazzled sight he oft deceives, 

A Brother of the dancing leaves ; 

Then flits, and fnmi the cottage-eaves 
Pours forth his song in giish^fe ; 

As if by that exulting strain 
He mocked and treated with disdain 
The voiceless Form he chose to feign, 

While fluttering in the biishe.s." 

1803. #• 

X 

TO A SKY- LARK 

Up writh me! up with me into the'^ 
clouds ! 

Fo^hy song, I.ark, is strong ; 

Up with me, i.p with me into the clouds 1 
Singing, singing, 

With clouds and sky. about thee ringing. 
Lift me, gtnde me till I find 
That spot which seems so to thy j 
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I hav9 ^walked throufrh wikleraesses 
dreary ' C 

And to-day my heart is weary ; 

Had 1 now the winprs of a Faery, 

Up to thee would 1 lly. 

There lit madness about thee, and joy 
divine 

In that song of thine ; 

Lift mc, guide me high and high 
To thy banquetlng-placc in the sky. 

Joyous as morning. 

Thou art laughing and scorning ; 

Thou hast a nest for thy lo\’c and fhy 
rest. 

And, though little troubled with sloth. 
Drunken Lark ! thou would’st belolh 
To be such a traveller as 1. 

Happy, happy TJver, 

With a soul as strong as a mountain 
river 

Pouring out praise to the almighty 
Giver, 

Joy and jollity be with us both ! 

Alas ! my journey, rugged aud uneven. 
Through T>rickly moors or dusty ways 
must wind ; 

But hearing thee, or <ithcTs of thv kind. 
As full of gladness and as free of heaven, 
I, with my fate contented, will plod on. 
And hope for higher raptures, when 
life’s day is done. 

1R05. 

XI 

TO THE SMALL CELANDINE* 
Pansies, lilies, kingrups. daisies, 

I-et them live upon their praises ; 

Long as there’s a sun that sets, 
Primroses will have their glory ; 

Long as there are violets. 

They will have a.plarc in story : 

There’s a flower that shall be mine, 

*Tis the little. Celandine. 

Eyes of^sonie men travel far 
' For the finding of a star ; 

. Up and down the heavens they go. 

Men that keep a mighty rout ! ^ 

I'm as great as thev, I trow, 

the day I found thee out, 

^ilHittle Flower ! — I’ll make a stir. 

Like a sa^ astronomer. 

, Modest, yet wdthal an Elf 
4|J)old, and lavish of thyself ; 

^ Since we needs must first have met 
• . 1 have seen thee, high and low, 

‘ 'niirty xears or more, and yet ♦ 
r/’lwas *a face I did not know ; 

Thou hast now, go where I may, 

/ Fifty greetings in a day. 

. ■ * Coiumoa PUewnrt. 


£^«? a leaf is on a'Wsh, 
fh the time before the thrush 
Has a thought about her nest,' 

Thou wilt come with half a call, >• 
Spreading out thy glossy breast 
Like a careless Prodigal j 
Telliug tales about the suu. 

When wt/ve little warmth, or none. 

Poets, vain men in their mood I 
Travel with the multitude : , ^ 

Never heed therti ; I aver ' % 

That they all are wanton wooers ; 

But the thrifty cottager, ’ ■ , 

Who stirs little out t>f doors, 

J oys to spy fhee near her home : 
Spring is coming. Thou art come ! 

Comfort *»ave thou of thy merit, 
Kind)”, Unassuming Spirit ! ■* 

Careless of thy neighbourhood. 

Thou dost show thy plcasar/ ,ace 
On the moor, and in the^'Vood, 

In the lane ; — there’s nt-'? a place. 
Howsoever mean it be. 

But good .enough fo,*; thee. 

Ill befal the vejlow flower*. 

Children of the flaringiLoLirs ! 
Buttercups, that will be seen. 
Whether we will sec or no ; 

Others, too, of lofty mien ; 

Tliey have done as worldlings do, 
Taken praise that should be thine. 
Little, humble Celandine ! 

Prophet of delight and mirth, 
lll-requitcd upon earth ; 

Herald of a mighty band. 

Of a joyous train ensuing. 

Serving at iny heart’s command. 
Tasks that are no tasks renewing, 

J will sing, as doth behove, 

Hvinus in praise of what I love ! 

ic803. 

XII 

TO THE SAME FLOWER 
Pleasuuf. 5 newly found are sweet 
When they lie about our feet : 
February last, my heart 
First at sight of thee was glad ; 

-All unheard of as thou art. 

Thou must needs, 1 think, have had, 
Celandine ! and long ago, 

^raise of which 1 nothing know. 

T have ni3t a doubt but he, 
W'hosoe’er the man might be. 

Who the first with pointed rays 
(Workman worth v to be sainted) 

Set the sign -board in a blaze, 

When the rising sun he painted. 

Took the fancy front a glance 
At thy glittering countenance. 
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/^fioon as gentle breezes bring 

of iivinter’8 vanishing, * 

And the children build their bowers, 
Stlhking kerchief-plots of mould 
AlUabout with full-blown doxvurs. 
Thick as sheep in shepherd's fold I 
With the proudest thou art there, 
Mantling in the tiny square. 

Often have I sighed to measure 
By ni,y$elf a lonely pleasure. 

Sighed to think, I' read a bonk 
Only rea^ perhaps, by me ; 

Yet I long could overlook 
Thy bright coronet and TJj^eo, 

And thy arch and wily ways, . 

And thy store of other praise. 

Blithe of heart, from w^ek to i^ eek 
THou ddst play at hide-and-se^k ;• 
Whjt... the patient primrose sits 
Like in the rold. 

Thou, a floVt^v of wisgr wits, 

Slip’st into thyl sheltering hold ; 
Liveliest of tine vernal train 
When ye all age out again, • 
Drawn by wkat pccukaf^spell. 

By what ch arm t)i sigh i, or smell. 

Does the dim -eyed ciinous Bee, ^ 
I.abouring for he/ waxen cells 
Fondlx^ settle upon Thee, 

Prized above all buds and bells 
Opening daily at thy side. 

By the season multiplied ! 

Thou art not beyond the moon. 

But a thing ** beneath our shooii : *’ 

Let the bold Discoverer thrid 
In his bark the polar sea ; 

Hear who will a pyramid ; 

Praise it is enough for me. 

If there be but three or four 
Who will love my little Flower. 


XIII 

THE SEVEN SISTERS; 

OR, THE SOLITUDE OF BINNORTE 

SufvEM Daughters had Lord Archibald, 
All chiUren of one mother : 

You could not say in one short day 
What love they bore each other, 

A garland, of seven lilies, wrought I ^ 
Seven Sisters that together dxvell ; 

But he, bold fCnight as ever fought, * 
Their Father, took of them nc^ thought. 
He loved the wars so well. 

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully. 

The solitude of 'Binuorie I 

• II • 

Fresh blows the wipd, a western wind. 
And froimtb^shores of Erin, 

Across the wave, a Hover brave j 


To Binnbrie is steering : 

R%ht onward to the Scottish strand 
The gallant ship is borne ; 

The warriors leap ujSon the land. 

And hark ! the Leader of the band 
Hath blown his bugle horn. 

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully, . 

The solitude of Binnorie. 

4 III 

Beside a grotto of their own. 

With lioughs above them closing. 

The Sp.vcn are laid, and in the shad o 
TA'y lie like fawn^ reposing. 

But now, upstarting with affright 
At noise of man and steed. 

Away they fly to left, to right — 

Ofy<mr fair household, Father-knight, 
Methinks vou take small heed ! 

Sing, inournfullv. oh ! mournfully. 

The solitude of Binnorie. 

IV 

Away the seven fair Campbells fly, 

•\iid. over bill and hollow. 

With menace proud, and insult loud. 

The yt>utlifiil Rovers follow. 

Cried they, ‘‘ Your Father loves to roam % 
Enough for him to find 
The empty house when he comes home; 
F<»r us your vellow ringlets comb, 

Fur us be fair and kind ! 

Sine, mournfully, oh ! mournfully. 

The solitude of Binnorie. 

V 

Some close behind, some side by side. 
Like clouds in stormy weather ; 

They run, and cry. “ Nay. let us die. 
And let us die together.” 

A lake was near : the shore was steep ; 
There ncv’cr foot had been ; 

Tnev ran, and with a desperate leap 
T ogether plunged into the deep. 

Nor ever more were seen. 

Sing, inournfuUy. oh ! mournfully. 

The solitude of Binnorie. • 

VI 

The stream that flows out of the lake. 

As through the glen it rambles, 

Repeats a moan o’er moss and stone. 
For those seven lovely Campbells. 

Seven little Islands, ^en adS bare, 
Have risen from out the deep : 

The fishers say, those sisters fair, 

By faeries all are buried there. 

And there together sleep. 

Sing, mourn fully, oh ! mournfully. 

The solitude of Binnorie. 

1804. 

XIV 

Who fancied what a pretty sight 
This RocI^ would be if edged aroun4 
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With living sno^-drops ? circlef bright ! 
^Haw glorious to this orchard-ground'. 
Wl^o loved the little Rock, and set 
Upon its head this dbronct ? 

Was it the humour of a child ? 

, Or rather of some gentle maid, 

Whofe brows, the day that she was styled 
l“he shepherd-queen, were thus arrayed ? 
j Of mail mature, or matron sage ? 

Or old man toying with his age \ 

[I gsked — 'twas whispered ; The device 
To each and all might w'ell belong : 

^..It, is the spirit of Paradise 
Thatjprompts such work, a Spirit strong. 
That gives to all the sclf-sainc bent 
Where life is wise and innocent. 

1803. 

XV 

THE REDBREAST CHASING THE 
BUITEKEJ.Y 

Art thou the bird whom Man loves best. 
The pious bird with the scarlet breast, 

^ Our little English Robin ; 

' The bird that conics about our cbiors 
When Autumn-winds are sobbing ? 

Art thou the Peter of Norway Boors ? 
Their Thomas in Finland, 

And Russia far inland ? 

' The bird, that by some name or other 
,All men who know thee call their 
. i brother, ■' 

The darling of children and men ? 

• Could Father Adani^ open his eyes 
And see this sight beneath the skies, 
He*d wish to close them again. 

• — If the Butterfly knew but his friend. 
Hither his flight he would bend ; 

And find his way to me. 

Under the branches of the tree : 

\ In and out, he darts about ; 

Can this be the bird, to man so good 
That, after their bewildering. 

Covered q'jirith leaves the little children, 

■ So painfully in the wood ? 

' What ailed thee. Robin, that thou 
could’st pur.siie 
' A beautiful creature, 

.■^That is gentle by nature ? 

' Beneath tHh summer sky 
. Ftom flower to flower let him fly ; 

' v^Tis all that he wishes to do. 

IpBhe cheercr Thou of our in-door sad- 
; ne.5.s. 

.Cl CHe is the friend of our summer gladness : 
|j^ders» then, that ye should be 

1 See Paradise Last, Book XI., where Adam 
out to Eve the ominou* sim of the Eagle 
two Birds of gayest pTume^" and the 
ai^ Hind pursued hy their efiei^y. 
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Playmates in the sunny weather, ^ |- 
And fly ^out in the aix together ! ' X 
His beautiful wings in crimson are drest; 
A crimson as bright as thine o^n : ’ ' 
Would’st thou be happy in thy nest,, 

O pious Bird 1 whom man loves best. 
Love him, or leave him alone I 

tSo6. ' 

XVI 

SQ^G FOR TH^ SPINNING WHEF^ 

]it>UND£D UPON A BELI&F PREVALENT, 
AMONG THE PASTORAL VtiLES OFj. 
WESTMORELAND^ 

Swiftly turn^he murmuring wheel ! 
Night hd’s brought the welcome hour. 
When the weary 4^ngers feel 
Help, as if from faery power ; 

Dewy Tuight o’ershades the grounc^- " 
Turn the swift wheel round and^;^^nij ? 

Now, beneath the starry 

Couch the widely -scatlertu sheep ; — 

' Plv the pleasant labour, p!/ 1 
For thr- spindlCi while they sleep, 

Riiu<( with speed^morc sau>'«th iiud fine, 
Gathering up a trustier,, hue. 

Short -liv.ed likings be bred 

By a glance from fickle eyes ; 

But true love is like the 'thread 
Which the kindly wool supplies, 
r When the flocks are all at rest 
Sleeping on the mountain's breast. 

1812. 

XVIT 

HINT FROM THE MOUNTAINS 

FOR CERTAIN POLITICAL PRETENDERS 

“ Who but hails the sight with pleasure . 
When the w'ings of genius rise. 

Their ability to measure 

With great enterprise; ; 

But in man was ne'er such daring , ' 
As yon Hawk exhibits, pairing 
His brave spirit with the war, in 
The stormy skies I 

I Mark him, how his power he uses. 

Lays it by, at will resumes ! 

Mark, ere' for his haunt he chooses 
Clouds and utter glooms ! 

There, he wheels in downward mazes; 
Sfinward now his flight he raises, 
Catches fire, as seems, andflilazes 

With ut..mjured plumes ! ** — , ■, 

ANSWER 

“ Stranger, *tis no act of courage 
Which aloft tfcou dost discern ; • 

No bold bird gond^orth to^forage ' ^ , 
j 'Mid the tempest stern ; 

3 But such mockery as the z;atj 9 ns 
.wjtijga public perturbations 
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liltniehlrbtn il&eif native stations, 
LikO^on Tuft of fern ; « 

^ich it 15^ the aspiring creature 
Softfing on undaunted wing, 

(Sobvou fancied) is by nature 
' A dull helpless thing, 

Dry and withered, light and vdlow ; — 
That to be the tempest's fellow ! 
Wait — and you shall see how hollow 
Its )ei^eavoiiring ! ” 


Though *mid the stars the Lyre shine 
e bright, 

l.ove stQo,ps as fondly as he soars." 

• 1827. 

XIX 

TO A LADY, 

IN ANSWER TO A REQUEST THAT I WOVLO 
• WRITE HER A POFM UPON SOME 
DRAWINGS THAT SHE HAD MADE OF 
rLOWFRS IN THE ISLAND OP 


♦; XVIII 

ON SEEING A AeEIJLECASE IN 
. , THE FORM OF A HARP* 

THE WORK OF K. M. S^ 

r^owNS' afe on every Muse’s f 
Rw^oaches from their lips are sent, 
.That rarfc*^^y should thus disgrace 
The noblfc^nstrumgnt. 

A very Harp in all but size ' 

Needles for Strings in apt gradation ! 
Minerva's self %oiild sti^fhatize • 

The unclasidc profanation. 

Even her own needle that subdued 
Arachne’s rival spirit, • 

Thouglv wrought in Vulcan’s happiest 
mood, 

Such honour could not merit. 

And this, too, from the Laureate’s 
Child, 

A living lord of melody ! 

How will her Sire be reconciled 
To the refined indignity ? 

I spake, w'hen whispered a low voice, 

“ Bard ! moderate your ire ; 

Spirits' of all degrees rejoice 
In presence of the lyre. . 

I’he Minstrels of Pygmean bands. 
Dwarf Genii, moonlight-loving Fays, 

' Have shells to fit their tiny hands 
And suit their slender lays. 

' 

5k>ihe, still more delicate of ear. 

Have lutes (believe my words) 

Whose framework is of gossamer, 

W'hile sunbeams are the chords. 

Gay Sylphs this miniature will court, ^ 
,^Iade vocal their brushing wings. 
And sullen Gnomes will learn to sport 
' AtDimd its polished strings ; * 

Whence stains to love-sick maiden dear, 
While in her lonely bower she tries 
To iheat the thought she nannot cheer, 

. By fanciful Aabroideries. 

Trust, angry Bard f*a knowing Sprite, 
Nor thus toe Harp her lot deplores; 


MADEIRA 

• 

Fair Lady ! can I sing of flowers 
That in Madcir.T bloom and fade, 

1 who neVr sate within their bowers. 
Nor through their sunny lawns have 
strayed ? 

Flow thi'v in sprightly dance are worn 
By Shepherd -groom or May-day 
queen. 

Hi holy festal pomps adorn. 

Those eyes have never seen. 

Vet tho' to me the pencirs art 
No like remembrances can give, 

Vonr portraits still may reach the heart 
And there for gentle pleasure live : 
While Fancy ranging with free scope 
Shall on some lovely Alien set 
.A name with us endeared to hope. 

To peace, or fond regret. 


Still as we look with nicer care. 

Some new resemblance we may trace * 
A Heart's-ease will perhaps be there, 

A speedwell may not want its i^>lnee. 
And so may we. with charmed mind 
Beholding what your skill has wrought. 
Another Star-of -Bethlehem And, 

A new Forget-me-not. 

From earth to heaven with motions fleet 
From heaven to earth our thoughts 
will pass, 

A Holy-thistle here we meet • 

And there a Shepherd's weather-glass ; , 
.And haply some familiar name 
Shall grace the fairest, sweetest, plant 
Whose presence cheers the drooping 
frame 

Of English Emigrant. 


Gazing she feeLs its pow'er beguile 
Snd thoughts, and breathes with easi^'^' 
breath ; ^ 

Alas ! that meek that tender smile 
Is but a harbinger of death : 

And pointing with n feeble hand* 

She says, in faint words by sighs broken/. 
Bear for me to mv native land V 

This precious Flower, true love’s laiit l ' 
token. ; 
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XX 

Glad sight wherever new with old 
Is joined through some dear homeborn 
tie ; - • 

The life of all that we behold 
Depends upon that mystery. 

Vain is the glory of the sky. 

The beauty vain of held aiid gro\'e 
Unless, while with admiring eye 
We gaze, we also learn to love. » ^ 

XXI 

THF. CONTRAST 

r THE PARROT AND THE WUFN 

I 

Within her gilded cage conl'mcd, 

1 saw a dazzling Belle, 

A Parrot of that famous kind 
Whose name is Nov-pareil. 

Like beads of glossy jet her eyes; 

.\nd, smoothed by Nature’s skill. 

With pearl or gleaming agate vies 
‘ Her finely-curved bill. 

Her plumy mantle’s living hues 
In mass opposed to mass. 

Outshine the splendour that imbues 
The robes of pictured glass. 

\ And, sooth to say, an apter Mate 
\ Did never tempt the choice 
Of feathered Thing most delicate 
- In figure and in voice. 

But, exiled from Australian bowers. 

And singleness her 

She trills her song witli tutored powers. 
Or mocks each casual note. 

No more of pity for regrets 
With which she may have striven ! 

Now but in wantonness she frets. 

Or spite, if cause be given ; 

Arch, volatile, a sportive bird 
By social glee inspired ; 

Ambiti^ us to be seen or heard. 

And pleased to be admired ! 

II 

This moss-lined shed, green, soft, and 
dry, 

’ Harbours a sell-contented Wren, 

Not shunning man’s abode, though shy 
. Almost as thought itself, of huiiian ken. 

i^Strange places, coverts iinendeared, 

She never tried ; the very nest 
In wliic^ this Child of Spring was 
‘ reared, 

. is warmed, thro’ winter, by her feathery 
breast. 

. , To the bleak winds she sometimes gives 
' ' A: slender luiexpected strain ; ^ , 


Proof that the herinitess still lives, 
Tfioughfshe appear not, and be 
vain. 

Say. Dora ' tell me, by yon placid nibun, * . 
If called to choose between the favotired 


pair. 

Which >^ould you be, —the bird of ■ . 
saloon. 

By lady-fingers tended with nice care. 
Caressed, applauded, upon dai^tjp.s 
Nature’s IArkling of this xnfSy 
shed ? 1 ^ . 

1825. 

XXH 

THE DANISH BOY 


A FRAGMENT 


)rlanj|t,ei|^ 
riftlCo lie 


Between tw'o sister iiinorla 

There is a spot that seen^. 

Sacred to flowerefs of tl^f hills. 
And sacred to the sky. ^ 

And ip this si)iooth and open dell 
There is a tempest-strict^ tree ; 
A corner-stoner by' lightning cut, , 
The last stone of a lorleTy hut; 

And in dhis dell you 5«o 
A thing no storm can e’er destroy. 
The sliadow of a Danish Boy. 


In clouds above, the lark is heard. 
But drops not here to earth for rest ; 
Within this loiicsf^mc nook the bird 
1 )id never build her nest. ^ 

No beast, no bird hath here his home ; 
Bees, wafted on the breezy air, 

I^ass high above those' fragrant bells 
To other flowers : — to other dells 
Their burthens do they bear ; 

The Danish Boy walks here alone t 
The lovely dell is all his own. 


Ill 


A Spirit of noon-day is he ; 

Yet seems a form of flesh and blood ; 
Nor piping shepherd shall he be. 

Nor herd-boy of the wood. , ' 

A regal vest of fur he wears, 

Tn colour like a raven's wing ; 

It fears not rain, nor wind, nor dew ; 
Eut in the storm 'tis fresh and blue ^ 
iVs budding pines in spring ; 

His helr^iet has a vernal grace. 

Fresh as the bloom upon his fac^ 


IV 

A harp is from his shoulder slung 
Resting the harp upon hfs knee ; 

To words of a forgotten tongue, 

He suits its melody. « c 

,0^ flocks Upon the neighbounng hill 
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He is the darling and the joy ; ^ 

^d often, when no cause appears, 

ATne mountain-ponies prick their ears, 

• — They hear the Danish Boy, 

While in the dell he sings alone 
Beside the tree and corner-stone. 

. V 

'fRere sits he ; in his face you spy 
No trace of a ferocious air'. 

Nor eve^^'as a cloudless sky 
So steady or so fair. * 

The lovely Danish Boy is blest 
And happy in his flowery cove : 

From bloody deeds hi% thoughts are far ; 
And yet he warbles songs of war, , 

That seem like songs of love. 

For calm and gentle is his niien^ 

Bike a dead Bov he is serene. « 

XXIII 
* ^SON» 

FOR TH^ WANDERING JEW 

Though the tor^iits from their fountains 
Roar dowm miiny a craggy steep. 

• Yet they find anip^g the fnoimta'us 
Resting-places calm and deep. 

Clouds yiat love through air to hasten, 
Ere the storm its fury stills, 

Hehnet-likc themselves will fasten 

• On the heads of towering hills. 

What, if through the frozen centre 
Of the Alps the Chamois bound. 

Yet he has a home to enter 
In some nook of chosen ground : 

And the Sea-horse, though the ocean 
YWd him no domestic cave. 

Slumbers without sense of motion, 

■ Couched upon the rocking wave. 

li on windy days the Raven 
Gambol like a dancing skiff. 

Not the less she loves her haven 
the bosom of the cliff. 

^I^e fleet Ostrich, till day closes, 

' Vagrant over desert sands. 

Brooding on her eggs reposes 

• When chill night that care demands. 

Day and night my toils redouble, 

V Never nearer to the goal ; ^ • 

Night and day,*l feel the trouble » 

Oi the Wanderer in spy soul. • 

1800. 

^ XXIV 

, . / STRAY PLE.ASURES 

— ^Pleantfe is spread throu^ the earth 
in stray gifts to be etaimed by whoever shall find.*’ 
By their floating mill. 

' . Thsft li£ dead and still. 


*3S 

Behold yon Prisoners three, 

Th% Miller with two Dames, on the 
breast of the Thames ! 

The platform is smalh but giyes room 
for them all ; 

And they’re dancing merrily. 

From the shore come the notes 

To their mill where it floats. 

To their house and their mill tethered 
\ fast : 

To the small wooden isle where, their 
work to beguile, * 

Th«|>' from morning to even take what- 
ever is given ; — 

And many a^ blithe day they have pasr. 

In sight of the spires. 

All alive with the fires 
Of the sun going down to his rest. 

In the broad open ej'C of the solitary sky. 
They danre, — there are three, as jocund 
as free, 

While they dance on the calm river’s 
breast. 

Mon and Maidens wheel. 

They iheriiselves make the reel, 
And their music’s a prey which they 
seize ; 

It plays not for them. — what matter ? 
‘tis theirs ; 

And if they had care, it has scattered 
their cares. 

While they dance, crying, “ Long as ye 
please ! ” 

They dance luit for me, 

Yet mine is their glee ! 

Thus pleasure is spread through.the earth 
In stray gifts to be claimed by whoever, 
shall find ; 

Thus a rich loving-kindness, redundantly 
• kind, 

Moves all nature to gladness and mirth. 

The showers of the spring 

Rouse the birds, and the v sing ; 

If the wind do but stir for his proper 
delight, * 

Each leaf, that and this, his neighbour 
will kiss : 

Each wave, one and t’other, speeds, 
after his brother : 

They are happy, for that is their riirht ! 

1806. 

XXV ^ 

THE PILGRIM’S DREAM; 

OR, THE STAR AND** THE GLOW-WORM 

A PiLGRj M, when the summer day 
Had closed upon his weary way," 

A lodging begged beneath a castle’s 
roof ; 

But him th« haughty Warcjicr spurned | ' 
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And from the gate the Pilgrim turned, 

To seek such covert as the field t 
Or. heath -besprinkled copse might yield. 
Or lofty ^oa, shovfer-proof. 

He pac^d along ; and, pensively, 

Halting beneath a shady tree. 

Whose moss-grown root might serve for 
" couch or seat. 

Fixed on a Star his upward eye ; , 

Then, from the tenant of the "sky * 

He turned, « and watched with kindred 
* * look, 

A Glow-worm., in a dusky nook. 
Apparent at his feet. 

The murmur of a neighboui^ng stream 
Induced a soft and slumbrous dream. 

A pregnant dreim, within whose sha- 
dowy bounds 

He recognised the earth-born Star, 

And That which glittered from afar ; 

And (strange to witness !) from the frame 
Of the ethereal Orb, there came ^ 

Intelligible sounds. 

Much did it taunt the humble Light 
' That now, when day was fled, and night 
Hushed the dark earth, fast closing 
weary eyes, 

A very reptile could presume 
' To show her taper in the gloom, 

As if in rivalship with One 
Who sate a ruler on bis throne 
‘ Krected in the skies. 

“ Exalted Star I ” the Worm replied. 
Abate this unbecoming pride. 

Or with a les^ uneasy lustre shine ; 

Thou shrink’st as momently thy rays 
Are mastered by the breathing haze ; 
While neither mist, nor thickest cloud 
That shapes in heaven its murky shumd. 
Hath power to injure mine. | 

' But not for this do 1 aspire 
-To* match the spark of local fire, 

'"^That at niy will burns on the dewy lawn, 
'With thy acknowledged glories ; — No ! 
'.-Yet, thus upbraided, I may show 
'What favours do attend me here, 

;Till, like thyself, 1 disappear 
^Before the purple dawn.** 

'When this in modest guise was said, 

V Across the welkin seemed to spread 
..'A boding sound — for aught but sleep 
'l' unfit ! 

' Hills quaked, the nvers backward ran ; 
^'That Star, so proudrof latei, looked wan ; 
c'And reeled with visionary stir 
the blue depth, like Lucifer 
>Cast headlong to the pit ! 

''^re raged: and- when the spangled floor 
ancient ethw more, , 


New heairens succeeded, by the dream 
brdhght forth : 

And all the happy souls that rode ' 
Transfigured through that freth abode. 
Had heretofore, in humble trust. . 
Shone meekly mid their native dust,, 

The Glow-worms of the earth 1 . 

' ■ , w 

This knowledge, from an Angel’s voice 
Proceeding, made the heart rejoice 
Of Him who s\ppt upon the ooen Ifln: 
Waking at morn he murmured not ; 
And, till life’s journey closed,^be spot 
Was to the Ptlgriqi’s soul endeared. 
Where by that dream he had been cheered 
Beneath the shady tree. 

z8z8. 

XXVI 

TI® POET AND THE CAGj^!^ 

TURTLEDOm^p^dT ^ 

As often as I murmur ‘ 

My half-forme(fmelodj^fe, ' 

Straight from her osier mansion near. 
The. Turtledove replies : 

Thoug'h silent as a leaf b'elore, 

The captive profcnptlv coos ; 

Is it to teach her owil’^soft lore. 

Or second my weak Muse ? 

1 rather think, the gentle Dove*' 

Is murmuring a reproof. 

Displeased that I from lays of love 
Have dared to keep aloof ; 

That T, a Bard of hill and dale, 

Have caroird, fancy free. 

As if nor dove nor nightingale, 

Had heart or voice for me. 

If such thy meaning, O forbear. 

Sweet Bird ! to do me wrong ; . jg*. . 

Love, blessed Love, is every where 
The spirit of my song : 

*Mid grove, and by the calm fireside. 
Love animates my lyre — 

That cod again ! — ’lis not to chide, ' 
I feel, but to inspire. 

1830. 

. XXVH 

A WREN’S NEST 

Among the dwellings framed by birds . 

In field or forest with nice care. 

\fi none that with the little Wren’s 
In snugness may compare. 

No door the teneixmt requires. 

And seldom nee& a laboured ffOo£^' : 
Yet is it to the flercesf sun v, f; c"- 
-Impervious, and storm-proof. ‘ , 

So warm, so beautiful wHhal, 

In perfect fitness for its aim. 

Tint to the. Kind by specUl i^aoe . ' - 

imtinct surdy carnguV . - xf 
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; And when for fheir abodes they seek 
, An opportune recess, ^ 
phe hermit has no finer eye 
i ..Fur^adewy quietness. 


These find, ’mid ivied abbey-walls, 

A canopy in some still nook : 

0^e!» are pent-housed by a bra|^ 

That overhangs a brook. 

There to the brooding bird her mate 
WarU^ by fits his lovi clear song ; 

And by the busy streamlet both 
Are sungato all day long. 

Or in sequestered lands they build. 
Where, till the flitting bird’s return. 

Her eggs within the nest repose, * 
Like relics in an urn. 


d^^jlill, where general choice is* g jod, 
Theb*^ A better and a best ; 

An#,' atn'cAil^«<rfairest objects, some 
' Are fairer tn! q the rc^t ; 


This, one^of th(|^e small builders proved 
In a green covert, wher(^ from out 
The forehead qt*a pollard oak. 

The iQafy antlers spr^ut< 

For She who planned the mossy lodge. 
Mistrusting her ef-asive skill, * 

Had to ft Primrose looked for aid 
Her wishes to fulfil. 


• High on the trunk’s projecting brow. 
And fixed an infant’s span above 
The budding flowers, peeped forth the 
nest 

The prettiest of the grove ! 


The Measure proudly did I show 
V' . To some whose minds without disdain 
. Caft fbrn to little things ; but once 
Looked up for it in vain : 


' 'Tis gone — a ruthless spoiler’s prey. 
Who heeds not beauty, love, or song, 
; ’Tis gone (so seeiqed it) and we grieved 
Indignant at the wrong. 

' three days after, passing bv 
In clearer light the rnoss-built^cell 
I saw, espied its shady mo\ith ; 

‘ And fell that all was well. 


When withered is the guardian Flower, 
Ajid empty thy late home. 

Think how ye prospered, thou and thine. 
Amid the unviolatefl grove 
Housed near the growing Primrose- tuft 
In foresight, or in love. 

1833- 

XXVIII 

} LOVE LIES BLEEDING 

You call it. “ Love lies bleeding,” — so 
yt)U may, 

ThcAigh the red Flower, not prostrate, 
only droops. 

As we have sften it here from day to day, 
From month to month, life passing uoi 
away : 

A flower how rich in sadness ! Even 
thus stoops, 

(Sentient bv Grecian sculptor’s mar- 
vellous power) 

Thus leans, with hanging brow and body 
bent 

Earthward in uncomplaining languish- 
inent. 

The. dying (fladiator. So. sad Flower ! 
(’Tis fancy guides me willing to be led. 
Though by a slender thread,) 

So drooped Adonis bathed in sanguine 
dew 

Of his death -wound, when he from 
innocent air 

The gentlest breath of resignation drew j 
While Venus in a passion of despair 
Rent, weeping over him, her golden hair 
Spangled with drops of that celestial 
shower. 

She suffered, as Immortals sometimes do ; 
But pangs more lasting far, that lover, 
knew 

Wflo first, weighed down by scorn, in 
some lone bower 

Did press this semblance of unpitied 
smart 

Into the service of his constant ^eart. 

His own d“jection, downcast Flower ! 
could share 

With thine, and gave the mournful name , 
which thou wilt ever bear. 


' The Primrose for a veil had spread 

The largest of her upright leaves ; ^ 

And thus, for purposes benign, 

A simple flower deceivf^s. ^ 

''tfoaeeeled from friends who might dis- 
. Tusrb 

' Thy quiet with no ill intent, 
nrom ev^,eyes and bands 
• On barbarous plunder bent. 

Rest. Mothtf-Urd 4nd when thy young 
. Tdtft and ^ou free to ronm. 


XXIX ' 

COMPANION TO THE FOREGOING 
Never enlivened with the liveliest ray^^ 
That fosters growth or checks or cheiers} 
decay. 

Nor by the heaviest rain-drops more, 
denrest, . “ 

This Flower, that first appeare<I 
, summer’s guest. 

Preserves » her beauty mid autumnal' ■ 
, leaves 
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And tor her mournful habits fondly 
cleaves:* • 

When files of stateliest plants have ceased 
to bloom, , 

One after one submitting; to their doom. 
When her coevals each and all arc fled, 
What keeps her tlius reclined upon her 
lonesome bed ? 

The old mythologi^ts, more impress’d 
than -we ^ 

Of this late dav by character in tree 
Or herb, that claitned peculiar sympathy. 
Or by the silent lapse of fountain c^ear, 
JJt With the langunge of the viewless air 
By bird or beast made vocal, sought a 
cause * 

Tb solve the mystery, not in Nature's 
laws 

But in Man’s fortunes. Hence a thou- 
sand tales 

Sung to the plaintive lyre in Grecian vales. 
Nor doubt that something of their spirit 
swayed 

The fancy-stricken Youth or hoart-sick 
Maid. 

Who, while each stood comp anion less 
and eyed 

This undepartUig Flower in crimson 
dyed, 

Thought of a wound which death is 
slow to cure, 

.A fate that has endured and will endure. 
And, patience coveting yet passion 
, feeding, 

Called the dejected Lingerer, Love lies 
bleeding. 

XXX 

RURAL ILLUSIONS 
SvLFH was it ? or a Bird more bright 
Than those of fabulous stock ? ^ - 

A second darted 6y ; — and lo I 
Another of the flock ; 

Through sunshine flitting from the bough 
To nestle in the rock. 

Translflit deception ! a gay freak 
-Of April's niiniicrics ! 

' Those brilliant strangers, hailed with joy 
- Among the budding trees, 

Proved last year’s leaves, imshed from 
the spray 

;To frolic on the breeze. ** 

Ms^ternal Flora ! show thy face. 

And let thy hand be seen, 

Thv hand here sprinkling tiny flowers. 

That, as they touch the green. 

Take root (eo seems it) and look up 
. In honour of their Queen. 

V Vet, sooth, those little starry specks. 

That not in vain aspired 
' To be confounded with live growths, 
..Most dainty, most admired* 


“Were only blossoms dropped from twigs 
Of tlieir own offspring tired. 

Not such the world’s illusiv^ shows ; | 

H?r wingless flutterings, * 

Her blossoms which, though ashed,' 
outbrave 

The ^oweret as it springs, ^ ■ 

For the undeceived, smile as they may. 
Are melancholy things : 

But gentle nature plavs her^^^rt*^ 
With ever-v'^rying wiles, 

And transient feignings witlLplain truth 
So well she reconciles, 

That those fond JTllcrs most are pleased 
W'hpm oftencst she beguiles. 

1S32. 

- XXXI * 

•IHfe KITTKN ANI> FMJLMS 
LEAVRS , 

That way look, my Infa^pCTlo I 
What a pretty bShy-shij^ ! 

See the Kitten on the v^ll, 

Sporting witl| the leaves that fall, 
W'lthered leaves — one — two — and three — 
From the lofty elber-tMe! 

Through the cairn aiftf frosty air 
Of thU morning bri<;ht and fair, 
Eddying round’ and round th^- sink 
Softly, slowly : one might think. 

From the motions that are made. 

Every little leaf conveyed • 

Sylph or Faery hither tending, — 

To this low'pr w'orld descending, 

Each invisible and mute, 

In his wavering parachute. 

— But the Kitten, how she starts. 
Crouches, stretches, paws, and darts ! 
First at one, and then its fellow 
J list as light and just as yellow' ; 

There are many now — now one — 

Now they stop and there are none : 

What intenseness of desire 
In her upward eye of fire ! 

With a tiger-leap half way 
Now she meets the coming prey, 

I.ets it go as fast, and theii 
Has i* in her pow’er again : 

Now she works with three or ft ur 
lake an Indian conjurer ; 

Quirk as he in feats of art, 

Far beyond in joy of heart. 

Were her antics played in the eye 
'Of a thousand standers-by, 

Clapping hands with shout and stare* 
What would little Tabby care 
For the plaudits of the crowd ? 

0\'er bappv to be proud, v ' 

Over wealthy in the treasure 
Of her own exceeding pleasure t 

*Tis a pretty baby-trea4 ; t 

. for me unmeet ; 
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Here, for neither Babe nor me. 

Other play-mate can I see, I 
Ipf the ccointless living things, 
Thafrwith fttir of feet and wings 
(In tl^e sun or under shade, 

Upon bough or ^assy blade) 

And with busy revelLings, 

ClRrp and song, and murmuringj^ 

Made this orchard's narrow space, 

And this vale so blithe a place ; 
Multituft^ are swept away 
Never more, to breathe the day : 

Some are sleeping ; some in bands 
Trai'^lled into distant Jands : 

Others slunk to moor and wood. 

Far from human neighbourhood ; • 

And, among the Kinds that keep 
‘ closer fellowship, » 

WTO^s openly abide, • ^ 

All haT > laid their mirth aside. 

Where is he \hat gidjy Sprite, 
'Blue-cap, with his colours bright, 

Who was blest ife bird could be, 

Feeding in the apple-tree :* % 

Made such waifton spoil <fhd rout. 
Turning* blossomsi inside (Ait ; 
liiing — bead pointing towards the 
ground — * • 

Flutteretf, perched, into a round 
Bound himself, and then unbound ; 
^Lithest, gaudiest Harlequin ! 

Prettiest Tumbler ever seen ! 

Light of heart and light of limb ; 

What is n(3\v become of Him ? 

Lambs, that through the mountains 
went 

Frisking, bleating merriment. 

When the year was in its prime. 

They are sobered by this time. 

If you look to vale or hill. 

If you listen, all is still. 

Save a little neighbouring rill. 

That from out the rocky ground 
Strikes a solitary sound. 
yVainly glitter hill and plain, 

^nd the air is calm in vain ; 

Vainly Morning spreads the lure 
Of a sky serene and pure ; 

Creature none can she decoy 
Into open sign of joy : 

Is it that they have a fear 
Of the dreary season near ? « 

Or that other pleasures be ' j 

. Sweeter even than gaiety ? « 

Yet, whate'er enjoyments dwell 
In the impenetrable cell ^ 

' Of the silent heart which Ifature * 
Furnishes to e^y creature ; 

Whatsoe’er we feel and know 
Xqq aedata for outward show, 

Such a light of gladness breaks. 


Pretty Kitten ! from thy freaks, — 
Spr^ds with such a living grace 
O^er my little Laura’s face ; 

Yes, the sight so stirs^and charms 
Thee. Baby, laughing in my arms. 

That almost I could repine 
That your transports are not mine. 

That T do not whi^lly fare 
Even as ye do, thoughtless pair! 

And 1 will have niy careless season 
Spite of melancholy reason. 

Will walk through life in such a way 
That, when tmu* brings on decay, 

N(ns and then 1 may possess 
Hours of jierfort gl ad son i on ess. 

— Pleased i)y«aiiy random toy ; 

By a kitten’s busy j(*y, 

Or an infant’s Jaugliing eye 
Sharing m the ecstasy ; 

I would fare like that or this. 

Find niv' wisdom in my bliss ; 

Keep the sprightly soul awake. 

And have fanilties to take, 

ICveii from things by sorrow wrought, 
^fatter for a jocund thought. 

Spite (»f care, and spite of grief, 

To gambol with Life’s falling Leaf, 

1S04. 

XXXII 

ADDRESS TO MY INFANT ■ 
DAUGHTER. DORA, 

11EING kkmindi<;d that she w'as a 

MONTH OLD THAT DA V, SEPTEMBER iG 

Hast thou then survived — 

Mild Offspring of infirm humanity. 

Meek infant ! among all forlornest things 
The most forlorn —one life of that bright 
star, 

Thv second glory of the Heavens ? — 
Thou hast ; 

Already hast survived that great decav. 
That transformation through the wide 
earth felt, 

-And bv all nations. In that being's 
sight 

From whom the Race of human kind 
proceed, 

A thousand years are but as yesterday ; 
And oTid^ day's narrow circuit is to Him 
Not less capacious than a thousand years. 
But what is time ? What outward 
glory ? neither 

A measure is of Thee, whose claiAiS 
extend 

Through “ heaven’s eternal year,” — ^Yct 
hail to Thee. 

Frail, feeble, Monthling! — by that namei 
metbiuks. 

Thy scanty breathing- time is portioned 
out 



POEMS OF THE FANGy-.v&'"^?i- 


Not idl^. — Hadst thou been of Indian 

birth, f I 

Couched on a casual bed of moss and 
leaves, ' - r 

; And rudely canopied by leafy boughs. 

Or to the churJish elements exposed 
< On the blank plains, — the coldness of 
the night, 

? Or the night’s darkness, or its cheerful 
face > 

Of beauty, by the changing moon 
, adorned, 

■ ' .;Would, with imperious admonition, 

^ then ' 

' Have scored thine age, and punctually 
> ' timed 

^ijlfcine infant history, on the minds of 
those 

. Who might have wandered with thee. — 
Mother's love. 

Nor less than mother's love in other 
breasts. 

Will, amongst us warm-clad and warmly 
housed, 

, Do for thee what the finger of the heavens 
Doth all too often harshly execute 
? ' For thy unblest coevals, amid wilds 
v " ■ Where fancy hath small liberty to grace 
’ The affections, to exalt them dr refine ; 
And the maternal sympathy itself. 
Though strong, is, in' the main, a joyless 
';''V tie 

; Of naked instinct, wound about the heart. 
Happier, far happier is thy lot and ours ! 

, Even now — to solemnise thy helpless 
state. 

And to enliven in the mind’s regard 
Thy passive beauty —parallels have risen. 
Re^mblances, or contrasts, that connect. 
Within the region of a father’s thoughts, 
Thee and thy mate and sister of the^ky. 

' And first thy sinless progress, through 
, a world » 

By sorrow darkened and by care dis- 
turbed. 

Apt iTiceness bears to hers, through 
gathered clouds, 

,-ii|^'Moving untouched in silver purity. 

And cheering oft-times their reluctant 
gloom. 


Fair a^e ye both, and both are free from. 
Stfain : 

But thou, how leisurely thou* fiU’st thi 
horn ^ ^ 

With brightness! lea*^g her to post' 
along. 

And range about, disquieted in change,- 
And sflll impatient of the shape 9be . 
wears. 

Once up, once down the hill, one joqrney. 
Babe < » • ^ 

That will suffice thee : and it seems that 
now • 

Thou hast fore-knowledge that such task 
is thine: 

Thou*' travellest so contentedly, and' 
slecp’st 

In such a heedless peace. Alas ! 
asobn 

Hath this conception, gratefu^^iehold. 
Changed countenance, ofiject 

sullied o’er ^ ^ 

By breathing mist ; afad thine appears 
to be 

A m'yurnful lujiour, whi'e to her is given 
Hope, and a r^ovation *,vithout end. 

— ^Th at smile' forbidsj 'the thought; for 
on thy face 

Smiles are beginning, like the beams of 
dawn, ®’ 

To shoot and circulate ; smiles have 
there been seen ; , 

Tranquil assurances that Heaven supports 
The feeble motions of thy life, and cheers 
Thy loneliness : or shall those smiles be 
called 

Feelers of love, put forth as if to ex- 
plore ' 

This untried world, and to prepare thy 
way 

Through a strait passage intricate and 
dim ? 

Such are they ; and the same are tokens, 
signs, 

Which, when the appointed season hath 
arrived, 

Joy, as her holiest language, shall adopt 
And Reason’s godlike Power be proud 
to own. rt 

1804. . 


^ THE WAGtiONER 

' In Cairo’s crowded streets ^ 

The impatient Merchant, wondering*, waits in vain, 

And Mecca saddens at tlu long delay. 

‘ Thomson. 

^ " CHARLEsT>jS!tB, ESQ. 

. afy Dear Friend, * 

When 1 sent you, a few weeks ago, the Tale of Peter Bell, you asked ** why The Waggoner 
was not added." — ^To say the truth, — from the higher tone of imagination, and the deeper touchea 
passion aimed at In the former, I apprehended, this little Piece could not accCmpiSiy it without ' 
^^j^^aib^Yantage. In the year 18^. if I am not ioais|ah^, Tm AyaOMMER was read to you in B%ai^ 
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script, iad, os you have remembered (t for eo long a time, 1 am the more encouraged to hope, that," 
since tne localities on which the Poem nptly dfe^nds did not prevent its being interesting to you, 
it may 'provQ acceptable to others. Being therefore in sJbic measure the cause of its present appear* 
uce, you miut allow me the gratification of inscribing it tc you ; in acknowledgment of the 
■ pleasifre 1 ha^ derived from your Writings, and of the high esteem with whiidi 


Ryoal Mount, May so, i8ig. 

’ CANTO FIRST ’ 

’Tis spent — this burning day of J unc I 


1 am very truly y^nrs, 

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

I Is it for threatenings in the sky ? 

Or for some other danger nigh ? 


stealing ; 


U^ess o’er its latest gleams is No% none is near him vet, though he 


Be one of much infirmity ; 


The buzzing dor-hawk, round and For at the bottom of the browi 

J u i:--, I tx/t 1 1 


round, is wheeling, — Wlim once the Dove and Olive-bough . 

That solitary bird • Offered a greeting of good ale 

Is all that can be heard , To all who rij^tered (jrasmero Vale ; 

In silence deeper far than that of deepest And called 011 him who must depart w 
noon ! To leave it with a jovial heart ; 

^^>wfiding Glow-worms, ’tis a Uip^t There, where the Dove and Olive- 
PropuV’jis to your earth-born light ! ^ noiTf.n . 

Butf whciic>.t.he scattered stars are seen O"'?'’ harboms now. 

In haa*straits the clou^ between, Bard : 

Each, m hU statbn twinkling not, (though frail 

Seems changed Into a pallid ipot. «-solves) be on his guard ? 

Vet «dide”e thin“s“n tbi^of old. 

He S'ht 

Is close’ and hot Utid now and then wuh® BmLnin 

Comes a tired and sultry breeze. .db-r!fr . 

With a haunting and a panting. " ® '■ 


Like the stifling of disease ; 

^ut the dews allay the heat, 

And the silence makes it sweet. 

Hush, there is some one on the stir ! 
’Tis Benjamin the Waggoner ; 

Who long hath trod this toilsome way. 
Companion of the night and day. 

That far-off tinkling’s drowsy cheer. 
Mix’d with a faint yet grating sound 
In a moment lost and found. 

The Wain announces — by whose side 
Along the banks of Rydal Mere 
He paces on, a trusty Guide, — 

Listen ! you can scarcely hear ! 

J^ther he his course is^ bending ; — 
Tow he leaves the lower ground. 

And up the craggy hill ascending 
> Many a stf>p and stay he makes, 

' - Many a breathing-tit he takes ; — 

/ Steep the way and wearisome, 

Yet ^ th£ while his whip is dumb ! 


It seems tliat all looks wondrous cold : 

He shrugs his shoulders, shakes his head. 
And, for the honest folk within, ' - 

Ti is a doubt with Benjamin 
Whether they lx* alive or dead ! 

Here is no danger, — none at all ! . #' 

Beyond his wish he walks secure ; 

But pass a mile — and then lor trial, — 
Then for the pride of self-denial j 
If he resist that tempting door, 

Which w'ilh such friendly voice W’ill 
call ; 

If he resist those casement panes. 

And that bright gleam which thence will 
fall 

Upon his headers’ bells and manes. 
Inviting fflEb witli cheerful lure -. 

For still, though all be dark clsew’hcre. 
Some shining notice will be there. 

Of open house and ready fare. 

The place to Benjamin right w'ell 
Is known, and by as strong a spell 
As used to be that sign of love 
And hope — the Olive-bough and Dove ; 

He knows it to his cost, good Man 1 
Who does not know the famous Swan ? 
Object uncouth ! and yet our boast. 


The Hor^s have worked with right dFov it was painted by the Host ; 

' - gt>od-will, '■ ^ , His own conceit the figure planned, 

' And so have gained the top^f the hill ; ’Twas coloured all by his own hand ; ^ 

.He was patient, they were strong. And that frail Child of thirsty clay. 

And now they smoothly glide along, , Of whom I sing this rustic lay. 
Recovering breath, Md pl^scd to win Could tell wita self-dissatisf action 
The praises of iriild Benjamin. Quaint stories of the bird’s attraction ! ^ 

/Heaven shield fifan /rom mishap and j l-yg piece of self-taught drt (such 
snare 1 ^ . - It the progress of refinement) has been supplanted 

But why SO daily with this prayer ?— ^ , by a pcofessidnal production. . 
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Well f is past — and in despite 
Of open door and shining light, f 
And now the conqueror essays 
.The long ascentcof Dunmail-raise ; 

And with his team is gentle here 
As when he clomb from Rydal Mere ; 
His whip they do not dread — his voice 
They only hear it to rejoice. 

To stand or go is at Iheir pleasure ; 
Their efforts and their time they measure 
Py generous pride within the breast ; 
And, while they strain, and while they 
rest, 

^ He thus pursues his thoughts at K-isuro. 

Now am I fairly safe Iro-night — 
i^nd with proud cause my heart is light : 

^ I trespassed lately worse than ever— 
But Heaven has blest a good endcavijur ; 
And, to my soul’s con tent, 1 find 
The evil One is left behind. 

Yes, let my master furiK; and fret, 

'Here am I — with rny h »rscs yet ! 

My jolly team, he finds that ye 
Will work for nobody but me ! 

Full proof of this the Conn try gained ; 

Xt knows how ye were vexed and 
strained. 

And forced unworthy stripes to bear. 
When trusted to another’s care. 

Here was it — on this rugged slope, 

' Which now ye climb with heart and hope, 
1 saw you, between rage and fear. 
Plunge, and fling back a spiteful ear. 
And ever more and more confusi^d. 

As ye were more and more abused ; 

As chance would have it, i^assiug by 
1 saw you in that jeopardy : 

A word from me was like a charm ; 

Ye pulled together with one mind ; 

And your huge burthen, safe from .harm. 
Moved like a vescel in the i^d ! 

— Yes, without me, up hills to high 
’Tis vain to strive for mastery. 

Then grieve not, jolly team ! though 
tough 

The road we travel, steep, and rough ; ' 
Though Rydal-heights and Dunmail- 
raise, 

. ' And all their fellow banks and braes, 

' Full often make you stretch and strain. 
And halt for breath and halt again, 

- Vet to their sturdiness ’tis owing 
' That side by side we still are going ! <■ 

• Benjamin in earnest mood 

'^is meditations thus pursued. 

A storm, which had been smothered lon^. 
Was growing inwardly more strong ; 
And, in its struggles to get free, 

^ Was busily employed as he. 

' The thunder had begun to growl — 
heard not, too intent of soul ; 


, The air was now without a breAh — 

He iliarked not that ’twa$ still as death. 
But soon large rain-drops pn his head| 
Fell with the weight of drops 6f Ifead ; — 
He starts — and takes, at the admonition. 
A sage survey of his condition. 

The road is black before his eyes, ^ « 
Glimihering faintly wfiere it lies ; ' 

Black is the sky — and every hill. 

Up to the sky, is blacker st^U — ^ 

Sky, hill, anti dale, one disiu^ room. 
Hung round and overhung with gloom ; 
Save that above a single if eight 
Is to be seen a birid light. 

Above Helm-crag ^ — a streak half dead,' 
A bhrniiig of portentous red ; 

And near that lurid light, full well 
The Sidropheh^;* 

Wfiere at his desk and book he^lts, 
Puzzling aloft his curiousw**^ t- 
He whose domain is cmnioii 

With no one l^at thcxvNCiENT^OMAN, 
Cowering beside her iljtcd cell, 

As if intent on magic spell ; — 

T)r^kd paiii , that, sfltc of wind and 
weather, • " 

Still sit upon Helirf-drag together ! 

Tho Astrologer was not unseen 
By solitary Benjamin ; •' 

But total darkness cainc anon. 

And he and every thing was gone : ^ 

And suddenly a ruflUng breeze, 

(That would have rocked the sounding 
trees 

Had aught of sylvan growth been there) 
Swept through the Hollow long and b.are : 
The rain rushed down — the road was 
battered, 

As with the force of billows shattered ; 
The horses are dismayed, nor know 
Whether they should stand or go ; 

And Benjamin is groping near them. 
Sees nothing, and can scarcely hear them. * 
He is astounded, — wonder not, — 

With such a change in such a spot ; 
Astounded in the mountain gap 
With thunder-peals, clap after clap. 
Close-treading on the silent flashes — 
And somewhere, as he thinks,* oy crashes" 
Among the rocks ; with weight of rain. 
And sullezi motions long and slow, 

• That to a dreary distance go — 

Till, breaking in upon the dying strain, 
A rencjjjing o’er his bead begins the fray 
again, 

Meanwhile, uiicerlaiu what to do. 

And oftentimes compelled to halt, 

t A mountain of Grasnm^ the broken siup- 
mit of which jaesents two ngureS, full as dis- 
ttiictly shaped as that of the fnmOus Cobbler 
Arroqi^r in Scodaod. 
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The hocses cautiously pursue 
Their way, without mishap or fau)t ; ' 

now have reached that pile of stones, 
Heapod ov<*r brave King Dunmail's 
bones ; 

He who had once supreme command. 
Last king of rocky Cumberland ; 
HiSfbones, and iifbse of all his Fewer, 
Slain here in a disastrous hour ! 

When.„^^sing through this narrow 
strait, * 

Stony, and c^ark, and desolate, 

Benjamin can faintly hear 
A voice that comes frofti some one near, 
A female voice : — Whoe’er you hp. 
Stop,” it exclaimed, ” and pity me ! ” 
in pity than in w'onder^ 
darkness and the thuivler. 
The vt^gponer, with prompt commalid, 
SumiQons* I fj^horscs to a stand. 

Whiled with in ''rcasingi agitation. 

The Woman urged her supplication. 

In rueful words,^with sobs between — 
The voice of tejiti that fclj *uiiscctv ; » 
There came a fihsh — a fitarJUng glare. 
And all Seat -San ddb was laid bare ! 

’Tis not a time for njee suggest ioi^ 

And Benjamin, without a question. 
Taking her for some* w’ay- worn rover, 
Said, ” Mount, and get you under 
• cover ! ’’ 

Another voice, in tone as hoarse 
As a swoln brc*ok Tvith rugged course. 
Cried out, “ Ciood brother, why so fast ? 
I^^had a glimpse of you — avast ! 
Cnkncc it suits you to be civil, 

Tale her at once — for good and evil ! ” 

“ It is my Husband,” softly said 
The Woman, as if half afraid : 

By this time she was snug within, 

' Tnrough help of honest Beniamin ; 

She and her Babe, which to her breast 
With thankfulness the Mother pressed ; 
Aftd now the same strong voice more 
near 

,Safd cordially, " My Friend, what cheer ? 
<.Rough doj^gs these ! as God’s my judge. 
The sky pwes somebody a grudge ! 
We*ve had in half an hour or less 
A twelvemonth’s terror and distress ! ” 

Then Benjam^ entreats the Man 
Would mount, too, quickly as he can ; 
The Sailor — Sailor now no more,' 

But such he had been heretofore — 

To courteous Benjamin replied, 

** Goj^ou your way, and mind not me ; 
For r roust have, whate’er betide. 

My Ass and fifty* things beside, — 

Go, and lUl foljpw speedily ! ” 
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The Waggon moves — and with its load 
Descends along the sloping road ; 

And |he rough sailor instantly 
Turns to a little tent hpd by : 

For when, at closing-in of day. 

The family had come that way. 

Green pasture and the soft warm lair 
Teihptcd them to settle there. — 

Green is the grass for beast to graze, 
Around the stones of Dunmail-raisc ! 

The sailor gathers up his bed. 

Takes down the canvas overhead ; 

And, after farewell to tUfe place, 

A parting word -though not of grace. 
Pursues, with Ass and all his store, 

The way the Waggon went beft)re. 

CANTO SECOND 
If Wytheburn’s modest House of 
prayer. 

As lowlv as the lowliest dwelling. 

Had, with its belfry's humble stock, 

A little pair that hang in air. 

Been mistress also of a clock, 

(And one, tof'*. not in crazy plight) 
Twelve strokes that clock would have 
been lelliiig 

I'^nder the brow' of old Hclvellyn — 

Us bead-roll of midnight, * 

Then, when the Hero of my tale 
Was passing by, and, down the vale 
(The vale now silent, hushed 1 ween 
As if a storm had never been) 

Proceeding with a mind at case ; 

While the old Familiar of the seas 
Intent to use his utmost haste, 

Gained ground upon the Waggon fast* 
And gives another lusty cheer ; 

For spite of rumbling of the wheels, 

A welcome greeting he can hear; — 

It is^a fiddle in its glee 
Dinning fKfiXa the Cherry Tree ! 

Thence the sound — the light is there — 
As Benjamin is now aware. 

Who, to his inward thoughts confined, 
Had almost reached the festive door, 
When, startled by the Sailor’s roar. 

He hears a sound and sees the light. 

And in a moment calls to mind 
That ’tis the village Merry-night ! i 

Although before in no dejection. 

At this insidious recollection 

His heart with sudden joy is filled, — 

His ears are by the music thrilled. 

His eyes take pleasure in the road 
Glittering before him bright and broad ; 

1 A term well known in the North of Eng- 
land, and applied to rural Festivals where young 
psrsonf' meet in the evening for the purpose cff 
dancing. 
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And Bbnjamin is wet and cx)ld, 

And there are reasons manifold . 

That make the good, tow’rds whicr^ he’s 
yearning, , 

Look fairly like a lawful earning. 

Nor*has thought time to come and go. 
To vibrate between yes and no ; 

For, cries the Sailor, “ Glorious chance 
' That blew us hither ! — let him dance, 
-Who can or will ! — my honest soul,' 

Our treat shall be a friendly bowl ! ” 
He draws him Jo the door — “ Come in, 
Come, come,” -cries he to Benjamir. ! 

And Benjamin — ah, woe is me ! 

Gave the word — the horses heard 
■ And halted, though reluctantly. 

Blithe souls and lightsome heart 
have we. 

Feasting at the Cherry Tree ! ** 

This was the outside proclamation. 

This was the inside salutation ; 

What bustling — jostling — high and low ! 
A universal overflow ! 

What Tankards foaming from the tap ! 
What store of cakes in every lap ! 

What thumping — stumping — overhead ! 
The thunder had not been more busy : 
VWth such a stir you would have said, 
.TTKIs little place may well be dizzy ! 

’Tis who can dance with greatest 
' vigour — 

'.’Tis what can be most prompt and eager ; 
As if it heard the fiddle’s call. 

The pewter clatters on the wall ; 

Tke very bacon shows its feeling, 
dinging from the smoky ceiling ! 

A steaming bowl, a blazing Are, 

VJ^at greater good can heart desire? 
’Twere worth a wise man’s while to try 
The utmost anger of the sky : 

To seek for thoughts of a gloomy cast. 
If such the bright amends at last. 

Now should you say 1 judge amiss. 

The Cherry Tree shows proof of this; 
For SLion of all the happy there. 

Our Travellers are the happiest pair ; 

-All care with nenjamin is gorte — 

A CcRsar past the Rubicon 1 
He thinks not of bis long, long, strife ; — 
-.The Sailor Man, by nature gay, 

. Hath no resolves to throw away ; 

' And he hath now forgot his Wife, J 
Hath quite forgotten her — or may be 
Thinks her the luckiest soul dti earth, 
"Within that warm and peaceful berth, 

, . Under cover. 

Terror over, 

. , Sleeping by her sleeping Babv. 


Amid their own deligfht aiid f uxi. 

They Clear — when every dance is done* if 
-When every whirling bout is •o'er — 

The fiddle’s — that «all^ tp.blis&i 

Ever followed by a { 

They envy not the happy 'tot, • 

But enjoy their own the more 1 ' 

White thus our jocu^ Travellers fa«i 
Up springs the Sailor from his chair'-*.' 
Limps (for 1 might have told betoe ' 
That he was Anne) across the nooF— ' 

Is gone — returns — and with a prize ; 
With what ? — A Ship of lusty size ; 

A gallant stately* Man-of-War, 

Fixed oil a smoothly-sliding car. 

Surprise to all, but most surprise 
To Benjamin, who tubs bis eyes. 

Not knbwing that he had befriended^"" 

A kian so gloriously attended 1 .s 
“This,” cries the Sailor. -V A Third- 
rate is — 

Stand back, and yo*i shall see her 
gratis ! 

Thi^ was thq Flag-ship at the Nile, 

The Vanguard — you “nmy smirk and 
smile. 

But, pretty Maid, if you look near, 

You’K find you’ve r.nuch in little here I 
A nobler ship did never swim 
\nd you shall see her in full trim : 

I’ll set, iny friends, to do you honour, 

Set every inch of sail upon her.” 

So said, so done ; and masts, sails, yards. 
He names them all ; mid interlards 
His speech with uncouth terms of art, 
Accomplished in the showman’s part ; 
And then, as from a sudden check. 

Cries out — “ ’ Tis there, the quarter-deck 
On which brave Admiral Nelson stood — 

\ sight that would have roused your 
blood ! 

One eye he had, which, bright as ten. 
Burned like a fire among his men ; 
l.et this be land, and that be sea. 

Here lav the French — and thus came we I” . 

Hushed was by this the fiddle’s sound. 
The dancers all were gathered round, 
And, such the stillness of the house 
You might have heard a nibbling mouse 
While, borrowing helps where’er he may, 
The Sailor through the story runs 
■Of ships to ships and guns to guns ; 

And does his utmost to -display 
The diginal conflict, and the might -v 
And terror .of that marvellous night 1 
” A bowl, a bowl of double mea= ure,” 
Cries Benjamin, ” a draught of length. 

To Nelson, England’s pride and treasure. 
Her bulwark and her toiVer of strgpgth ! ” 


bowl that sped from hand to 


t At the close of each strathspey, or jig, a 
WirtictUtir tiot* from the fildleusummoiB the ‘ 
agceeable duty « pf* 
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When B&jamin hdd seized the l^wl. 
The mastiff, from beneath the wagEfonj 
Where be lay, watchful as a dr^on, « 
Rattled his chain ; — ’twas all in"vain, 
For Benjamin, triumphant soul ! 

He hhard the monitbrv growl ; 

Heard — and in opposition quaffed 
A deep, determined, desperate draught ! 
Nor did the b^tered Tar forget, 
ur flinch from what he deemed nis debt : 
TJien, like a hero crowned with laurel. 
Back tojjer place the ship he led ; 
Wheel'^flnier back in ful> apparel ; 

And so, flag flying at mast head. 
Re-yoked her ‘to the Ass ; — anon. 

Cries Benjamin, “ W« must be gone." 
Thus, after two hours* hearty stay. 
Again behold them on their way ! 

CANTO THIRD ^ 

Right gladly had the horses stirred, 
Wilen the\*^he wished-for greeting heard. 
The whip’s loud notice^from the door. 
That they were^free to move once more. 
You think, th<We doings must have bred 
In them disheartening:, doubtr» and 
dread ; » v 

No, not a horse ef,all the ‘eight. 
Although it be a moonless niglit, 

Fears either for hiT?iself or freiirlrt ; 

For this*they know (and let it hide. 
Inpart, the olTences of their guide) 

That Benjamin, with clouded brains. 

Is worth the best with all their pains ; 
And, it they had a prayer to make. 

The prayer would be that they may take 
With him whatever comes in course. 

The better fortune or the worse , 

That no one else may have business near 
them, 

And, drunk or sober, he may steer them. 

So, forth in dauntless mood they fare. 
And .with them goes the guardian pair. 

Now, heroes, for the true commotion. 
The triumph of your late devotion ! 

Can aught on earth impede delight, 

.^11 mounting to a higher height ; 

And higher still — a greedy flight ! 

' Can any low-born care pursue her, 

- Can anv%iortal clog come to her ? 

No notion have they — not a thought, 

‘ That is from joyless regions brought ! 
And, while they coast the silent lake, • 
Their inspiration I partake ; , 

Share their empyreal spirits — ypa. 

With their enraptured vision, see — 

D fancy — what a jubilee ! 

'What shifting pictures — clad in gleams 
. Of colour bright as feverish dreams ! 
Earth, spangle<^sky, and lAe serene, 
Involved and restlera all — a scene- 


Pregnant with mutual exaltation, 

Rich change, and multiplied creation ! . 
This sight to me the Muse imparts ; — 
Anil then, what kindness in their hearts 1 
Wiat tears of rapture, what vow-niaking, 
Prlfoimd entreaties,*and hand-shaking ! 
W«at solemn, vacant, interlacing, 

Assif they’d fall asleep embracing 1 
Then, in the turbulence of glee. 

And in the excess of amity. 

Says Benj.iinin, " That Ass of thine, 
spoils thv sport, and hinders mine : 

If he were tethered to the waggon. 

He’d drag as well what he is dragging; 

.And we, as brother should with brother 
Mi^bt trudge it alongside each other I " 

Forthwith’, obedient to command. 

The horses made a quiet stand ; 

And to the W’aggoirs skirts was tied 
The Creature, by the Mastiff’s side. 

The Mastiff wondering, and perplext 
With dread of w'hat will happen next 
And thinking it but sorry cheer. 

To have such company so near I 

This new' arrangement made, the Wain 
Through th(‘ still night proceeds again ; , 
No .Moon hath risen Iier light to lend ; 
But indistinctly may be kenned 
The Vavgl’akd, following close behind^ 
Sails spread, as if to catch the wind ! -S' 

" Thy wife and child are snug and 
warm, 

Thv ship will travel without harm ; 

I like," said Benjamin, " her shape and 
stature : 

And this of mine - this bulky creature 
Of which I have the steering — this. 

Seen fairly, is not nuich amiss ! 

We want your streamers, friend, ^you 
know ; 

Bflt, altogether as we go. 

We make a kind of handsome show 1 
Among the.se hills, from first to last. 
We’ve weathered many a furious blast ; 
Hard passage forcing on, with he^^d 
Against the storm, and canvas spread. 

I hate a boaster ; but to thee 
Will say’t, who kuuw’st both land and 
sea. 

The unluckiest hulk that stems the brine 
Is hardly worse beset than mine. 

When cross-winds on her quarter beat i ' 
And, fairly lifted from my leet, 

I stagger onward — heaven knows how ; 
But not so pleasantly as now : 

Poor pilot I, by snows confounded, 

And many a foundrous pit surrounded 1 
Yet here we arc, by night and da}' 
Grinding through rough and smooth out 
way; 
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XtjrauBrb foul and fair our task fulfilling ; 
And long shall be so yet — God willing ! *’ 
“ Ay,” said the Tar, “ through fair 
and foul — i 

But save j^is from yon screeching owJj ! *’ 
That instant was begun a fray i 
Which called their thoughts aut)therwiy: 
The mastiff, ill-conditioned carl ! 

What must he do but growl and snarl. 
Still more and iiicure dissatisfied 
With the meek comrade at his side ! , 
Till, not incensed though put to prefof. 
The Ass, uplifting a hind hoof, 

Balutes the Mastiff on the head ; 

And so were better Tiianncrs bred, *• 
And all was calm aiid quioLcd. 

“ Yon screech-owl,” sayfe the Sailor. 
• turning 

Back to his former cause of mourning, 
“ Yon owl ^ray God that all be well ! 
^ *Tis worse than any funeral bell ; 

As sure as Tve the gift of sight. 

We shall be meeting ghosts to-night ! ” 
— Said Benjamin, ” This whip shall lay 
A thousand, if they cross our way. 

I know that Wanton’s noisy station, 

T know him and his occupation ; 

The jolly bird hath learned his cheer 
Upon the banks f>f Winderineri' : 

Where a tribe of them make merry. 
Mocking the Man that keeps the ferry ; 
Hallooing from an open throat. 

Like travellers shouting for a boat. 

— The tricks he learned at Windciriuere 
This vagrant owl is playing here — 
/rhat is the worst of his emiiloymcnl : 
He's at the top of his enjoyment ! ” 

This explanation stilled the alarm, 
Cured the foreboder like a charm ; 

This, and the manner, and the vc»ice. 
Summoned the Sailor to rejoice ; 

His heart is up — he fears no evil 
From life or death, from man or devil ; 
He wheels — and, making many stops. 
Brandished his crutch against the 
mountain tops ; 

And, vii.Lle he talkc^d of blows and scars, 
Benjamin, among the stars. 

Beheld a dancing — and a glancing ; 

Such retreating and advancing 

As, T ween, was never seen 

In bloodiest battle since the days of Mars ! 

CANTO FOURTH 

Thus they, with freaks of proud delight, 
Beguile the remnant of the night ; 

And many a snatch of jovial song 
Regales them as they wind along ; 

While to the music, from on high. 

The echoes make a glad reply. — 

But the sage Muse the revel heeds 
No farther than her story needs ; 


Nor wif) she servilely attend 
The loitering journey to its end. 

— ^BUtlie spirits of hw own impel , 

The Mitse, who scents the morning air. 

To take of this transported pair i 

A brief and uiireproved farewell ; ' 

To quit the slow-paced waggon’s side. 
'And wander down yon hawthorn dell, 
With murmuring Greta for her guide. . 
— There doth she ken the awful form 
Of Raven-crag — black as a storui-nc ^ 
Crlimmering through the twilijfht pate ; 
And Ghimmer-<5rag,i his tall twmtnrother, 
Each peering forth to meet the other . 
And, while she roves througH St. John's 
Vale, ‘ * 

Along ^the smooth unpathwayed plain. 
By sheep- track nr through cottage lane. 
Where no disturbance comes to mtrude • 
Upon tbfe pensive solitude* 

Her Vinsuspecting eye, perchance, 

With the rude shepherd*^ favoiyred 
glance, 

Beholds the faenies in nrray. 

Whose party-coloured garments gay 
The silent company betfay : 

Red, Mreeii. arfd-Jhluc ; a luoment’s sight \ 
For Skiddaw-top^with roky light 
Is touched- -and all tk^ band take flight. 
— Fly jlsn. Muse ! *\nd from the dell 
Mount to the ridge of Nathdale Fell ; 
Thence, look thou forth o’er wV)od and 
lawn 

Hoar with the frost-like dews of dawrii j ‘ 
Across yon meadowy bottom lr)ok. 
Where close fogs hide their parent brook ; 
And see, beyond that hamlet small. 

The ruined towers of Thrclkeld-hall, 
Lurking in a double shade. 

By trees and lingering twilight made ! 
n'here, at Blencathra’s rugged feet. 

Sir I.ancelot gave a safe retreat 
'I'd noble Clifford ; from annoy 
Concealed the persecuted boy, 

W’ell pleased in rustic garb to feed 
His flock, and pipe on shepherd’s reed 
Aiiioiig this multitude of hills. 

Crags, woodlands, waterfalls, and rills ; 
Which soon the morning shall enfold, 
l^roni east to west, in ample vest 
Of massy gloom and radiance 

The mists, that o’er the streamlet’s bed 
llimg low, begin to rise and spread ; 
Even while I speak, their skirts of grey 
Are smitten by a silver ray : 

•And lo ! — up Castrigg’s '^naked steep 
(Where,* smoothly urged, the vapours 
sweep 

Along — and scatter and divide. 

Like fleecy clouds self-multiplied) 

The stately waggon is ascending, * 

With faithful Benjamin attending, 
i The crag of the ewe lamb. 
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Apparent new beside his team— * 

Now lost amid a glittering steaiA : 

And with him goes his Sailor^riend, 

time near their journey’s end ; 
A.na. after th^ bihh-minded riot. 
Sickening into thoughtful quiet ; 

As if the morning’s pleasant hour, 
•liad for their joys a killing power. 

And. sooth, for Benjamin a vein 
Is- opened of still deeper pain 
As if higrfieart by notes^were stung 
From out the lowly hedgerows flung ; 

As if the Hiarbler lost in light 
Reproved his soaring^ of the night. 

In strains of rapture pure and holy 
Upbraided his distempered folly. 

I^^Drooping is he, his step is dull ; 
the horses stretch and pull ;• » 
With' increasing vigour climb. 

Eager to repair lost time ; 

Whether, bj»^ their own^esert. 

Knowing what -'^use there is for shame. 
They are labo'Jring to avert 
As much as man be of the»blanip, • 
W^hich, they f'ircsee, niu#t soon alight 
Upon Ms head, wti)pm, inMespite 
Or aU his tailings, they love best : 
Whether for him they arc distreftt. 

Or, by length of fasting roused, 

Arc impatient to be housed : 

Up against the hill they strain 
•Tugging at the iron chain, 

Tugging all with might and main. 

Last and foremost, every horse 
To the utmost of his force ! 

•And the smoke and respiratmn. 

Rising like an exhalation. 

Blend with the mist — a moving shroud 
To form, an undissolving cloud ; 

Which, with slant ray, the merry sun 
Takes d^ight to play upon. 

Never golden-haired Apollo. 

Pleased some favourite chief to follow 
Through accidents of peace or war. 

In a perilous moment threw 
Around the object of his care 
Veil of such celestial hue ; 

Interposed so bright a screen — 
ijim and4iis enemies between ! 

Alas ! what boots it ? — who can hide. 
When the malicious Fates are bent * 
On working oufc an ill intent ? 

Can destiny be turned aside ? « 

■ No — sad progress of my story ! 
Benjamin, this outward glory 
Cannot shield thee from thy Master, 
Who^from Keswick has pricked forth, 
Sotir and surly fts the north : 

And, in fear of some disaster. 

Comes to give what nelp ho may, 

Aii«l to hear what thou canst Say ; % 


If, as needs he must forebode, 

Tl^u hast been loitering on the road ! 
Hs fears, his doubts, may now take 

I flight— • 

Tlfc wished-for object is in sight ; 

Yft, trust the Muse, it rather hath 
Stirred him up to livelier wrath ; 

Which he stifles, moody man ! 

With all the patience that he can ; 

Tf| the end that, at your meeting. 

He may give thee decent greeting. 

There he is — resolved to stop. 

Tin the -w^aggon gains the top ; 

But. stop he cannot — must advance : 
Him BciijaTuin, with lucky glance. 

Espies — and instantly is ready. 
Self-collected, poised, and steady : 

And, to be the better seen. 

Issues from his radiant shroud. 

From his close- a (tending cloud. 

With careless air and open mien. 

Jirect his port, and firm his going ; 

So struts yon (‘ock that now is crowing ; 
And the morning light in grace 
Strikes upon his lifted face, 

Hurrying the pallid hue away „ 

1‘hat might his trespasses betray. 

But what can all avail to clear him. 

Or what need of explanation. 

Parley or interrogation ? 

For the Master sees, alas ! 

That unhappy Figure near him. 
Limping o’er the dewy grass, 

Where the road it fringes, sweet. 

Soft and cool to way-worn feet ; 

And, O indignity ! an Ass, 

By his noble Mastiff’s side. 

Tethered to the waggon’s tail : 

And the ship, in all her pride. 

Following after in full sail I 
Not to speak of babe and mother ; 
Who, contented with each- other. 

And snug as birds in leafy arbour, 

Find, within, a blessed harbour ! 

With eager eyes the Master cjries ; 
Looks ill and out, and throiif^i and 
through ; 

Says nothing-— till at last he spies 
A wound upon the mastiff’s head, 

A wound, where plainly might be read 
What feats an Ass’s hoof can do ! 

But drop the rest this aggravation, 
This complicated provocation, 

A hoard of grievances unsealed i 
All past forgiveness it repealed j 
And thus, and through distempered blood 
On both sides, Benjamin the good. 

The patient, and the tender-hearted. 
Was from his team and waggon parted ; 
When duty of that day was o’er. 

Laid down his whip — and servQt) no 
more, — 
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Nor could the waggon long survive* 
Which Henjarnin had ceased to drive 
It lingered on ; — guide after guide 
Ambitiously the office tried ; 

But each unmanageable hill 
Called for his patience* and his skill (/ — 
And sure it is, that through this night, I 
And what the morning brought to light, | 
Two losses had wc to sustain. 

We lost both Waggoner and Wain !j 

Accept, O Friend, for praise or blame. 
The gift of this adventurous song ; 

A record which 1 dared to frame, * 
Though timid scruples cheeked me long ; 
They checked me. — and 1 leyt the theme 
Untduched in spite of inaiiv a gleam 
Of fancy which thereon was shed , 

Like pleasant sunbeams shifting still 
Upon the side of a distant hill i 
But Nature might not be gainsaid ; 

Tot what 1 have and what \ uuss 
I sing of these ; — it makes my bliss ! 
Nor is it I who plays tlie yiart. 

But a shy spirit in my heart, 

.That comes and goes— will sometimes 
leap 

From hiding-places ten years deep ; 

Or haunts rnc with familiar faee. 
Returning, like a ghost unlaid. 

Until the debt 1 owe be p.iid. 

Forgive me. then ; for 1 had been 
On friendly terms with this Machine : 

In him, while he was wont to trace 
^ur roads, through many a long year’s 
space, 

A living almanack had we ; 

We had a speaking diary, 

That in this uneventful place. 

Gave to the days a mark and name 
By which we knew them when they came. 
— Yes, 1. and all about me here. 
Through all the changes of the vear. 

Had seen him through the mountains go, 


li\ pomp of niist or pomp of snow, . 
Majestimlly huge and slow : / 

Or, with a milder grace adorning ( 

The landscape of a ^mmer’s^morning ; ’ 
While Grasmere smoothed her liquid 
The moving image to detain ; fmain 
I And mighty Fairheld, with a chime 
I Of echoea, to his march kept time ; 

When little other business stirred. 

And little other sound was heard ; 

In that delicious hour of 
Stillness, solitude, and calm, 

While, yet the valley is arrayed. 

On this.side with a.^ober shade ; % 

On that is x)rocligally bright — 

Crag, lawn, and wood — with rosy light. 
—But most of all, thou lordly Wain ! 

I wish tojiave thee here again, 

Whe»^f Window’s flap and chimney r^gi^ 
And all is dismal out of doors ; 

And, sitting by my fire., 1 sec 
Right sorry carts^o less a train \ 
Unworthy successc^rs of */iee. 

Come straggling through^the wind and 
r.-vin ; " . , 

And oft, as the<> p,asB slowly on, 

I Beneath my windows* /)ne by one, 

I See, perched upon the naked height * 

I The sui limit of a ciun'Iirous freight, 

\ A single traveller — and there ^ 

Another ; then perhaps a p.'iir — 

The lame, the sicklv, and the old ; 

Mrm, WMiiicn, heartless with the cold ; 
And babes in wet and starveling plight ; 
Which once, be weather as it might. 
Had still a nest within a nest, < 

Thy shelter— -and thoir mother’s breast ! 
Then most all, tlien far the most. 

Do I regret what we have lost ; 

Am grieved for that unJiappy sin 
Which robbed us of good Benjamin ; — 
And of his stately Charge, w'hicb none 
Could keep alive wrhen He was gone I 
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THEKR WAS A HOY 
There was a Buy ; ye knew him well, 
ye cliffs 

And islands of Winander ! — many a 
time. 

At evening, when the earliest stars began 
To move along the edges of the iiills. 
Rising or setting, would he stand alone. 
Beneath the trees, or by the glimmering 
lake ; 

And there, with fingers interwoven, 
both hands 

Pressed closely palm to palm and to his 
' mouth 


Uplifted, he, as through an instrument, 
Blew mimic bootings to the silqnt owls, 
That they might answer him. — And 
they would shout 

Across the watery vale, and shout again, 
Kesponsive to his call, — with quivering 
’• peals. 

And lou^ halloos, and screamsj and 
echoes loud 

Redoubled and redoubled ; concourse wild 
Of jocund din 1 And, when there came 
a pause < , * 

Of silence such as baffled his best skill : 
Then, sometimes, in that silence, while 
he hung ' * ^ ^ 
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listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise 
. Has carried far into his heart the voice 
Of mountaixi^tocrents ; or the! visible 
scene 

* Would enter unawares into his mind 
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks. 
Its ^oods, and that uncertain heaven 
received 

*Issto the bosom of the steady lake. 

This boy was taken from his mates. 

In chilohood, ere he was Aill twelve years 
old. 

Pre-eminent in beauty is the vale 
Where he was born and bred : the 
church-yard hangs ; 

Upon a slope above the village-school ; 
And, through that church- yard when rnv 
^ way has led \ 

On*' summer-evenings, I believe, •that 
^ there 

A. Tong half-hour together 1 have stood 
Mute — ^looking ^t the fravc in which he 
lies! 

a n . • 

TO •THE CAJCKOO 

0 BLiTHF. New’-cdfllcr ! I Save heard, 

1 Hhar thee and rejqfce. ' , 

0 Cuckoo ! shall I call thee bird, 

Or but a wandering Voice ? 

While I am lying on the grass 

•Thy twofold shout I hear. 

From hill to hill it seems to x^ass, 

At once far off, and near. 

Though babbling only to the Vale, 

Of sunshine and of flowers,. 

Thou briugest unto me a tale 
Of visionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring ! 
Even yet thou art to me 
No bird, but an invisible thing, 

A voice, a mystery : 

The same whom in my school-boy days 

1 listened to ; that Cry 

Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 
o seek thee did I often rove 
brough woods and on the green ; 

.\nd thou wert still a hope, a love ; 
itill longed for, never seen. . , 

And 1 can listen to thee yet ; * 

Can lie upon the plain « 

And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time again. 

O blessed Bird 1 the earth we pace 
Again appears to be * 

An unsubstantial, faery place ; 

That is fit l^omg for Thee \ . 7804. 


III 

A NIGHT PIECE 

I The sky is overcast 

Wfth a continuous cloud of texture close, 
Htflivy and wan, all whitened by the 
I Moon, 

Wlich through that veil is indistinctly 
seen, 

A dull, contracted circle, yielding light 
So feebly spread, thcat not a shadow falls, 
Cla;quering the ground — from rock, 
plant, tree, or tower. 

At Iciigtli a pleasant instantaneous 
gleam 

Startles the pciisis c traveller while he 
treads ^ 

His lonesome path, wnth unobserviiig eye 
Bent earthwards ; he looks up — the 
clouds are split 

Asunder, — and above his head he sees 
The clear Moon, and the glory of the 
heavens. 

There, in a black -lAue vault she sails 
along, 

Followed by multitudes of stars, that, 
small 

.\nd sharp, and bright, along the dark i 
abyss 

Prive as she drives : how fast they 
wheel aw'ay. 

Yet vanish not i — the wind is in the tree, 
But thev are silent ; — still they roll along 
Immeasurably distant ; and the vault, 
'Built round by those white clouds, 
enormous clouds. 

Still deepens its unfathomable depth. * 
At length the Vision closes ; and the 
mind. 

Not undisturbed by the delight it feels. 
Which slowly settles into peaceful calm. 
Is left to muse upon the solemn scene. 

• 179 ?. 

IV 

AIREY-FORCE VALLEY 

Not a breath of ait 

Ruffles the bosom of this leafy glen. 

From the brook’s margin, wide Sround,, 
the trees 

Are stedfast as the rocks ; the brook 
itselt 

Old as the hills that feed it from afar, 
Doth rather deepen than disturb the calm 
Where all things else are still and motion- 
less. 

And oyet, even now, a little, breeze, 
perchance 

Escaped from boisterous winds that 
raged without. 

Has entered, by the sturdy oaks unfelt. 
But to its gentle touch how sensitive 
Is the light ash I that, pendant from 
the, brew 
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Of yon dim cave, in seeming silence 
makes 

A soft-eye music of slow-waving boup'hs, 

■ Powerful almost as vocal harmony 
To stay the wandeser's steps and so( he 
his thoughts. 

V 

YEW-TREES 

Thfre is a Ycvv-trec, pride of Lorton 
Vale, . 

Which to this da)' stands single, in the 
midst 

Of its own darkness, as it stood of yore : 
Not loth to furnish weapons for the b;#ads 
Of Umfraville or Percy cre thf'v marched 
To Scotland’s heaths ; of those that 
' crossed the sea 

And drew their sounding b«^ws at 
A7.incoiir, 

Perhaps at earlier Crery, or lN)i(‘tiers. 

Of vast circumference and ghunn i)ro- 
found 

This solitary Tree ! a living thing 
u Produced too slowdy ever to decay ; 

Of form and aspect too magnificent 
jvTo be destroyed. Hut worthier still 
of note 

^ Arc thosa fraternal Pour of Borrowdalc, 
Joined ill one S(jleinii and capacious 
grove ; 

Huge trunks ! and each ])articu1ar 
trunk a growth 

Of intertwisted fibres serpentine 
lfp-coili[jg. and inveteratcly convolved ; 

uninformed with Phantasy, and looks 
That threaten the i>rofane ; — a pillared 
shade. 

Upon whose grassless floor of red -brown 
hue. 

By sheddings from the pining umbrage 
tinged 

Perennially — beneath whose sable roof 
Of boughs, as if for festal purpose, decked 
With iinrcjoiciiig berries — ghostly Shapes 
May meet at noontide ; Pear and trern'b- 
’ linr Ht)pe, 

Biience jind Foresight : Death the Skeleton 
And Time the Shadow ; — there to cele- 
brate. 

As in a natural temple scattered o’er 
With altars undisturbed of mossy stone. I 
Utiited worship ; or in mute repose 
To fie. and listen to the mountain flood 
Murmuring from Glaramara’s inmost 
caves. i8b3. 

VI 

. . NUTTING 

— It seems a day 

\1 speak of one from many singled out) 

, One of those heavenly days that cannot 
die : 


When, in the eagerness of boyish hope, 

I left our cottage-threshold, sallying 
forih I' 

With a huge wallet o'et my ehouldcrsli 

slung. , ri '' 

A nuttiiig-crook in hand ; and turned 
my steps 

Tow’rd some far -distant wood, a Figure 
quaiCnt, m * 

Tricked out in proud disguise of cast-ofi 
weeds 

Which for tha/ service had 4 «a'>n hus- 
banded. 

By exhortation of my frugal i>ame — 
Motley# accoutrerngnt, of pow’er to sm% 

At thorns, and brakes, and brambles, — 
and, in truth. 

More ragged than need was I O’et , 
patUcss rocks, 

Thriyigh beds of matted fern, and taiigifa* 
thickets, 

Forcing iiiy way, I came to one dear n»jok 
Unvisited, where^iot a broken bough 
Drooped with its withe^td leaves, ungra- 
cious sign 

Of doi'astatior ; but th^ hazels rose 
Tall and erect* with tempting clusters 
hung, • , i. 

A virgin scene ! — A little while 1 stui>d, 
BreatMng with suclf suppression of the 
heart • 

As joy delights in ; and, with wise 
restraint 

Voluptuous, fearless of arrival, eyed * 
The banquet ; — or beneath the trees I 
sate 

Among the flowers, and with the flovmrs 
I played ; 

A temper known to those, who, after 
long 

And weary expectation, have been blest 
With sudden happiness beyond all hope. 
Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose 
leaves 

The violets of five seasons re-appear 
And fade, unseen bv any human «ye ; 
Where fairy water-breaks do murmur on 
For ever : and I saw the sparkling foam. 
And — with my cheek on one of those 
green stories 

That, fleeced with moss, uf.dcr the 
shady trees, 

Lav round me, scattered like a flock of 
• sheep — 

J heard the murmur and -the murmuring 
I soued. 

In that sweet mood when pleasure 
loves to pay 

I Tribute to ease ; aid, of its my .secure, 

I The heart Ipxuriates with indifferent ' 

I things. 

Wasting its kindliness on stocks and 
stones. % . 
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And on the vacant air. Then up 1 rose. 
^And dragged to earth l>oth branch and 
I bough, yrith crash f 

■And merciless ravage : and the shady 

^ tfUiok * 

Of hazels, and the green and mossy 
Uower, 

Deformed and sullied, patiently gave up 
T4Kir quiet being and. unless k now 
Confound my present feelings with the 
past ; 

Ere froa^he mutilated bower 1 turned 
Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of 
kings, • 

I felt a sense, of pain ^hen 1 beheld 
The silent trees, and saw the intruding 
sky. — • 

Then, dearest Maiden, move along these 
shades ■ 

I^'entleness qf heart ; with genttc ^and 
Touch — for there is a spirit in the wotfds. 
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VII A 

THE i^PLON PASS 

^Brook agd road^ 

Were follow-tiavplkrs, irt this gloomy 
Pass, * ^ ■ 

And with them did we journey several 
hours • 

At a skiw step. The iinineasMrablc 
height 

Of woods decaying, never to be decayed. 
•'I’he stationary blasts of waterfalls. 

And in the narrow rent, at every turn. 
Winds thwarting winds bewildered and 
forlorn, 

The torrents shooting from the clear 
blue sky. 

The rocks that muttered close upon oiir 
cjirs, 

Black drizzling crags that spake by the 
wayside 

As if a voice were in them, the sick sight 
And giddy prosi»ect of the raving stream. 
The unfettered clouds and region of the 
heavens. 

Tumult and peace, the darkness and the 
light— 

Were all like W'orkings of one mind, the 
^ featufes 

Of the same face, blossoms upon one 
tree. 

Characters of the great Apocalypse, 

The types and symbols of Eternity, 

Of first, and last, and midst, and yrithout 
end. Z799> 

vin ■* 

Sm ji^as a Phantom of delight 
When first she {dcamed updn my sight ; 
A lovely Apparition, sent 
To be a momei^'s ornament; 


Her eyes as stars of Twilight fair ; 

Like Twilight’s, too. hor dusky hair; 

But all things else about her drawn 
Frrln May- time and the cheerful Dawn ; 
A cAncing Shape, an Image gay, 
Toilatiiit, to startle, and way-lay. 

I s:«v her upon nearer view, 

A Spirit, yet a Woman too ! 

Her household motions light and free. 
And steps of virgin-liberty ; 

A tlouiitriuiiice in which did meet 
.Sweet rer.4>rds, promises as sweet ; 

A Creature not too bright or good 
Forjiunian nature’s daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 
I'raise, bJaiii^, love, kisses, tears, and 
smiles. 

And now 1 see with eye serene 
The very pulse of the machine ; 

A Being breathing thoughtful breath, 

A Traveller between life and death ; 

The reason firm, tlie temperate will, 
Miidurarice. foresight, strength, and 
skill ; 

A perfect Woman, nobly planned, 

To warn, to eonifort, and command; . | 
And yet a Spirit still, and bright H 

W'llh something of angelic light. 

1S04. 

IK 

0 Niohtincalk ! thou surclv art 
A creature of a “ fiery heart ’* : — 

These notes of time— they pierce and 

pierce ; 

Tiiuiultiious harmony and fierce ! 

Thou sing’ St as if the God of wine 
Had helped thee to a Valentine ; 

A song in mockery and despite 
Of shades, and dews, and silent night; 
And steady bliss, and all the loves 
Now sleeping in these peaceful groves. 

1 heard a Stock-dove sing or say 

His honielv talc, this very day ; ^ 

Ills voice was buried among trees, 

Vet to be comc-at by the breezci^ 

He did not cease ; but cooed — and 
cooed ; 

And somew^hat pensively he woc'cd ; 

He sang of love, with quiet blending. 
Slow to begin, and never ending ; 

Of serious faith, and inward glee ; 

That was the song — the song for me 1 
» z8o6. 

X 

Three years she grew in sun and sbow'er. 
Then Nature said, “ A lovelier flower 
On earth was never, sown : 

This Child T to myself will take ; 

She shall be mine, and I will make 
A Lady of my own. 
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I Myself will to my darliag be 
I Both law and impulse : and with me 
The Gill, in rock and plain. 

In earth and heaven, in glade and 
Shall feel an overseeing power 
To kindle or restrain. 

She shall be sportive as the fawn 
That wild with glee across the lawn 
Or up the mountain springs ; 

,he. JUi&.bciCiaJLhh^ 

And^her’s the silence and,thej calm ^ 

Of mute inseaisiitc things. 

The floating clouds their state shall lend 
To her ; for her the willow bend ; • 

. 'Nor shall she fail to see 
Kven in the motions of tHe Storm 
Grace that shall mould the Maiden's 
form 

By silent sympathy. 

The stars of midnight shall be dear 
To her ; and she shall lean her ear 
In many a secret place 
Where rivulets dance their wayward 
round, 

.nd beauty born of murmuring sound 
■ all pass into her face. 

.j?*And vital feelings of delight 

Shall rear her lorm t«) stately height. 
Her virgin bosom swell ; 

Such thoughts to Lucy I will give 
While she and I together live 
Here in this happy dell.” 

Thus Nature stake — The work was 
done — 

How" soon mv Lucy’s race was run ! 

She died, and left to me 

This heath, this calm, and quiet scene ; 

ITie memory of what has been. 

And never more wall be. i799- 




Thev stretched ini never-ending line 
Along the margin.^ a bay : ^ 

Ten tlfousand sawTat a glance, L 

Tossing their heads in . sprightly dance| 

The waves beside them danced * but 
they * :■ 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee s 
A poet^oiild not but be gay, ^ « 

In such a jocund company : 

I 'gazed — and gazed — but litde thought 
What wealth the show tome hgj^irought : 

For oft, w'hen on'-my conch I lie 
In vacant or in nensive mooti. 

They flash upon«»that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude ; 

And then my heart with pleasure Alls, 
And dances with the daffodils. 
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XI 

A SLUMUEK did my spirit seal ; 

* 1 had 110 huniiiii fears : 

She seemed a thing that could not iee.1 
Tlrf; touch of earthly years. 

No motion has she now. no force ; 

She neither hears nor sees ; 

Holled round in earth’s diurnal course. 
With rocks, and stones, and trees. 
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XII 

I WANDERRD lonely as a cloud ' 

That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
. 'When all at once 1 saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils : 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees. 
Fluttering, and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
/ And twinkle on the milkv way;' ^ 


• XIII ^ 

THE REVERIE OF PQOR SUf3AN 

At the cornerrof Wood Street, w'hen 
daylight appears,^ 

Har^s a Thrush that loud, it has 
^simg foil three yeafs ; 

Poor Susan t>asscd by the spot, and 
has heard ‘ " 

In th^ si1enbt|^of mqrning the song of the 

’Tis a note of enchantment : what ails 
her ? She sees 

A mountain ascending, a vision of trees f 

Bright volumes of vapour through Loth- 
bury glide, ^ 

And a river flowes on through the vale of 
Cheapside. 

Green pastiiies she views in the midst of 
the dale, 

Down which she so often has tripped with 
her pail ; 

And a single small cottage, a ne^ like a 
dove’s. 

The one only dwelling on earth that she 
loves. 

She looks, and her heart is in heaven 
but they fade. 

The mist and the river, the hill and the 
shade : ^ 

The stream wdll not flow, and the hill 
will not rise, 

And the colours have all passed away, 
from her eves l * 
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^ ■ XIV . 

POWER OF MUSIC 

An Orpheus ! an Orpheus! yes, cCPaitb, 
may grow bold, * 

And take to herself all the wonders of . 
oal;-!- i, '' . 
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Near the stoLtftty Pantheon' you'll meet 
with the iiame 

In the street tiw from Oxf^d liath 
borrowed its n^e. 

His ■station is there ; and he works on 
^ the crowd. 

He* sways them with harmony merry 
and* loud ; 

fills with his power all their hearts to 
the brim — 

Was aiuht ever heard like his hddle 
aw him ? * 

What eaper assembly f what an 
empire is this ! 

Tlie weary have ifte, and the hungry 
have bliss ; 4 

The mourner is cheered, and the anxious 
have rest ; 

*'And the guilt-burthened soul is* no longer 
oppresf. ^ 

/fs the Moon brightens round her the 
clouds of the 

So He, W'here'iH^ stands, is a centre of 
light j • 

It gleams ontthe face, there, oidusky- 
browedfj ack, « 

And the pale- vitaiged Dailer’s, w'th basket 
on back. 

9 

That ^ errand-bound 'Prentice was 
passing in haste — 

What matter ! he’s caught — and his 
time runs to waste ; 

The Newsman is stopped- though he 
stops on the fret ; * 

And the half-breathless Lamplighter — 
he’s in the net ! 

The Porter sits down on the weight which 

• he bore ; 

The Lass with her barrow wheels hither 
her store : — 

If ^thief could be here he might pilfer 
'■SiHfet ease ; » 

She sees the Musician, 'tis all that she 
sees ! 

He stands, backed by the wall ; — he 
i abates not his din ; 

' His hat gives him vigour, with boons 
dyipping in. 

From xhe old and the young, from the 
poorest ; and there ! 

The one-pennied Boy has his penny to 
spare. • * 

0 blest are^the hearers, and proud ^ 

the hand * 

Of the pleasure it spreads through so 
thankful a band ; 

1 am glad for him. blind as he is 1 — all 

• the while ■ 

If they speak 'tis to praise, and they 
^th a'amile. 
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That tall Man, a giant in bulk and in 
height. 

Not an inch of his body is free from 

I delight ; 

Clin he keep himself still, if he would ? oh, 

j not he ! '* 

ific music stirs in him like wind 
through a tree. 

Mark that Cripple who leans on his 
crutch ; like a tower 

'Jhat long has leaned forward, leans 
hour after hour ! — 

That Mother, whose spirit in fetters is 
bound. 

Vfhilc she dandles the Babe in her arms 
to the sound. 


Now, coaches and chariots ! roar on like 
a stream ; 

Here are twenty souls happy as souls in 
a dream : 

They are deaf to your murmurs — they 
care not for you, 

Nor what ve are fl 3 dng, nor what ye 

J'"*'®'''' • 

x8 
XV 

STAR-GAZERS 

What crowd is this ? what have we her^ 
we must not pass it by ; 

A Telescope upon it? frame, and pointed 
to the sky : 

Liiiig is it as a barber’s pole, or mast of 
little boat. 

Some little pleasure-skiff, that doth 
on Thames’s waters float. 



The Show -mail chooses well his place, 
'tis Leicester's busy Square ; 

And is as happy in his night, for the 
heavens are blue and fair ; 

t^alm, though impatient, is the crowd : 
each stands ready with the fee. 

And envies him that’s looking ; — what 
an insight must it be ! 

Yet, Showman, where can lie tlje cause ? 
Shall thy Implement liav^lame, 

A boaster, that when he is tried, fails, 
and is put to shame ? 

Or is it good as others are, and be their 
eyes in fault ? 

Their eyes, or minds ? or, finally, is yon 
resplendent vault ? * 

Is nothing of that radiant pomp so good 
as we have here ? 

Or gives a thing but small delight that ' 
never can be dear ? 

The silver moon with all her vales, and 
^ hills of mightiest fame. 

Doth she betray us when they’re seen ? 
or are they but a name ? 
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Or is it rather that Conceit rapacious is 
and strong, 

And bounty never yields so much but 
it seems to do her wrong ? | 

Or is it, that when human Souls a journly 
long have had ' I 

And are returned into themselves, thly 
cannot but be sad ? * 

Or must we be constrained to think 
that these Spectators rude, 

Poor in estate, of manners base, men 
the multitude. 

Have souls which never* yet have risen, 
and therefore prostrate lie ? 

No, no, this cannot be : — inoii thiftt 
for power and niaj(*stv ! 

Does, then, a deep and earnest thought 
the blissful mind employ 

Of him who gazes, or has gazed ? a grave 
and steady joy. 

That doth reject ail sliow of pride, admits 
no outward sign, 

Because not of this noisy world, but 

„ silent and divine ! 


lever be the cause, ’tis sure that 



they who pry and pore 
m to meet wlLli little gain, seem loss 
happy than before : 


Otic after One they take their turn, nor 


have I one espied 

That doth not slackly go away, as if 
dissatisfied. 
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WRITTEN IN MARCH 


WHILE RESTING ON THE BUiDGfL AT TIIF 
FOOT OF BKOTHEK'S WATER 

The Cock is cr<jwirig. 

The stlcam is flowing. 

The small birds twitter, 

The lake doth glitter. 

The green field sleeps in the sun ; 

The oldest and vonngest 
Are at work with the strongest ; 

The caxilo are grazing. 

Their heads never raising ; 

There are forty feeding like one ! 


Lfke an army defeated 
The snow hath retreated. 

And now doth fate ill 
On the top of the bare hill ; 

The Ploughboy is whooping — anon — 
anon : 

There's joy in the mountains ; 

There's life in the fountains ; 

Small clouds are sailing. 

Blue sky prevailing ; 

The rain U over and gone I 

iSpT. 
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Lyre ! though sucl^ower do in thy 
% * ma^ live W 
As might from India’s iarthest plain 
Recal the not unwilling Maid, • t 
Assist me to detain 
The lovely Fugitive : * 

Check with thy notes the impulse 
which, betrayed » 

By her sweet farewell looks, 1 longed tc 
aid. 

Here let me gaz(| enrapt upon Amt 
The impregnable and awe-inspiring forr 
Of contemplation, the calm poat 
By reason fenced frpiii winds that sigh 
Among the restless sails of vanity. 

But if rfo wish be hers that we should 
part. 

A humblea bliss would satisfy my heart.^ 
» Where all things are so fair. 
Enough by her dear side to breathe the 
air • 

Of this Ely^an weather ; 

And. on or in. or near, brook, espy 
Shade upon the sunshifie lying 

Faint aiwl somewijrit pcnsivclv ; 
And clownwartl Jlinage gnily vying 
With its*upriglV:*,livLng tree 
Mid silver clouds, and openings of blue 
sky ^ ' 

As soft almost and deep as her cffrulcan 
eye. 

Nor less the joy with many a glance 
Cast up the Stream or down at her 
bescechiitg. 

To mark its eddying foam-balls prettily 
di'^trest 

By ever-changing shape and want of 
rest ; 

Or watch, with mutual teachingf, 
The current as it pla>'S 
In flashing leaps and stealthy 
, creeps ^ 

AdowTi a rocky maze ; 

Or note (translucent summer’s happiest 
chance !) 

In the slope-channel floored with pebbles 
bright. 

Stones of all hues, gem emulous of gem. 
So vivid that they take from keenest 
sight 

The liquid veil that seeks not to hide 
them. 

< . XVIII 

BEGGARS “ 

She had if tall man’s height or more ; 

Her face from summer’s noontide heat 
No bonnet shaded, but she wore 
A mantle, to her very feet ^ 

Descending with a gracefulwflnw. 

And on her head a cap as white as new- 
fallen snow. ' 
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Her skin was of Egyptian brown : 
Haughty, as if her had seen 
Its own light to a €istance thrcwn, * 
She towered, ht person for a Queen 
To • lead • those ancient Amazonian 
hies ; 

Or fuling Bandit's wife among the 
Grecian isles. 

iSlvancing, forth she stretched her 
.hand 

And an alms with doleful plea 

That ceased not ; on oui* English land 
Such woes, I knew, could never be ; 

And yet a boon I gave her, for the 
creature * 

Was beautiful to see— a weed of glorious 
feature. 

1 - J. left her, and pursued my w.-^y ; 

And soon before me did espy * ^ 

A pair of little Boys at play. 

Clrasiiig a crimson butterfly : 

The ^italler followed ^'ith his hat in 
hand, % 

Wreathed roifiid with yellow flowers 
the gayest »f the lancL i 

• . ,< * 

The other wore 9 jimless ^rown 
With leaves of laurel stuck about ; 
And, wliile bbth folk>wed up and down. 
Each whooping With a merry shout. 

In their fraternal features I could 
trace 

Unquestionable lines of that wild Sup- 
pliant’s face. - 

Yet they, so blithe of heart, seemed fit 
For finest tasks of earth or air : 

Wings let them have, and they might 
flit 

Precursors to Aurora’s ear, 

Scattering fresh flowers ; though happier 
far, I ween. 

To bunt their fluttering game o’er rock 
ahd level green. 

They dart across my path — but lo, 

Each ready with a plaintive whine ! 

.VSaid I, “ not half an hour ago 

■'Your Mother has had alms of mine.” 
‘‘That cannot be," one answered — 
” sni is dead : " — 

I looked reproof — they saw — ^but neither 
hung his head. 

V She has been^ead, Sir, many a dav.*'*^ 
“ Hush, boys 7 you're telling me a lie f 
It was your Mother, as I say I 
And, in the twinkling of an eye, 

“ Come ! come 1 ” cried one, and without 
more adc^ 

Off tq some other play thb joyous Vag- 
rants dew I 

_ • 180Z. 


XIX 

SEQUEL TO THE FOREGOING, 

I COMPOSED MANY YEARS AFTER 

WtlERE are they now, those wanton 
Boys ? 

FoJ whose free range the daedal earth 
Was filled with animated toys. 

And implements of frolic mirth ; 

With tools for ready wit to guide ; 

Ai|d on laments of seemlier pride. 

More fresh, more bright, than princes 
wear ; 

For what one moment flung aside, 
An?ithcr could repair ; 

What grK)cl or evil have they seen 
Since 1 Iheir^pastimc witnessed here, 
Their daring wiles, their sportive cheer ? 

I ask — but all is dark between ! 

They met me in a genial hour. 

When universal nalnro breathed 
As with the breath of one sweet flower, — 
A time to overrule the power 
Of discontent, and check the birth 
Of thoughts with better thoughts 
strife. 

The most familiar bane of life 

.Since parting Innocence bequeathed « 

Mortality to Earth ! 

Soft clouds, the whitest of the year. 
Sailed through tlie sky — the brooks ran 
clear ; 

The lambs from rock to rock were 
buunrling ; [ing ; 

With songs the budded groves resound- 
Ancl to my heart are still endeared 
The thoughts with which it then was 
cheered ; 

The faith which saw that gladsome pair 
Walk through the fire with imsinged 
hair. 7 

On if such faith must needs deceive — 
Then, Spirits of beauty and of grace. 
Associates in that eager chase ; 

Ye, who within the blameless mind 
Your favourite seat of empire find — 
Kind Spirits ! may we not belike 
That they, so happy and so fair 
Through your sweet influence, and the 
care 

Of pitying Heaven, at least were free 
From touch of deadlv injury ? 

Destined, Whate’er their earthly doom, 
For mexey and immortal bloom I 
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GIPSIES 

Yet arc they here the same unbroken 
knot 

Of human Beings, in the self-same spot f 
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Men, women, children, yea the frame 
Of the whole spectacle the same ! 


WA LJic wuutu iiic saiuc s I cKnra 

Only thds fire seems bolder, a mi Aary e 


There cam-, a youth from GeorgitVs 


ary casque he wore. 


Now_^!d^p and rjd. the colourini o£ 


He brought them from the Cherok 
The feathers nodded in the breeze^ 


icaiucra iiuuaeu lu bu 

That on their Ciipsy^iaces falls, I AnH murlp a criiiaiit 

'fheir bed of straw and blanTcct- Ana made a gallant crest. 


walls. 

—Twelve hours, twelve bounteous hours 
are gone, while I 

Have been a traveller under open sk\^ 
Much witnessing of change and cheer. 
Yet as 1 left 1 find them here ! 

The weary Sun betook himself to reste: 


From Indian hlood you deem iTlm 
sprung t 

But no ! he spake the English tongue. 
And bore a soHier’s name ; % 

And, when America was free 
From battle and from jeopaftly, 

He ’cross the ocean came. 


Then issued Vesper from the fulgent 
west, • 

Outshining like a visible (ind 
The glorious path in which he trod. 

And now', ascending, after one dark 
hour 

And one night's diminution of lier powrer, 
Beh('ld the mighty Moon ! this 
way 

She looks as if at lliem — but they 

Regard not her : — oh better wrung and 
lj^ strife 

£^By nature transient) than this torpid 
9^;' lilc ; 

*'• Life wliich the very stars reprove 
As on their silent tasks they move ! 

Yet, witness all that stirs in heaven or 
earth ! 

In scorn I speak not ; — they are what 
their birth 


With hues of genius on his cheek 
Tn finest tones the Youth could speak : 
While hg was yet a boy, ^ 

The m»on, the glory of the sun. 

An J streams tha*t murmur as they run. 
Had been his dearest joy. • 

He was a lovelyiYouth ! I guess ^ 

The panther in the wi^rness 
Wt^s not so fair as he ; 

And.^when hif shose to ^‘>ort md playf 
No dolphin e^er Vas so g&y 
Upon the tropic sea.* 

Among the Indian^ he hafi fought. 
And w'lth him many tales he brought 
Of pleasure and of fear ; 

Such tales as told to any maid 
By such a Youth, in the green shade. 
Were perilous to hear. 


And breeding suffer them to be ; 

Wild outcasts of society ! 

1807. 
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^ RUTH 

When Ruth was left half desolate, * • 
Her Father took another Mate ; 

And Ruth, not seven years old, 

A slighted child, at her own will 
Went A^ndering over dale and hill. 

In thol^htlcss freedom, bold. 

And she had made a pipe of straw. 

And music from that pipe could draw 
Like sounds of winds and floods ; 

Had built a bower upon the green, 

' As if she from her birth had been 
An infant of the woods. 

Beneatb'^er father’s roof, alone 
She seemed to live; her thoughts her 
own ; ’ 

Herself her own delight ; 

’ Pleased with herself, nor sad, nor gay ; 
And, passing thus the live-long day^ 

She grew to woman's height. 


He told of girls— a happy rout ! 

Who quit their fold with dance and 
shout. 

Their pleasant Indian town. 

To gather strawberries all day long ; 
Returning w'ith a choral song 
When daylight is gone down. 

He spake of plants that hourly change 
Their .blossoms, through a boundless 
range 

Of intcrjiiiiigUng hues ; 

With budding, fading, faded flowers 
They stand the wonder of the bowers 
From morn to evening dews. ^ 

He told of the magnolia, spread 
High as a cloud, high over head ! 
l^he cypress and her spire ; 

flowers that with »one scarlet 
gle«^ 

Cover a hundred leagues, and seem 
To set the hills on fire. 

The Youth of neen savannahs spak% 
And many an 'endless, endless lake. 
With all its fairy crowds 
Of islands, that toge'ther. jie 
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As quietly as spots of sky 

( Among the evening clouds. ^ ■ 

How pleasant/’ then he said, “ 
,were , 

A fislier or a hunter there. 

In sunshine or in shade 
To wander with an easy mind ; 

«^d build a household fire, aud^find 
A home in every glade ! 

Wha^^d^s and what bright years ! | 

Our life were life indeed, with thee 
So passed fn quiet bliss. 

And all the while.” said he, ” to know 
That we were in a world of woe, ^ 

On such an earth as this ! ” 

And then he sometimes interwqvc 
' V ond thoughts about a; father’s : 

“ For there,” said he*, are spun 
Around the heart such tender tics. 

That our own children to our eyes 
Are dharer thair the sijlfi. 

Sweet Ruth I aSid could you go with me 
My helpmate iiuthc woo^^ to be, • 

Our shed at to remr l 
O r run, my own ndopled bride, 

A sylvan huntress at my s’ide. 

And drive tlfe flying deer ! 

« • 

Beloved Rutli I ” — No more he Siiid. 

The wakeful Ruth at midnight shed 
• A solitary tear ; 

She thought again — and did agree 
With him to sail across the sea, 

And drive the flying deer. 

” And now, as fitting is and right. 

We in the church our faith will plight, 
A husband and a wife.” 

Rven so they did ; and I may say 
That to sweet Ruth that happy day 
Was more than human life. 

Through dream and vision did she sink. 
Delighted all the while to think 
That on those lonesome floods, 

green savannahs, she should share, 
nis board with lawful joy, and bear 
His name in the wild woods. 

; But, as you have before been told, 

This Stripling, sportive, gay, and bold. 
And, with his dancing crest, ^ 

So beautiful, through savage lands * 
Had roamed aBout, with vagrant bands 
Of Indians in the West. 

The wind, the tempest roaring high. 

The tumult of a tropic sky. 

Might well be dangerous fqpd 
For Him, a Ycfhth to whom was given 
So much of earth — much of heaven. 
And euch igape^ous blood. 


Whatever in those clinics he found 
Irregular in sight or sound 
Did to his mind impart 
A jlindred impulse, seemed allied 
Tc jhis own powers, dnd justified 
Tl^l working of his heart. 

Nor less, to feed voluptuous thought, 

The beauteous forriis of nature wrought, 
Fair trees and gorgeous flowers ; 
j The breezes their own languor lent ; 

1 Tft stars had feelings, which they sent 
Into those favoured bowers. 

Ye^ in his worst pursuits, I'ween 
That sometimes there did intervene 
Pure hopes qf high intent : 

For passions' linked to forms so fair 
And statelv. needs must have their share 
Of noble sentiment. 

Blit ill he lived, much evil saw, 

With men to whom no better law 
Nor better life was known ; 

Deliberately, and undeceived. 

Those wild men’s vices he received, 

And gave them back his own. 

His genius and his moral frame , 

Were thus impaired, and he became 
The slave of low desires : 

A Man w'ho without self-control 
Would seek what the degraded soul 
Unworthily admires. 

And yet he with no feigned delight 
Had wooed the Maiden, day and night 
Had loved her, night and morn : 

What could he less than love a Maid 
Whose heart with so much nature 
played ? 

So kmd and so forlorn ! 

Sometimes, most earnestlv, he said, 

” O Ruth ! I have been worse than dead ; 
False thoughts, thoughts bold and vain 
Encompassed nie on every side 
When I, in confidence and pride, 

Had crossed the Atlantic main. 

Before me shone a glorious world — 
Fresh as a banner bright, unfurled 
To music suddenly : 

I looked upon those hills and plains. 

And seemed as if 'let loose from chains. 
To live at liberty. 

' No more of this : for now, by thee 
Dear Ruth ! more happily set free 
With nobler zeal I burn ; 

My soul from darkness is released. 

Like the whole sky when to the east 
The morning doth return.” 

. Full soon that better mind was gone ; 

, No hope, no wish remained, not one, — 
They stirred him now no more; 
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New o}jje.cts did new {pleasure tjive. 

And once again he wished to live 
As lawless as before. 

Meanwhile, as thus with him it fareA 
They for the voyage were prepared,! 
And went to the sea«shore, 1 

But, when they thither came, the Yluth 
Deserted his poor Bride, and Ruth 
Could never find him more. 

God help thoe, Ruth! — Such pains she 
had. 

That she in half a year w-as mad. 

And in a prison housed ; 

And there, with inanv a doleful song 
Mhde. of wild words, her rup of wroup 
She fearfully caroused. 

Yet sometimes milder hours she knew. 
Nor wanted sun, nor rain, nor dew. 

Nor pastimes of the May ; 

--I'hey all were with her in her erll ; 

And a clear brook with cheerful knell 
Did o’er the pebbles play. 

When Ruth three seasons thus had lain. 
There came a respite to lier i>am ; 

She from her prison fled ; 

But of the Vagrant none took thought ; 
And where it liked her best she sought 
Her shelter and her bread. 

Among the fields she breathed again : 
The master-eurront of her brain 
Ran permanent and free ; 

And, coming to the Banks of Tone. 
There did she rest ; and dwell alone 
Under the greenwood tree. 

The engines of her i>ain, tJie tools 
That shaped her sorrow, rocks and pools. 
And airs that gently stir 
The vernal leaves— she k»ved them still ; 
Nor ever taxed them with the ill 
Which had been done to licr. 

A Barn her ivinter bfd supplies ; 

But, till the warmth of summer skies 
And summer days is gone. 

(And ^ do in this talc agree) 

She sleeps beneath the greenwood tree. 
And other home hath none. 

An innocent life, yet far astray ! 

And Ruth will, long before her day. 
Be broken down and old : 

Sore aches she needs must have ! but 
less 

Of mind, than body’s wTetchedness, 
From damp, and rain, and cold. 

If she Is prest by want of food. 

She from her dw'elling in the wood 
Repairs to a road-Slde ; 

And there she begs at one steep place 
up and down with easy pace 
■ The hctrsemen-travellers ride. 


That oaten pipe of hers is mute* 

Or thrown away ; -but with a flute | 
Her lelieliness she cheers : I 

This flute, made of a hemlock stalk, * 
At evening in his homeward walk* 

The Quantock woodman hears. ^ 

I, too, have passed her on the hills 
Setting her little water-mills •• ♦ 

By spouts and fountains wild — 

Such small machinery as she turned 
Bre she had wept, ere she ha^^imuTi^d, 
A young and Tiappy Child ! ^ 

Farewell I and when thy dsftrs are told. 
Ill-fated Ruth, in hallowed mould 
Thy corpse shall buried be. 

For tffee a funeral bell shtll ring. 

And all the congregation sing 
A Chrisiian psalm for thee. 

• ' ' 1799 - 

XXII • 

R ESOLUTION g ND INDEPENDENCE 

There was a roaring in the wind all 
fiiKht: *. * 

The rain came hchvilv ana fell in floods ; 
But now the sun is ri4n*g calm and bright 
The biv-ls are siiiginghithe distant w*aods 
Over his own sweet voice thg Stock 
dove broods ; 

The Jay makes answer as the Magpie 
chatters ; 

And all the air is filled with pleasant 
noise of waters. 


All things that love the sun are out of 
doors ; 

The sky rejoices in the morning’s birth ; 

The grass is bright with rain>drop$ ; — 
on the moors 

The hare is running races in her mirth ; 

And with her feet she from the plashy 
earth 

Raises a mist ; that, glittering in the 
sun. 

Runs with her all the way, wherever she 
doth run. 


I was a Traveller then upon the moor, 
1 saw the hare that raced about with 

' » Joy ; 

/ heard the woods and slistant wafers 
roa? ; 

Or heard them not, as happy as a boy : 
The pleasant season did my heart 
employ : 

Mv old remembrances went froiiv me 
■ wholly ; * 

And all the ways o^f men, so vgln aitd 
. melancholy, r «, 
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But» £Ls it sometimes chanceth, from the 
■ might I 

®f }oy in piiiids that can no further go. 
As high as lye have mounted in delight 
In our dejection do we sink as low ; 

To moithat morning did it happen so i 
And fears and fancies thick upon me 
• ^ came ; ^ 

Dim sadness — and blind thoughts, I 
knew not, nor could name. 

V , 

I heard the sky>lark warbling in the 
sky ; ® 

And I bethought me-j of the playful 
hare : 

Kven such a happy Child of earth lini I ; 
Even as these blissful creatures do 1 fare ; 
Far from the world I walk, and 5roiii all 
care ; . " 

But there may come anothcr«day to me — 
Solilftide, pain of heart, distress, and 
poverty. • 

.^Hvi 

My whole life I have lived in pleasant 
thought, , ' 

As if life’s business wero a smniner 
mood ; ' 

As if all needful things would cone nn< 
bouglyt 

To genial faith, still rich in genial good ; 
But how can He expect that others 
• should 

Build for him, sow for him, and at his 
call 

I.ove him, wluj for himself will take no 
heed at all ? 
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As a huge .stone is sometimes seeii^to lie 

Couched on the bald top of an eminence ; 

VVorder to all who do the same espy. 

By ’’diat means ^it cQuld thither come, 
, ind w'heiice ; 

So fiiat it seems a thing endued with 
sense : 

Like a sea-beast crawled forth, that on a 
shelf 

Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun 
«»itself ; 


X 

Such|Seemed this Man, not all alive nor 
dead. 

Nor all asleep— in his extreme old age : 

His body w'as bent double, feet and head 

Coming together in life’s pilgrimage ; 

As if some dire constraint of pain, or 
rage 

Of sickness felt by him in times long 
past, 

A more than human weight upon his 
frame had cast. 

XI 

jriinsclf lie propped, limbs, body, and 
pale face, 

T’pon a long grov staff of shaven wood : 

And, still as I drew near with gentle 
pace. 

Upon the margin of that moorish flood 

Motionless as a rloud the old Man stoexi. 

That hearoth not the loud winds when’^ 
they mil ; 

And inoveth all together, if it move at 
all. 


VII 


I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous 
Boy, 

The sleepless Soul that perished in his 
•pride ; 

Of Him who walked in glory and in joy 

Following his plough, along the iiionnt.iin- 
side : 

By our own spirits are we deifled : 

Poets in oiir youth begin in glad- 
' ness ; 

But thereof come in the end despon- 
dency"and madness. 

yiii 

Now, whether it were by peculiar grace, ^ 

A leading fror{^ above, a something 
given. 

Yet it bcfel, that, in this lonely pTace, 

When I with these untoward thoughts 
had striven. 

Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven 

I saw'''a Man before me una\Vares : 


The oldest man ^ he seemed that ever 
wore h^irs. * 


XII 

At length, himself unsettUng, he the pond 
Stirred with his stall, and fixedly did 
,lof>k 

Upon the muddy water, which he conned* 
As if he had been reading in a book 
And now a stranger’s privilege 1 took : 
And, drawing to his side, to him did 
say, ' Ik 

** This ' morning gives us promise of a 
glorious dav.” 

k xnt 

A gentle answer did the old Man make* 
In c«)urteous speech which forth he 
slowly drew' : 

'And him with further words 1 thus 
bespakc, 

“ What occupation do you there pur- 
sue ? 

This is a lonesome place foi* one like you..** 
h>c he replied, a flash of mild surprise 
Broke from the sable orbs of his yet- 
vivid eyes 
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Plis words came fceblVp from ^ feeble 
chestp 

But each in solemn order followed -each , 
With something of a lofty utte ance 
drest— ‘ j 

Choice word and measured phrase, ^ hove 
the reach 

Of ordinary men ; a stately speech ; 
Surh as prave Livers do in Scotland use, 
Keligious nien, who give to God and 
man their dues. 


He told, that to these waters he had 
come 

To gather leeches, being old and poor : 

' Employment hazardous and wearisome ! 

And he had many hardships to endure : 

From pond to pond he roamed, from 
moor to moor ; 

Housing, with God’s good help, by 
choice or chance ; 

And in this way he gained an honest 
maintenance. 

XVI 

The old Man still stood talking by my 
side ; 

But now bis voice to me was like a 
stream 

Scarce heard ; nor word from -word could 
I divide ; 

And the whole body of the Man did 
seem 

XJke one whom 1 had met with in a 
dream ; 

Or like a man from seme far region sent. 

To give i^e human strength, by apt 
admomshmeiit. 


XVII 

My former thoughts returned : the fear 
that kills ; 

And hope that is unwilling to be fed ; 

Cold, pain, and labour, and all fl'^shly 
ills ; 

Ande nighty Poets in their iniserv dead. 

— Perplex ei and longing to be comforted. 

My question eagerly did I renew, 

*' How is it that you live, and what is it 
you do ? ” ’ ^ 

XVIII 

He with a smile did then his words, 
repeat ; 

And said, that, gathering leeches, far 
and wide 

He travelled ; stirring thus about his 
feet 

The waters of the pools where they abide. 

Once 1 could meet with them on every 
side ; 


Blit they have . 4^indled long by sloliir 
decay ; 

,Vet still I persevere, and find then- 
vfrhere I may/* . I* 

XIX ' 

While he'^as talking thus, thi ‘lonely 
place, Q 

The old Man’s shape, and speech — all 
troublecLme : ^ , 

In my mind’s eye I seemed to see 
pace 

About the weary moors continual|v. 
Wandering about alone and silently. 

While I these thoughts within myself 
pursued. 

He, having made a pause, the same 
discourse renewed. 

XX 

And soon with this he Other matter«»- 
bicnded. 

Cheerfully i^tercd, with demeanour kind. 
But stately in the main ; and wh^n he 
ended, 

I could have laughed myself to scoru 
to find 

In that dccr'^pit Man so Arm a mind. 

“ God/* said I, “ be my help and stky 
secure • 

I’ll think cf the Lccch-gatherer on the 
Ibnely moor ! i8oy. 

XXIII 

THE THORN 

I 

‘‘ There is a Thorn — it looks so old. 

In truth, you’d find it hard to say 
How it could ever have been young. 

It looks so old and grey. 

Not higher than a two years’ child 
It stands erect, this aged Thorn ; 

No leaves it has, no prickly points ; 

It is a mass of knotted joints, 

A wretched thing forlorn. 

It stands erect, and like a stone 
With lichens is it overgrown. 

II 

Like rock or stone, it is o’ergrown, 

With lichens to the very top. 

And hung with heavy tufts of moss, 

A melancholy crop : 

Up from the earth these mbsses creep. 
And this poor ThorA they clasp it round 
So close, you’d say that they are bent 
With plain and manifest intent 
To dri.g it to the ground ; 

And all have joined in one endeavour 
To bury this poor Thorn for ever. 

t 

High on a mountain’s h^hest ridge. 
Where oft the stormy winter gale 
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Cuts lilce a scythe, while through the 
clouds « 

It sweeps from vale to vale ; 

Noi» jive yards from the mountain path. 
This Thorn you on your left espy ; 
And^to the left, three yards beyond. 

You see a little muddy pond 
•41f water — never dry , 

Though but of compass small, and bare 
To thirsty suns and parching air. 


And. closo beside this aged Thorn, 
There is a fresh and Ipvely sight. 

A beauteous heap, a hill of moss, 

J ust half a foot in height. 

All lovely colours there you see. 

All colours that were ever S'jen ; 

And mossy network too is theie. ,, 

As if by hand of lady fair 
The work had woven been ; 

And cups, the darlings of the eye. 

So deep is theijj vernlilion dye. 

V ^ I 

■^h me ! what, lovely *’,ints are there 
Of olive green p;nd scariest brigiit. 

In spikes, in branches, and in stars, 
Green, red, and trsarly white ! • 

This heap of earth o’ergrown with moss. 
Which close beside the Thorn you see. 
So fresh in all its beauteous dyes. 

Is like an infant's grave in size. 

As like as like can be : 

But never, never any where. 

An infant’s grave was half so fair. 


Now would you see this aged Thorn, 
This pond, and beauteous hill of moss. 
You must take care and choose your 
. time 

The mountain when to cross. 

For oft there sits between the heap 
So like an infant’s grave in size. 

And that same pond of which 1 spoke. 
Woman in a scarlet cloak, 

^And to herself she cries, 

*' Oh misery! oh misery ! 

Oh woe^ts me 1 oh misery ! * 

. VII 

, At all times of the day and night 
iVThis wretched .Woman thither goes ; . 

' And she is known to every star^ 

And every wind that blows ; 

And there, beside the Thorn, she sits 
When the blue daylight *5 in the skies, 
And when the whirlwind’s on the hill. 
Or frosty air is* keen and still. 

And to herself she cries, 

* Oh misery 1 oh misery I 
‘ Oh woe i^mel oh misery 1 * ’* 

■W.P. . • ■ , • ... 


Now wherefore, thus, by day and 


night 


rain, in tempest, -^and' in snow, 

T^us to the dreary mountain- top 
OSes this poor Woman go ? 

And why sits she beside the Thorn 
When the blue daylight ’s in the sky 
Or when the whirlwind’s on the hill, 
frosty air is keen and still. 

And wherefore does she cry ? — 

O wherefore ? wherefore ? tell me why 
Does she repeat that doleful cry ? " 


“ I cannot iell ; I wish I could ; 

For the true reason no one knows : 

But would you gladly view the spot, 
The spot to which she goes ; 

The hillock like an infant’s grave. 

The pond — and Thom, so old and grey ; 
Pass by her door — ’tis seldom shut — 
And, if you see her in her hut — 

Then to the spot away ! 

1 never heard of such as daire 
Approach the spot when she is there.” 


” But wherefore to the mountain-top 
Can this unhappy Woman go, 

Whatever star is in the skies, 

Whatever wind may blow ? ” 

” Full twenty years are past and gone ‘ 
Since she (her name is Martha Ray) 
Gave with a maiden’s true good-will 
Her company to,Stcphcn Hill t 
And she was blithe and gay. 

While friends and kindred* all approved 
Of him whom tenderly she loved. 


And they had fixed the wedding day. 
The morning that must wed them both ; 
But Stephen to another Maid 
Had sworn another oath ; 

And, with this other Maid, to cMO'ch 
Unthinking Stephen went — 

Poor Martha 1 on that woeful day 
A pang of pitmss dismay 
Into her soul was sent ; 

A fire was kindled in her breast, 

Which might not burn itself to rest. 


They say, full six months after this. 
While yet the summer leaves were green. 
She to the ?noun tain -top would go. 

And there was often seen. 

What could she seek ? — or wish to hide 
Her state to any eye was plain ; 

She was with child, and she was mad ; 
Vet often was she sober sad 


,A 
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From her exceeding pain. 

O guilty Father— would that death 
Had saved hiin from that breach! of 
^faith ! , I 


Sad case fur such a brain to hold ^ 
Communion with a stirring child ! 

Sad case, as you may thinif, for one 
Who had a brain so wild ! 

Last Christmas -eve we talked of tliis, < 
And grey-haired Wilfred of the glen 
Held that the unborn infant wrought 
About its mother’s heart, and broiit‘dit 
.Her senses back again : 

And, when at last her time drew m ar. 
Her looks were calm, lier senses clear. 


More know I not, I wish I did. 

And it should all be told to you ; 

For what became of this poor child 
No mortal ever knew ; 

Nay — if a child to her was born 
No earthly 4bngiic could over tell ; 

And iL’twas horn alive or dead. 

Far less could this with proof be said ; 
But some rcincinber well. 

That Martha J^ay about this time 
Would up the niountain <»fteii climb. 


And all that winter, when at night 
The W'ind blew frtirn the mountairi-pc.'ik, 
*Twas worth your while, though in the 
dark, 

, The churchyard path to seek : 

For many a time and oft were heard 
Cries coming from the moiniiain.head : 
Somjs plainly living voices were ; 

And others, Fve heard many swear. 
Were voices of the dead : 

1 cannot think, whate’er thev say, - 
:: They had to do with Martha Kay. 


But 't she goes to this old Thorn, 
The Thorn which I described to you. 
And there sits in a scarlet cloak, 

1 will be sworn is true. 

For one day with my telescope. 

To view the ocean wide and bright. 
'Wien' to this country first I caiiic, 

Ere 1 had heard of Martha's name, 

I dimbed the mountain’s height : — 

A storm came on, and 1 could see 
No object higher than my knee. 

XVII 

’Twas mist’ and rain, and storm and 
rain : 

No screen, no fence could 1 discover ; 
And then the wind 1 in sooth, it was 
A wind ful^ ten times over. 


I Irioked around, I thought I saw 
A “jutting crag, — and off I ran, 

Head- foremost, through the, driving 
rain, ^ 

The’shelter of the crag to gain t * 

And. as I am a man, • 

Instead of jutting crag, I found 
A Wonijpi seated on the ground. c- ♦ 

XVIII 

1 did not speak — I saw her face ; 

Her face ! — it was enough for mer; ^ 
I turned about and heard her fry, 

“ Oh misery ! oh misery ! ' ^ ' 

And there she sits, «iin til the moon 
Througji half the clear blue sjcy will go ; 
And, vvhen the little breezes make 
The waters of the pond to shake, 

As all thef 'country know. 

She s'nidders, and you hear her cry, 

‘ Oh misery ! oh miser v ! ' 

XIX 

“ But what ’s tffc Thc^u ? and what 
the pond ? * c 

And Vihat the;,hill of m^jss to her ? 

And what the prceijing^. breeze that 
conies * 

The little pon^l to stir ? ’ 

“ 1 c.m*iot tell ; but loine will sav 
She hanged her baby on the tnjsc ; 

Some say she drowned it in the pond. 
Which IS a little step beyond : 

But all and each agree, * 

The little Babe was buried there, 
Beneath that hill of moss so fair. 

XX 

Tve heard, the moss is spotted red 
With drops of that poor infant’s blood s 
But kill a new-born infant thus, 

I do not think she could ! 

Sonic say, if to the pond you go. 

And fix on it a steady' view. 

The shadow of a babe you trace, 

A baby and a baby's face. 

And that it looks at you ; 

Whene’er you look on it, *tis plain 
The baby looks at you again. 

XXI 

And some had sworn an oatl^ 

Should be to public justice brought ; 

And for the little infant’s bones 
With spades they would have sought. 
^Bbt instantly the hill of moss 
'^Before their eyes began Yo stir ! 

And, foFfull fifty yards around. 

The grass — it shook upon the ground I 

Yet all do still aver 

The little Babe lies buried there. 

Beneath that hill of moss so fair. 
xxii 

1 1 cannot tell how this ij^ay be 
I But plain.it is the Thorn is Bound 
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I iVith heavy tufts of moss that strive • 

5 To drafs it to the ground ; 

And this' I know, full many a time, 
Wh^ft she*was on the mountain higi^ 

By 4^y. and in the silent night. 

When all the stars shone clear and 
bright, 

j^at I have hear^er cry, * 

‘ O misery ! oh misery 1 
Oh woe i^ne ! oh misery ! ’ ” 

• 1796. 


XXIV 


HART-LKAP WELL ^ 
H.irt'Lnnp Well is a small spring of water, about 
five miles from Richmond iii Yorkshire, and 
near the side of the road that h;ads from 
Richmond to Askrigg Its name ft d^ved 
from a remarkable Chase, the memory of 
n^ich is preserved by the monuments spoken 
cn in the second Part of the following P<k*iii, 
wb I monuments do lAw exist as 1 have 
ther“ described t^em. 

The Knight liad ridden down from 
WiMisley Mfior • • • 

With the slo^' motir^i Qf a suinmor’s 
cloud • • , 

And now, as he approached a ^’assal’s 
door, 

“ Bring Torth another horse ! ” he cried 
aloud. 


^ 

The Knight hallooed, he cheered and ~ 
^ chid them on 

W:th suppliant gc^ures and upbraid- 
** ings stern ; 

But breath and eyesight fail ; and, one 
by one. 

The dogs are stretched among the 
mountain fern. 

V^iere is the throng, the tumult of the 
race ? 

The bugle® that so jcij’-fully were blown ? 

— ^This chase it looks not like an 
earthly chase ; 

Sir Walter mid the Hart are left alone. 

The poor Hart toils along the moun- 
tain-side : 

1 will not sto]i to tell how far he fled. 

Nor will I inontioii by what death he 
died : 

But now the Knight beholds him lying 
dead. 

Dismounting, then, he leaned mgaiiist 
a thf'rix ; 

Ho had iK> iollower, dog, nor man, nor 
boy : 

He neither cracked his whip, nor blew 
his horn. 

But ga/ed ui>on the spoil with silent joy. 


“ Another horse ! ’’ — That shout the 
vassal heard 

And saddled his best Stood, a comely 
grey ; ♦ 

Sir Walter mounted him ; he was the 
third 

Which ho had mounted on that glorious 
day. 


Close to the tluiru on which Sir Walter 
leaned, 

.Stood his dumb partner in tins glorious 
feat : 

Weak as a lamb the hour that it is 
yeaned ; 

And white with foam as if with cleav- 
ing sleet. 


Joy sparkled in the prancing courser’s 
eyes ; 

The horse and horseman are a happy 
pair ; 

But, though Sir AValtcr like a falcon 
flics, 

THere is a doleful silence in the air. 

A rout this morning left Sir Walter’s 
Hall? 

That as they galloped made the echoes 
roar ; 

But horse and man are vanished, 

and all ; « • 

Such race, I think, was ne\vr seen 
before. 


Upon his side the Hart was lying 
stretched : 

His nostril touched a spring beneath' 
a hill. 

And with the last deep groan hi« breath 
had fetched 

The waters of the spring were trembling 
still. ^ 

And now, too happy for repose or rest, 

(Never had living man such joyf’jllot !) 

Sir Walter walked all round, north, 
south, and west. 

And gazed and gazed upon that darling 
spot. 


Sir Walter, restless as a veering wind. 
Calls to the few tired dogs that yet re- 
?nain : • • 

Blanch, Sivift, and Music, noblest of 
their kind,^ • 

Follow, aild op the weary mountain 

Strain. 


And climbing up the hill — (it was at 
least 

Four roods of sheer ascent) Sir Walter 
found 

Three severai hoof -marks which the 
hunted Eeast 

Had left imprinted on the grassy ground* 
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Which soon composed a little sylvan 
. hall. 


“ Till now , 

Such sight was never seen by hiimmn 
eyes : '* I 

Three leaps have borne him from tais 
lofty brow, 

Down to the very fountain where he lies. 

I'll build a pleasure ’house upon this 
spot, ^ 

And a small arbour, made for rural joy ; 

'Twill be the traveller's shod, the pil- 
grim’s cot, 

A place of love for damsels that are c'^y. 

A cunning artist will I have frame 

A basin for that fountain in the dell ! 

And they who do make mention of the 
same. 

From this day forth, shall call it Hart- 
leap Well. 

And, gallant Stag ! to make thy praises 
known, 

Another monument shall here be raised ; 

Three ^veral pillars, each a rough- 
hevim stone. 

And planted where thy hoofs the turf 
have grazed. 

And, in the summer-time when days 
are long, 

will come hither with iny Paramour ; 
nd with the dancers and the miiistrcrs 
song 

We will make merry in that pheasant 
bower. | 

Till the foundations of the mountains! 
fail 

■ • My mansion with its arbour shall en- 
dure ; — 

The joy of them who till the field’i./of 
Swale, 

' And them who dwell among the w'oods 
of Ure ! ” i 

Then home he went, and left the Hart, 
sxuiic-dcad, 

With breathless nostrils stretched above 
the spring. 

— rSoon did the Knight perform what 
he had said ; 

' And far and wide the fame thereof did 

' ; ring. 

I ' Ere thrice the Moon into her port had 
steered, 

'\\A cup of stone received the living well ; 

'.'.-"Tluree pillars of rude stone Sir Walter 
rearec^, 

. And bifilt a house of pleasure in the dell. 

' “"And near the fountain, flowers of stature 
tall 

' V/i,th trailing plants and trees were in- 
tertwiiYjd, — 


A l^fy shelter from the sun and wind. 
Anar thither, when the summer '’efays 
were long • 

Sir Walter led his wondering Paramour j 
Apd with, the dancers jnd the minstrel|^« 
song m 

Made merriment within that pleasant 
bower. ^ ^ % 

The Knight, Sir Walter, died in course 
of time, ' # 

And his bones lie ip, his paternal vale. — ' 
But there is matter for a second rh>me, 
And I t?) this w^ould add another tale. 

. PART SECOND 

.The <noVing accident is not my trade , 
To freeze the blood 1 have no ready arts : 
'Tis my delight, alone in summer shalle. 
To pipe a sim]^e song for thinking 
hearts. ^ 

As I from Hawes to Richmond did re- 
p.ur, *' 

It chanced tha* l*saw stai^ding in a dell 
Three aspens three iJbfners of a square; ' 
And on^. not four j^ards distant, near 
a well. ^ 

What this imported 1 could ill divine : 
And, pulling now the rein my horse 
to stop, ‘ 

I saw three pillars standing in a line, — 
The lasj stone pillar on a dark hill-top. 

The trees were grey, with neither arms 
nor head ; 

Half wasted the square mound of tawny 
green ; 

So that you just might say, as then 1 
said. 

” Here in old time the hand of man 
hath been.” 

I looked upon the hill both far and near. 
More doleful place did never eye survey ; 

It seemed as if the spring-time came ^ot 
here. 

And Nature here were willing to decay. 

ItSlood in various thoughts an*d fancies 
lost, 

When one, who was in shepherd's garb 
attired 

€amc up the hollow : — hftn did I accost. . 
And wlfkt this place might be 1 then 
inquired. 

The Shepherd stopped, and that same 
story told 

Which in my" former rh^rme I have re- 
hearsed. [old I 

“ A jolly place,” sstid hr, ” in times of 
But something ails it nowf the spot 
is qurst. 
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Xqix se« these lifeless stumps of aspen 
f wood — « • 

Some say. that they are beeches, others 
glms— . 

These Vcre the bower ; and here a man- 
sion stood, 

: The finest palace of a hundred realms ! 

'fHb arbour does it§ own conditkin tell ; 
You see the stones, the fountain, and 
the stream ; 

But as to^he great Lodge ! you might 
as well 

Hunt half ^ day for a forgotten dream. 

There’s neither dog •nor heifer, horse 
nor sheep, • ^ 

Will wet his lips within that cup of 
stone ; 

And oftentimes, when all are fa^«asleep. 
This water doth send forth a dolt^ous 
* groan. 

Some' say that here a wurder has been 
done, ^ 

And blood crife out for blood ; but, 
formypart* « 

I*ve guessed, when I’\* Deen sitting in 
the sun, • » . • 

That it was all for that unhappy Hart. 

What tljoughts must through the crea- 
ture’s brain have past ! 

Even from the topmost stone, upon the 
• steep. 

Are but three bounds — and look. Sir, 
at this last — 

O Master ! it has been a cruel leap. 

For thirteen hours he ran a desperate 
race ; 

And ill iiiy simple mind we cannot tell 
What cause Hie Hart might liave to love 
this place. 

And come and make his death-bed near 
the well. 

Hare on the grass perhaps asleep he 
sank, 

JLulled by the iountaiii in the suniiner- 
tide ; 

This water was perhaps the first he 
drank 

When he had wandered from his 
mother’s side. 

In April here beneath the flowering thox^ 
He heard the birds their morning carols i 
sing ; 

And he, perhaps, for aught we know, 
was born 

Not half a furlong from that self-same 
•pring. , * 

Now, here is neither grass nor pleasant 
shade : ^ ' 

Tlra sun on ureatier hollow never shone i 


So will it*be, as I have often said. 

Till trees, and stones, and fountain, all 
j are gone.” 

” Grey-headed Sheji^ierd, thou hast 
spoken well : 

Small difference lies between thy creed 
and mine : 

This Beast not unobserved by Nature 
fell ; 

ni% death was mourned by sympathy 
divine. 

The Being, that is in the clouds and air. 
That IS in the green leaves among the 
groves. 

Maintains a cleep and reverential care 
For the unoffending creatures whom 
he loves. 

The pleasure- house is dust ■ — ^behind, 
before. 

This is now.ommon waste, no common 
gloom ; 

But Nature, in due course of time, once 
more 

Shall here, put on her beauty and her 
lilooni. 

She leaves these objects to a slow decay, 
That what wc are, and have been, may 
be known ; 

But at the coming of the milder day. 
These iiiouuments shall all be overgrown. 

One lesson. Shepherd, let us two divide. 
Taught both by wh<at she shows, and 
w’hat conceals ; 

Never to blend our pleasure or our pride 
With sorrow of the meanest thing that 
feels.” z8oo. 

XXV 

SONG AT THE FEAST OP 
“ BROUGHAM CASTLE, 

UPON THE RESTORATION OF LORD CLIF- 
FORD, THE SHEPHERD, TO TM 
ESTATES AND HONOURS OF IHS 
ANCESTORS 

High in the breathless Hall the Minstrel 
sate, ^ 

And Emont's murmur mingled with 
the Song. — . 

The words of ancient time I thus trans- 
late, 

A festal strain that hath been silent 
long 

“ From town to town, from tow« 
to tower. 

The red rose is a gladsome flower. 

Her thirty years of winter past. 

The red rose is revived at last ; 

She lilts her head for endless springt 
^ For everlasting blossoming ; 
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Both roses flourish, red and white : 

In lov£ an^ sisterly delight 
The two that were at strife are bletided. 
And all old troijbles now are endeti. — 
Joy 1 joy to both I but most to her 
Who is the flower of Lancaster ! 
Behold her how She smiles to-day 
On this great throng, this bright array ! 
Fair greeting doth she send to all 
From every corner of the hall ; 

But chiefly from above the board » 
Where sits in state our rightful Lord, 
A Clifford to his own restrired ! 

. They came "with banner, sf)ear, 
and shield' 

And it was proved in Btjsworth-field; 
Not long the Avenger was withstood — 
Earth helped him with the cry of 
blood : 

St. George was for us, and IJie might ^ 
Of blessed Angels crowned the right. 
Loud voice the Land has littered forth. 
We loudest in the faithful iiortli : 

Out fields rojotcc, our mountains ring. 
Our streams prttclaim a welcoming ; 
Our strong-abodes and castles see 
The glory of their loyalty. 

How glad is Skipton at this liour — 
Though lonely, a deserted Tower ; 
Knight, squire, and yeoiiiaii, page 
and groom ; 

We have them at the feast of Brough’m. 
How glad Pendragon — though the 
sleep 

Of years be on her ! — She shall reap 
A taste of this great pleasure, viewing 
As in a dream her own renewing. 
Rejoiced is Brough, right glad 1 deem 
Beside her little humble stream ; 

And she that keepeth watch and ward 
Her statelier Eden’s course to guard ; 
They both arc happy at this hour, ^ 
Though each is but a lonely Tower : — 
But here is perfect joy and pride 
.».For one fair House by Emoiil’s side, 
day, distinguished without peer 
Id sec her Master and to cheer — 

Him, and his Lady-mother dear ! 

Oh ! it was a time forlorn 
When the fatherless was born — 

Give her wings that she may fly. 

Or she sees her infant die ! 

Swords that are with slaughter wild 
Hunt the Mother and the Child. 

Who will take them from the light ? 

— Yonder is a man in sight — 

Yonder is a house — but where ? 

No, they must not enter there. 

To the caves, a^nd to the brooks. 

To the clouds of heaven she looks ; 
She is speechless, but her eyes 
Pray in ghostly agonies. 


Blissful Mary, Mother mild, . 

* Maid and Mother undeflled, I 

Save a Mother and her Child.! 

Now Who is he that bounefst with 

joy 

On Carrock’s side, a Shepherd-boy ? 
No thoughts hath he but thoughts 
that pass 

Light as the wind along the grass. 

Can this be He who hither came 
In secret, JiJ<e a smothered flamej 
O’er whom such thankful tears were 
shed i 

For shelter, an(l a poor man’s bread I., 
God loves the Child ; and God hath ' 
■v *• willed t 

That those dear words should be 
ivilfillcd, 

[Rje*’Lady’s words, when forced away 
The las* she to her Babe did say : 

‘ My own, my own, thy Fellow-grest 
I may not be^ but rest thee, rest. 

For lowly shepherd’^ life is best ! * 

Alas ! when evil mcfi are strong 
Ni- life is g >od, no pleasure long. 

The Boy must part fiom Mosedale's 
grovesT, . * 

And leav‘(? Blcncathara’s rugged coves. 
And quit the flbwers that summer 
brings • 

To Glendcrain akin’s lofty springs ; 
Must vanish, and his careless cheer ^ 
Be turned to heaviness and fear. 

— Give Sir Lancelot Threlkcld praise ! 
Hear it, good man, old in days ! 

Thou tree of covert and of rest 
For this young Bird that is distrest ; 
Among thy branches safe he lay. 

And he was free to sport and play. 
When falcons were abroad for prey. 

A recreant harp, that sings of fear 
And heaviness in Clifford’s ear ! 

1 said, when evil men arc strong, 

No life is good, no pleasure long, , 

A weak and cowardly untruth ! 

Our Clifford was a happy Youth, 

And thankful through a weary time, 
That brought him up to manhood’s 
prime. - 

— Again he wanders forth st will. 

And tends a flock from hill to hill : 

His garb is humble ; ne’er was seen 

• Such garb with such a noble mien ; 
Among the shepherd grooms no mate 
Hatl^ he, a Child of strength and 

state ! 

Yet lacks not friends for simple glee. 
Nor yet for higher sympathy. 

To his sidetthe fallow-fleer • 

Came, and rested without fear ; 

The eagle, lord o£ land and sea. 

Stooped down to fealty ; 



POEMS OF THE IMAGINATION 


167 


f And both the undying hsh thaj: swhn 
Through Bowscale-tarn did wait on 
hirii ; 

Thfenpair Vere servants of his eye 
In their immortality ; 

And glancing, gleaming, dark or 
bright, ' 

Moved to and fro, for his delfght. 

He knew the rocks which Angels haunt 
Upon ttm mountains visitant ; 

He hath Kenned them tnkiiig wing : 
And iiitoxaves Avhere Faeries sing 
He hath mitered ; and been told 
By Voices how mei> lived of r)ld. 
Among the heavens his eye can ^ee 
The face of thing that is to be ; 

And, if that men report him right. 

His tongue could whisper \f^»rds of 
might. 

— Now another day is cortte. 

Fitter hope, and nobler doom ; 

He’ hath thrown asidj» his crook. 

And hath biirki^ deep his book : 
Armour nistiiig in his halls 
On the blood Clifforc^«alls ; — • 
•Quell the Sc^)t,’ exclaim^ tho Lance — 
Bear me to thtf ieart. of France, 

Is the longing of the Shield — 

Tell thv name, thou trembling "Field ; 
Field of death, where’er thou be. 
Groan thou with our victory ! 

^ Happy day, and mighty hour. 

When our Shepherd, in his power. 
Mailed and horsed, with lancc and 
sword. 

To his ancestors restored 
Like a re-appeariug Star, 

Like a glory from afar. 

First shall head the Hock of war ! *' 


Alas ! the impassioned minstrel did not 
know 

How, by Heaven’s grace, this Clifford’s 
heart was framed : < 

How he, long forced in humble walks to go. 

Was softened into feeling, soothed, and 
tamed. 

Love had he found in ’huts where poor 
men lie ; 

His daily iteachers had been woods and 
rills. 

The silence that is in the starry sky. 

The sleep that is among the. lonely hill|-« 

In him the savage virtue of the Race, 

Revenge, and all ' ferocious thoughts 
were dead : 

Nor did he change ; but kept in lofty 
place 

The ^risdom which adversity had bred. 

Glad were the vales, and every cottage- 
hearth ; < , 

The Shephard -Ift'd was honoured more 
and more ; 


And, ages after he was laid in earth, 

•• The good Lord Clifford ” was the name 
he bore. 1807. 

« XXVI 

LINES 

COMPOSED A FEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN 
ADlitCY, ON REVISITING THE BANKS 
OF THE WYE DUAINCf A TOUR. 

• JULY 13. 1798 

Five years have past ; five summers, 
with the length 

Of five long winters ! and again I hear 
These waters, rolling from their moun- 
tain -spriugs 

With a soft inland murmur.^ — Once 
again 

Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs. 
That on a wild secluded scene impress 
Thoughts of more deep seclusion ; and 
connect 

The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 
The day is (.otne when 1 again repose 
Here, under this dark sycamore, and 
view 

These plots of cottage-ground, these 
orchard-tufts, 

Which at tins season, with their unripe 
fruits, 

Are clad in one green hue, and lose 
themselves 

’Mid groves and copses. Once again I 
see 

These hedge-tows, hardly hedge-row'S, 
little lines 

Of sportive, w'ood nm wild : these pas- 
toral farms. 

Green to the very door ; and -wreaths of 
smoke 

Sent up, in silence, from among the trees ? 
Wi^i Some uncertain notice, as might 
seem 

Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless 
woods. 

Or of some Hermit’s cave, w^here by hla 

The Permit sits alone. 

These beauteous forms* 
Through a long absence, have not been 
to me 

As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye : 
But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din 
, Of towns and cities, I have owed to them 
Tn hours of weariness, sensations sweet* 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the 
heart ; 

And passing even into my purer mind* 
With tranquil restoration : — feelings too 
Of unreinembered pleasure : such, per- 
haps, 

1 The river is not affected by the tides a few ' 
miles abo\'« TinUn. 1 
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As have n^s) slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man’s life. 
His little, nameless, uiiieineinbered. 
acts ' 

Of kindness and of love. Nor le^, 1 
trust. 

To them I may have owed another gift. 
Of aspect more sublime ; that blessed 
mood. 

In which the burthen of the mvster^i. 

In which the heavy and tlie weary 
weight 

Of all this unintelligible world, 

lightened : — that serene and blessed 
mood, 

In which the affections gently lead us 
on, — 

Until, the breath of this corporeal frame 
And even the motion of our human blood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul : 
While with an eye made quiet by the 
power 

Of hannonv, and the dec|) power of jov, 
We sc<i into the life of things. 

If this 

Be but a vain belief, vet, oh I how oft — 
In darkneSi, and amid the inanv shapes 
Of joyless daylight; when thclretfiil stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the 
world, 

Have hung upon the beatings of my 
heart — 

How oft, in spirit, have I turned to Ihec, 
O sylvan Wye thou wanderer thro’ the 
woods. 

How often has my spirit turned to thee ! 

And now, with gleams of half-extin- 
guished thought. 

With many recognitions dim and faint. 
And somewhat of a sad perplexity'. 

The picture of the mind revives again 
While here I stand, not only with the 
souse 

Of present pleasure, but with pleasing 
*‘'*^'^ioughts 

That in this moment there is li.'c and 
food 

For future years. And so I dare to 
hope, 

'■ Though changed, no doubt, from what 1 
was when first 

^ 1 eame among these hills ; when like a 
roe 

I bounded o’er the niouiituins, by the 
sides 

"Of the deep rivers, and the lonely 
streams. 

Wherever nature led : more like a man 
. Flying from something that he dreads, 
than ons 

'Who sought the thing he loved. For 
\ iuitur£thea 


fThe /coarser pleasures of my boylA 
days, 

And their glad animal movements all 
gone by) * • , 

To me was ail in all. — I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding 
cataract 

HaiintC-d me like a passion : the tall 
rock. 

The mountain, and the deep^nd gloc^y 
wood* ■ ^ 

Their colours and their fon^s, were then 
to me 

All appeti te ; a feeling and a love, 

That^iad no need of a remoler charm. 

By thought supplied, noi auy interest 
Unborrowed from the eye.— That time 
is past, 

An<L afl its aching joys are now no more. 
And all its dizzy raptures. Not fur this 
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur other 
gifts ♦ 

Have followed ; for ^i^h loss, I would 
believe. 

Abut j dan t fQcoiupenc&. For I have 
learned ^ • 

To look on nature, as in the hour 

Of thoughtless yputh ; but hearing 
oiten tunes 

Tho still sad music of humanity, 

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample 
power « 

To chasten and subdue. And I have 
fell 

A presence that disturbs me with the 
joy 

Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deei^ly inter- 
fused, 

Whose dw'elling is the light of setting 
suns. 

And the round ocean and the living air. 
And the blue sky, and in the mind oi 
man : 

A molion and a spirit, that impels 
All thinking things, all objects of all 
thought. 

And rolls through all things. Therefore 
am I still * 

A h^ver of the meadows and the woods, 
Ai.d niovintains ; end oi all that we, ' 
behold 1 

'From this green earth ; of all the mighty 
world *• 

Of eye* and ear, — both what they half'; 
create,! 

And what perceixe? well pleased to 
recognise ; 

In nature and the langiiage of the sense# 
The anchor of my pur^t thoughts, the 
nurse,' .. 

1 This line has a close ^eaei^laneB to an 
admirable line of Young'**, the exact oepresston 
Wwhkfli 1 do recollect. 
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^he guide, the guardian of my heai;t, 
and soul 

Of ^ my^inoral being. 

Nor perchance, 

If 1 were not thus taught, should I the 
more 

9 «ffer my genial spirits to decav : 

For thou art with me here iflpon the 
banks 

Of this ftiir river ; thou my dearest 
Friend, '* 

My dear, (\ear Friend ; and in thy voice 
I catch 

The language of my* former heart, and 
read « 

My former pleasures in the shooting 
^ lights 

Of thy wild eyes. Oh ! ye? * a little 
wdiilc 

Miy I behold in thee what ^ was once. 
My "dear, dear Sister ! and this prayer 
I make, * 

Knowing that*Mature never did bctiay 
The heart th^t loved ^her j 'tis her 
privilege^ 

Through all the vears*of this our life, to 
lead ’ • , 

From joy to joy ; for she can so, inform 
The ini*xd that is within us, so impress 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil 
tongues, 

Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish 
men, 

Nor greetings where 110 kindness is, nor 
all 

The dreary intercourse of daily life. 
Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith, that all which we 
behold 

Is full of blessings. Therefore let the 
moon 

Shine on thee in thy solitary walk : « 

And let the misty moiintam-'winds be free 
To blow against thee : and, in after 



matured 

Into a Aober pleasure ; when thy mind 
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms. 
Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 
For all sweet sounds and harmonies ; oh ! 

then, , •• 

If soliti^e, of fear, or pain, or grief, • 
Should in thy portion, with wlfat healing 
thoughts 

Of tender joy wilt thou remember me, 
And these my exhortations ! Nor, per- 
* chance—* • 

If 1 should be where I no more can hear 
Thy voice, noj- catch from thy wild eyes 
thesi ^eams 

Of past existence — ^wilt thou then 


That on the banks of this delightful 
stream 

We stood together ; and that I, so long 
A worshipper of Nat'jre, hither came 
Unwearied in that service : rather say 
With warmer love — oh ! with far deeper 
zeal 

Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then 
forget, 

Tjjat after many wanderings, many 
years 

Of absence, these steep woods and 
lofty cliffs, 

Ati^I this green pastoral landscape, were 
to me 

More dear, both for themselves and for 
thv sake ! 

1798. 

XXVII 

It is no Spirit who from heaven hath 
flown. 

And is clescrnding on his embassy ; 

Nor Traveller gone from earth the 
heavens to espy ! 

’Tis Hesperus - there he stands with 
glittering crown. 

First adiiKiuition that the sun is down ! 
For yet it is broad day-light : clouds pass 
by ; 

A few are near him still — and now the 
skv. 

He hath it to himself — 'tis all his own. 

O most ambitious Star! an inquest - 
wrought 

Within me when 1 recognised thy light; 

A moment I was startled at the sight : 
And, while I gazed, there came to me a 
thought 

That 1 might step beyond my natural 
race 

As thou scein’st' now to do ; might one 
• day trace 

Some ground not mine ; and, strong her 
strength above, 

My Soul, an Apparition in the place. 
Tread there with steps that no one s hall 
reprove. 

1803..; 

XXVIII 

FRENCH REVOLUTION 

AS IT APPEAR ion TO ENTHUSIASTS AT ITS 
COMMENCEMENT ^ REPRINTED FROM 
“ THE FRIEND ” 

On ! pleasant exercise of hope and joy ! 
For mighty were the auxiliars which 
then stood ,1^ , ^ . 

Upon our side, w’e who were strong in 
love ! 

1 This and the Extract, page 72, and the 
first Piece of this Class, page Z48, are front the 
unpublished Poem of which some account is 
given In the Preface to the Excursion. ) 
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Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive. 
But to be young was very heaven ! — 
Oh I times. 

In which tbe^mcagre, stale,, forbidding 
ways 

Of custom, law, and statute, took at once 
The attraction of a country in romance ! 
When Reason seemed the most to assert 
her rights, 

Wh^ most intent on making of herself 
A prime Enchantress — to assist the wo^K, 
Which then was going forward in her 
name ! 

Not favoured spots alone, but the wHIdc 
earth. 

The beauty wore of promise? tliat which 
sets 

(As at some moment might not be iinfclt 
Among the bowers of paradise itself) 

The budding rose above the rose full 
blown. 

What temper at the prospect did not wake 
To happiness uiithought of ? The inert 
Were roused, and lively natures rajjt 
away ! 

They who had fed their childhood upon 
dreams. 

The playfellows of fancy, who had made 
All powers of swiftness, subtiltv, and 
strength 

Their ministers, — who in lordly wise had 
stirred 

Among the grandest objects of the sense. 
And dealt with whatsoever they found 
there 

As if they had within some lurking right 
To wield it ; — they, too, who, of gentle 
mood, 

Had watched all gentle motions, and to 
these 

Had fitted their ow'n thoughts, schemers 
more mild, i ^ 

And in the region of their praceful 
selves ; — 

Now was it that both found, the meek 
and lofty 

find, helpers to their heart’s 
desire, 

And'*t»tufr at hand, plastic as they could 
' wish ; 

Were called upon to exercise their skill, 
Not in Utopia, subterranean fields. 

Or some secreted island. Heaven knows 
where ! , 

But in the very world, which is the world 
Of all of us, — ^the place where in the end 
We find our happiness, or not at all ! 

^ 1805. 

» XXIX 

Yes, it was the mountain Echo, 
Solitary, clear, profound. 

Answering to the shouting Cuckoo, 
; Giving ifi her sound for sound ! 


, Unsolicited reply 

To^ babbling wanderer sent ; 

Like- her ordinary cry, 

LikdL-but oh, how different b • 

Hears not also mortal Life ? • 

Hear not we, unthinking Creatures ! 
Slaves of folly, dove, or strife — ^ 

Voi(?es of two different natures ? 

Have not we too ? — yes, we have. 
Answers, aad we know not whencilk; 
Echoes from beyond the CTave, 
Recognised intelligence I • 

Such rebounds' our inward ear 
Catches sometimes from afar — 
Listen, ponder, hold them dear ; 

For of God, — of God they are. * 

^ r 1806. 

XXX 

TO A SKY-LAKK . * 
Kthereal minstftl ! pilmm of the sky I 
Oost thou despise tlfe* earth where 
cares abound ? ^ 

Or, wnilc the wij[igs asp(fc, are heart 
and eye » 

Both with thy ' nest upon the dewy 
ground ? » 

Thy nest which thou canst dwjp into 
at will, 

Those quivering wings composed, that 
music still ! 

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood; 
A privacy of glorious light is thine : 
Whence thou dost pour upon the world 
a flood 

Of harmony, with instinct more divine; 
Type of the wise who .soar, but never 
roam ; 

True to the kindred points of Heaven 
and Home ! 

* 1825. 
XXXT 

LAODAMfA 

“ With sacrifice before the rising morn 
Vows have I made by fruitless hope 
inspired ; 

And from the infernal Gods, ’mib shades 
forlorn 

Of night, my slaughtered Lord have 

• I required : 

<>1estial pity I again implore ; — 
Restore Jim to my sight^giiat Jove, 
restore ! 

So speaking, and by fervent love 
endowed 

With faith, the Suppliant heavenward 
lifts her hands ; 

While, like the sun emerging from a cloud. 
Her countenance brightens-^nd her 
. ^ eye expands ; 
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er bosom 'heaves and spreads* her^ 
stature grows ; j 

■ And she expects the issue in repose. 

0 tefror ! Vhat hath she perceived ? — 

Q joy ! ‘ 

What doth she look on ? — whom doth 
she behold ? 

HPr Hero slain upon the beach (#f Troy ? 

His vital presence ? his corporeal 
moul^? 

It is — if sense deceive her not — ’tis He ! 

And a God pleads him, winged Mercury ! 

Mild Hermes spake — and touched her 
with his wand * 

That cairns all fear ; “ Such gruoo hath 
crowned thy prayer, 

Laodamia ! that at Jove’s com^jand 

Thy Husband walks the paths oi iinpcr 
air : 

He# conies to tarry with thee three 
hours’ space ; # 

Accept the gift, behoTd him face to 
' face ! ” t * 

Forth sprang 'Sie iinpn^fTioned ^uecii 
her Lord 'Jb clasp ,■» ^ 

Again that consiAnmatwi she essayed ; 

But unsubstantial IJorin eludes her grasp 

As often as that eager grasp wa^ made. 

The Phantom parts — but parts to re- 
unite, 

^ And re-assume his place before her sight. 

“ Pfotcsildiis, lo ! thy guide is gone ! 

Confirm, 1 pray, the .vision with thy 
voice : 

This is our palace, — yonder is thy 
‘ throne ; 

Speak, and the floor thou tread’st on 
will rejoice. 

Not to appal me have the gods bestowed 

This precious boon ; and blest a sad 
abode.” 

** Great J ove, Laodamia ! doth not 
leave 

His gifts imperfect : — Spectre though 
I be, 

1 am not sent to scare thee or deceive ; 

But in reward of thy fidelity. 

And something also did my worth 
obtain ; 

For fearless virtue bringeth boundless 
gain. 

Thou knowest, the Delphic^ oracle 
foretold 

That the first Greek who touched the 
Trojan strand 

Sho^d die ; but me the threat could 
not withhcAd : * 

A generous cause a victim did demand ; 

And forth I leag^ upbn the sandy plain ; 

A self-deycfted chief — Hector slain.’* 


Supreme of Heroes — ^bravest, noblest, 
best ! 

Thy matchless courage I bewail no more, 
Which then, when tens of thousands 
were deprest • 

By doubt, propelled thee to the fatal 
shore ; 

Thou found’st — and I forgive thee — 
here thou art — 

A nobler counsellor than iny poor heart. 
But thou, though capable of sterifest 
deed, 

Wert kind as resolute, and good as 
obrave : 

And he, whose power restores thee, 
hath decreed 

Thou should’st elude the malice of the 
grave : 

Redundant arc thy locks, thy bps as fair 
As when their breath enriched Thessa- 
lian air. 

No Spectre greets me, — no vain Shadow 
this ; 

C^mie, blooming Hero, place thee by 
iny side ! 

Give, bu this w'cll known couch, one 
nuptial kiss 

To me, this clay, a second time thv 
bride ! ” 

Jove frowned in heaven : the conscious 
ParCiTi threw 

Upon those roseate lips a Stygian hue. 

” This visage tells thee that my doom 
is past : 

Nor should the change be mourned, 
even if the joys 

Of sense were able to return as fast 
And surely as they vanish. Earth 
destroys * 

Those raptures duly — Erebus disdains ; 
Cal,m pleasures there abide — majestic 
pains. 

Be taught, O faithful Consort, to control 
Rebellious passion : for the (lods approve 
The depth, and not the tumult, 
soul ; 

A fervent, not ungovernable, love. ^ 
Thy transports moderate ; and me^ly 
mourn 

When I depart, for brief is my sojourn — ” 

” Ah, wherefore ? — Did not Hercules 
by force ^ 

Wrest from the guardian Monster of 
the toirb 

Alcestis, a reanimated corse. 

Given back "o dwell on earth in vernal 
bloom ? 

Medea’s spells dispersed the weight of 
years. 

And iEson stood a youth 'mid youthful 

peer$, 
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The Gods to us are mercLiul — and they, 
Yet further may relent : for mightier far 
Than strength of nerve and sinew, or 
. . the sway 

'Gf magic potent over sun and star, 
i' Is love, though oft to agony distrcst, 

' And though his favourite scat be feeble 
woman’s breast. 

But if thou goest, I follow — " “ Peace ! ** 
jifthe said, — ^ 

She looked upon him and was calmed 
and cheered ; 

jgf Thegjjiastly colour from his Ups liadfled; 

' In his deportment, -shape, and mten, 
appeared 

Elysian beauty, melancholv* grace. 
Brought from a pensive though a happy 
* place. 

■ He spake of love, such love as Spirits feel 
In worlds whose course is equable and 
pure ; 

No fears to beat away — no strife to 
heal — 

The past unsighccl for, and the future 
sure ; 

Spake of herioc arts in graver mood 
Revived, with finer hannony pursued; 

Of all that is most beauteous — imaged 
there 

In happier beauty ; more pellucid 
' streams. 

An ampler ether, a diviner air, ' 

, And fields invested with purpurcal 
gleams ; 

Climes which the sun, who sheds the 
brightest day 

Earth knows, is all unworthy to survey. 

Yet there therSoul shall enter which hath 
earned 

That privilege by virtue. — “111,” said he 
** The end of man’s existence I discerned, 
^ Who from ignoble games and revelry 
' Could draw, when we had parted, vain 
delight, 

^'-•><lEf4«i3E39fccars were thy best pastime, day 
and night ; 

while my youthful peers before my 
eyes . 

(Each hero following his peculiar bent) 

• Prepared themselves for glorious enter- 
:: ' prise 

. By martiflif sports, — or, seated in the 
tent, 

' .Chieftains and kings in council were 
' - detained ; 

What time the fleet at Aulis lay en- 
chained.' 

.v’.The wished-for wind was given: — I 
then revolved 

The oracle, upon the silent sea ; 


And, if no worthier led the ^ay, resolved^ 
That, of a thousand vessels, mine should* 
be 

The foremost prow in presung to the 
strand,— , • * 

Mine the first blood that tinged the 
Trojan sand> 

Yet biUer, oft-times bitter, was tisi 
pang 

When of thy loss I thought, belovdd. 
Wife ! . • Ife 

On thee too fondly did my memory 
hang, ♦ 

And on the jo 3 >'s ^ve shared in mortal , 
life,— 

The phths which we had trod— these ' 
fountains, flowers : 

My new<)]aniied cities, and unfinished 
do^fers. 

But should suspense permit the Foe 
to cry. * 

‘ Behold they tumble ! — haughty their 
array, t • 

Yet of their number no one dares to die ? ’ 

In sofil I swejltthe indiSnity away : 

Old frailties theft recurred : — but lofty 
thought, • • ■ 

In a(d: embodied# my deliverence 
wrought. ^ 

And Thou, though strong in love, art 
all too weak 

In reason, in self-government too slow ; 

1 counsel thee by fortitude to seek 
Out blest re-imion in the shades below. 
The invisible world with thee hath 
sympathised ; 

Be thy affections raised and solemnised. 

Learn, by a mortal yearning, to ascend^ 
Seeking a higher object. Love was 
given. 

Encouraged, sanctioned, chiefly for 
that end ; 

For this the passion to excess was 
driven — 

That self might be annulled : her i 
bondage prove 

The fetters of a dream, opposed to 

love.” t 

Aloud she shrieked ! for Hermes 
re -appears ! 

Jloiind the dear Shade she would have 
clung — ’tis vain : ^ 

The hogrs are past — too brief had they 
been years ; 

And him no mortal effort can detain : 
Swift, toward the realms that know 
not earthly day, ^ 

He through the portal 4akes his silent 
way, 

And on the palace-floo%a lifeless corse 
She lay. ^ 
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f'hus, all in vain exhorted and reproved. 
She .perished ; and, as for a'* wilful hrinic. 
By the ju^t Gods whom no weak pity 
ifloved,* 

Was ponied to wear out her appointed 
time. 

Aj^rt from happy Ghosts, that gather 
flowers 

Of blissful quiet ’mid unfading bowers 

— Yet tears^o human suffering are due ; 
And mortal hopes defeated and o’er- 
thrown b 

Are mourned by man,^and not by man 
alone. 

As fonc^ he believes. — Upon the side 
Of Hell^pont (such faith was entertained) 
A knot of spiry trees for ages greuv 
From out the tomb of him for wm m she 
died ; «« 

Andtever, when such stature they had 
gained 

That Ilium’s walls were subject to their 
view, * > [sight , 

The trees’ tall sujnmits witjiered a^the 
A constant intarchange^oi growth and 
blight 1 1 .t ^ 

’ > 1814. 

xx:i:ii •» 

. " DION 

^ (SEE PLUTA-RCH) 

Serene, and fitted to embrace. 
Where’er he turned, a swan-like grace 
Of haughtiness without pretence, 

And to unfold a still magnificence. 

Was princely Dion, in the power 
And beauty of his happier hour. 

And what pure homage then did wait 
On Dion’s virtues, while the lunar beam 
Of Plato’s genius, from its lofty sphere. 
Fell round him in the grove of Academe, 
Softening their inbred digraty austere — 
That he, not too elate 
j|^,With self-sufficing solitude, 

with majestic lowliness endued. 
Might in the universal bosom reign, 
And fron^ffectionate observance gain 
HelpfUnder every change of adverse fate. 

11 

Five thousand warriors — O the raplq-J 
rous day I « 

Each crowned with flowers, anej, armed 
with spear and shield, 

1 For the account of these long-lived trees, 
see Pliny’s Natural History, lib. xvi. cap. 44 ; 
and Ibr the features in the character of Prn- 
tesilaus see the Ipnigenia in Aulis of Euripides. 

V irgil places the Shade of Laodamia in a m jurn- 
fiil region, amon^^hapby Zxivers, 

* His Laodamia 

It Comes, — . 


Or ruder . weapon which their course 
might yield. 

To Syracuse advance in bright array. 

Who leads them on ? — ^The anxious 
people see 

Long-exiled Dion marching at their head 
He also crowned with flowers of Sicily, 
And in a white, iar-beaming, corslet 
clad ! 

PuTj^ transport undisturbed by doubt 
or fear 

The gazers feel ; and, rushing to the 
plain. ^ 

Sahilh those strangers as a holv train ^ 
Or blest procession (to the Immortals 
dear) 

That brought their precious liberty 
again. 

Lo ! when the gates are entered, on each 
hand. 

Down the long street, rich goblets filled -■ 
with wine 

111 seemly order stand. 

On tables sot. as if for rites divine ; — 
And, as the great Deliverer inarches by, 
lie looks on festal ground with fruits 
bestrewn ; 

And flowers are on his T;iersoii thrown 
In boundless prodigality ; 

Nor doth the general voice abstain from 
prayer. 

Invoking Dion’s tutelary care. 

As if a very Deity he were ! 


Mourn, hills and groves of Attica I and 
mourn 

Ilissus, bending o’er thy classic urn ! 

Mourn, and lament for him whose spirit 
dreads 

Your once sweet memory, studious 
'walks and shades ! 

For him who to divinity aspired, 

Not on the breath of popular applause. 

But through dependence on the sacred 

Framed in the schools where. 
dwelt retired. 

Intent to trace the ideal path of riglit 

(More fair than heaven’s broad cause- ^ 
way paved with stars) 

WJiich Dion learned to measure with 
sublime delight ; — 

But He hath overleaped the eternal , 
bars ; 

And, followiig guides whose craft holds 
no consent 

With aught that breathes the ethereal 
element. 

Hath stained the robes of civil power 
with blood. 

Unjustly shed, though for the public ' 


geod. 
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Whence fjoubts that canie too late, and 
wishes vain, 

Hollow excuses, and triumphant pain ; 
And oft his cogilcitions sink as low 
As, through the abysses of a joyless 
heart. 

The heaviest plummet of despair can go— 
But whence that sudden check ? that 
fearful start ! 

He hears an uncouth sound — ^ 

Anon his lifted eyes 

Saw, at a long-drawn gallery’s dusky 
i bound, 

« A Shape of more than mortal sizff' 

And hideous aspect, stalking round and 
round ! 

A woman's garb the Phantom wore. 
And fiercely swept the marble floor, — 
Like Austcr whirling to and fro. 

His force on Caspian foam to try ; 

Or Boreas when he scours the snow 
That skins the plains of Thessaly, 

Or w'hcn aloft on Micnalus he stops 
His flight, 'mid eddying pine-tree tops ! 

IV 

So, but from toil less sign of profit reap- 
ing. 

The sullen Spectre to her purpose bowed, 
Sweeping— vehemently svs'eepirig — 

No pause admitted, no design avowed ! 

Avaunt, inexplicable (r west ! — avaunt,” 
Exclaimed the Chieftain — ‘‘ let me 
rather see 

The coronal that coiling vipers make ; 
The torch that flames wdth many a lurid 
flake, 

And the long train of doleful pageantry 
Which they behold, w'hom vengeful 
Furies haunt ; 

Who, while they struggle from the 
scourge to floe. 

Move wdiere the bl^tstcd soil is not un- 
worn. 

And, in their anguish, bear what otlicr 
minds have borne ! ” 

But Shapes that come not at an earthly 
. call. 

Will not depart when mortal voices bid ; 
Lords of the visionary eye whose lid. 
Once raised, remains aghast, and will 
not fall ! 

Ye Gods, thought He, that servile Im- 
plement 

Obeys a mystical intent I 
Your Minister would brush away 
The spots tfiat to my soul adhere ; 

. But should she labour night and day, 
They will not, cannot disappear ; 
Whence angry perturbations, — and that 
look 

Which no Philosophy brook i 


Ill-fated Chief ! there are whose hopes 
arc built . ^ 

Upon the ruins of thy gloriou^ name ; 
Who, through the portal of one mb: 
nient’s guilt. 

Pursue thee with their deadly aim 1 
O matchless perfidy ! porteiitou^lust 
Of mf)ustrou5 crime ! — that horror- 
striking blade, « 

Drawn in defitince of the Gods, hath laid 
The noble Syracusan low in^dust ! 
Shudder’d the walls — the marble city 
W'Cpt — ' 

And ,tsylvan places heaved a pensive 
sigh : * 

But ill calm peace the appointed Victim 

slppU 

As^iC had fallen in inagnaniinity : 

Of spint^oo capacious to require « 

That Destiny her course should change: 
too just ♦ 

To his own native grefiViess to desire 
That wretched boon, days lengthened 
Vy mistrust. ' ^ 

So were the, hopeless troubles, that in- 
volved. ' * 

The scul of Dion, instantly dissolved. 
Released from life and cares oi* princely 
state. 

He left this moral grafted on his Fate : 
Hull only pleasure leads, and peace* 
attends. 

Him, only him, the shield of Jove de- 
fends. 

Whose means are fair and spotless as 
his ends. iBifi. 

XXXIII 

THE PASS OF KIRKSTONE 


Within the mind strong fancies work, 

A deep delight the bosom thrills. 

Oft as 1 pass along the fork 
Of these fraternal hills : . 

Where, save the rugged road, we find 
No appanage of human kind, 

Nor hint of man ; if stone or rock 
Seem not his handy- work to«.iock 
By something cognizably shaped : 
Mockery — or model roughly hewn. 

And left as if by earthquake strewn. 

Or from the Flood escaped : 

'Altars for Druid service fit ; 

(But wnere no fire was ever lit. 

Unless the glow-worm tc^ the skies 
Thence offer nightly sacrifice) 

Wrinkled Egyptian monument ; 

Green moss-gfown tower : or hoary tent ; 
Tents of a camp that never shall be 
razed — ' 

On which four thousand years have 
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• « 

Ye ploug*!! -shares si>arklmg on* the* 
slopes I 

Ye siKM^-whke lambs that trip 
Imprisoned ’mid the formal props 
Of restKss ownership ! 

Ye trees, that may to-morrow fall 
Tcffced the insatiate Prodigal ! 

Lawns, houses, chattels, groves, and 
fields, 

All that thc'ibrtile valley shields ; 

Wages of folly — ^baits of crime. 

Of life’s une«isy game the stake. 
Playthings that keep the eyes awake 
Of drowsy, dotard Time ; — 

O care I O guilt ! — O vales and pl.ajns, 
Here, *m 1 d his own iinvexed domains, 

A Genius dwells, that can subdue 
" At once all memory of You. — 

Most potent when mists veil th^sky, 
Mlst» that distort and magnify ; 

While the coarse rushes, tp the sweeping 
breeze. 

Sigh forth their ;.ncient melodies ! 

c * o 

u. in • 

List to those shrillur.aiotes \ *—ihat laarch 
Perchance was on the blast. 

When, tltfoiigh this' Height’s inverted 
arch,*^ 

Rome’s earliest legion passed ! 

-—They saw, adventurously impelled, 
^nd older eyes than theirs beheld. 

This block — and yon, whose church -like 
frame 

Gives to this savage Pass its name. 
Aspiring Road ! that lov’st to hide 
Thy daring in a vapoury bourn. 

Not seldom niav the hour return 
When thou shalt be my guide : 

And I (as all men may hud cause. 

When life is at a weary pause. 

And they have panted up the hill 
Of duty with reluctant will) 

Be thankful, even though tired and faint, 
For the rich bounties of constraint ; 
Whence oft invigorating transports flow 
That choice lacked courage to bestow ! 

• IV 

My Soul was grateful for delight 
That wore a threatening bfow ; 

A veil is lifted — can she slight ^ 

The scene that opens now ? 

Though habitation none appear, „ 

The greenness tells, man must be there ; 
The shelter — that the perspective 
Is of the clime in which we live ; 

Wheije Toil pursues his dailv round ; 
^here Pity sheds sweet tears — and 
.Love, 

In woodbine»boii«r or birchen grove. 
Inflicts his tender wound- 


— Who conies not hither ne’er shall know 
How beautiful the world below ; 

Nor can he guess how lightly leaps 
The brook <'idown the f ocky steeps. 
Farewell, thou desolate Domain ! 

Hope, pointing to the cultured plain, 
Cardls like a shepherd-boy ; 

And who is she ? — Can that be Joy I 
Who, with a sunbeam for her guide. 
Smoothly skims the meadows wide ; 
Whive Faith, from yonder opening cloud. 
To hill and vale proclaims aloud, 

“ Whate’er the weak may dread, the 
Vv'ieked dare. 

Thy lot, O Man, is good, thv portion 
fair ! ” . 

1S17. 

XXXIV 

TO ENTERPRISE 
Keep for the Young the impassioned 
smile 

Shed from thy countenance, as I see 
thee stand 

High on that chalky cliff of Briton’s 
Isle, 

A slendei- volume grasping in thy hand — 
(Perchance the pages that relate 
The various turns of Crusoe’s fate) — 
Ah, spare the exulting smile. 

And drop thy pointing finger bright 
As the first flash of beacon light ; 

But neither veil thy head in shadows 
dim. 

Nor turn thy face awav 
From One who, in the evening of his day. 
To thee would offer no presumptuous 
hymn ! 


Bold Spirit ! wdio art free to rove 
AiiK'iig the starry courts of Jove, 

And oft in splendour dost appear 
Embodied to poetic eyes. 

While traversing this nether sphere. 

Where Mortals call thee Kntekprise. 
Daughter of Hope' her favourite >** 

Whom she to j^oung Ambition bore. 

When hunter’s arrow first defiled 
The grove, and stained the turf with 
gore ; 

Thee winged Fancy took, and nursed 
On broad Euphrates’ palmy shore, 

^And where the mightier Waters burst 
From caves of Indian mountains hoar ! 
She wrapped thee in a panther’s skin ; 

And Thou, tny favourite food to win, 

The flame -eved eagle oft wouldst scare 
From her ruck-fortress in mid air, 

With infant shout ; and often sw'eep, 
Paired with the ostrich, o’er the plain ; 
Or, tired with sport, wouldst sink ; 
asleep 
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upon the couch an t lion’s mane ! 

With s^olliiig years thy strength in- 
creased ; 

And, far beyondetby native East, 

To thee, by varying titles known 
As variously thy power w;is shown. 

Did incense-beanng altars rise. 

Which caught the blaze of sacrifice, 
From suppliants panting for the skies I 

ir 


^ ■■■'■ 

^Who,' for tliy service 'trained in lodel/ 
^oods, 

HatH fed on pageants floating through 
! the air, . <■' 

Or calentured in depth of limpid floods . 
Nor grieves — the’ doomed thro silent 
night to bear 

The d'^mination of his glorious thcfiies, 
Or struggle in the net-work of thy. 
dreams 1 


What though this ancient Earth be trod 
No more by step of l)cmi-g( d 
Mounting from glorious deed lt> deed 
‘‘As thou from clime to clime didst lead ; 
Yet still, the bosom beating high, 

And the hushed farewell of an eye 
Where no procrastinating gaze 
A last infirmity betrays. 

Prove that thy heavcii-doseended sw'ay 
Shall ne’er submit to cold decay. 

By thy divinity impelled, 

The Stripling seeks the tented field ; 

The aspiring Virgin kneels ; and, pale 
With awe, receives the hallowx'd veil, 

A soft and tender Heroine 
Vowed to severer discipline ; 

Inflamed by thcc, the blooming Boy 
Makes of the whistling shrouds .n toy. 

And of the ocean’s dismal breast 
A play-ground, — or a coucii of rest : 

*Mid the blank w'orld of snow and ice. 
Thou to his dangers dost enchain 
The Chamois-chaser awed in vain 
. By chasm or dizzy proi’ipice ; 

And hast Thou not with triumph seen 
How soaring Mortals glide between 
Or through the clouds, and brave the 
light 

With bolder than Icariau flight ? 

How they, in bells of crystal, dive — 
Where w'inds and waters cease to str:ye — 
For no unholy viritings. 

Among the monsters of the Deep ; 

And all the sad and precious things 
Which there in ghastly silence sleep ? 
•^oJ^adverse tides and currents headed, 

' And breathless calms no longer dreaded. 
In never-slackening voyage go 
V Straight as an arrow from the bow ; 
iV And, slighting sails and scorning oars, 

^ , Keep faith with Time on distant shores ? 

. —Within our fearless reach are placed 
^ The secrets of the burning Waste ; J 
' Egyptian tombs unlock their dead, 

>. Nile trembles at his fountain head ; | 

^ , Thou speak’st — and lo ! the polar Seas 
' Unbosom their last mysteries. 

— But ol} ! ivhat transports, what 
sublime reward, 

\ .Won from the w'orld of mind, dost fhou 
. prepare [Bard 

For philosophic Sage; or high-souled 


III 

If there be movements in Ihe Patriot's 
soul. 

From source still deeper, and of higher 
\vorth, 

’Tis thine the quickening impulse to 
cortrol, 

Ai-l 111 due season send the mandate "' 
fort;^'; 

Thy call a prostrate Nation can restore. 
When but a '■ingle Mind resolves to 

crouch no niore.^ 

fc e 

IV - 

Dread Ministei of wrath ! 

W*ho to theif destined punishment dost 
urge 

The y^haraolis of the earth the men 
of hardened heart ! 

Not unassisted by the flattering stars. 
Thou strew’st temptation o’er the path, 
When they in pomp depart 
, With trampling horses and refulgent 
cars — 

j Soon to be swallowed by the briny 
i sflrge ; 

Or cast, for lingering death, on unknown 
strands ; 

Or caught amid a whirl of desert sands — 

An Army now, and now a living hill 
That a brief while heaves with convulsive 
throes — 

Then all is still ; 

Or, to forget their madness and their 
woes, 

Wrapt ill a winding-sheet of spotless 
snows ! 

V n 

Back flows the willing current of my 
Song : ’ ' 

If to provoke such doom the Impious > 
dare. 

Why should it daunt a blameless prayer ? 

— Bold Goddess ! range our Youth 
among ; 

Nor let thy genuine impulse fail to beat 
In hearts no longer young ; . > . , 

Still may a veteran FeW have pride ^ 

In thoughts whose sternness makes them 
sweet ; . 

In flxed resolves by Reasipn justified ; 

.s'; 
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IThat to their ^6bjec.t cleave like sleet , | 
Whitening a pine tree's nortberncHide. ‘ ! 
When fields are naked far and wide, 
Aiid^witbesed leaves, from earth's cold 
‘ breast 

Up-csrught in whirlwinds, nowhere can 
find rest. 

Buti if such homage thou disdain 
\s doth wlVh mellowing ]{cars agree, 

One rarely absent fr<jm thy train 
More humUe favours may obtain 
For thy contented Vcdary. 

She, who incites the &olic lambs 
In presence of their heedless daftis. 

And to the solitary fawn 
Vouchsafes her lessons, bounteous 
Nymph • m 

That wakes the breeze, thi^paraling 
• lymph 

Dothr hurry to the lawn^ 

She. who inspires that ^rain of joyaiii'e 
holy • • 

Which the swe^t Bird, raisnaincd the 
melanchoks" 

Pours forth in sh^c^y groves, shaL plead 
for me ; * • 

And vernal mornings opening bright 
With vi^s of undefined delight. 

And cheerful songs, and suns that shine 
On busy days, w'ith thankful nights, 
be mine. 


Lo ! the clouds, the solemn shadows, 
And the glistenings — heavenly fair ! 
And a record of comnioliou 
Which a thousand ridges yield ; 

Ridge, and gulf, and distant ocean 
Gleaming like a silver shield ! 

Maiden ! now take flight ; — inherit 
Alps or Andes— they are thine ! 

With the morning’s roseate Spirit, 
S\wjep their length of snowy line ; 

Or survey their bright dominions 
In the gorgeous colours drest 
FluAg from off the purple pinions. 
Evening spreads throughout the west ! 
Thine are all^he coral fountains 
Warbling in each starry vault 
Of the untrodden lunar mountains ; 
Listen to their sung^ ! — or halt, 

To Niphates’ top invited. 

Whither spiteful Satan steered ; 

Or descend wdiere the ark alighted. 
When the green earth rc-appeared ; 

I For the power of hills is on thee. 

As was witnessed through thine eye 
Then, wdien old Helvellyn won thee 
To confess their majesty. 

i8i6. 

XXXVI 

TO A YOUNG LADY, 

WHO HAD BEFN KEPKOACHEU FOK TAKING 
LONG WALKS IN THE COUNTRY 


VII 

But thou, O Goddess ! in thy favourite 
Isle 

(Freedom’s iiiipregnable redoubt. 

The wide earth’s store-house fenced about 
With breakers roaring t<i the gales 
That stretch a thousand thousand sails) 
Quicken the slothful , and exalt the vile ! — 
Thy impulse is the life of Fame ; 

Glad Hope would almost rcase to be 
If torn from thy society ; 

And Love, when worthiest of his name, 
proud to walk the earth with Thee ! 

XXXV 
• TO , 


ON HER FIRST ASCENT TO THE SUMMIT 
OF HELVELLYN 

Inmate of a mountain-dwelling, •* 
Thou ha^t clonsb aloft, and gazed • 
From the watch-towers of HclveHyn ; 
Awed, delighted, and amazed ! 

Potent was the spell that bound thee 
Not unwilling to obey ; 

For Dlue Ether’s arms, f]un!|^ round thee. 
Stilled the pantings of dismay. 

1 the dwindii^ woods and meadows ; 
What a vast abyss is there I 


Dear Child of Nature, let them rail 1 
— There is a nest in a green dale, 

A harbour and a hold ; 

Where thou, a Wife and Friend, shalt see 
Thy own hcart-stirring days, and be 
A light to young and old. 

There, healthy as a shepherd boy. 

And treading among flowers of joy 
Which at no season fade. 

Thou, while thy babes around thee cling, 
Shalt show us how divine a thing 
A Woman may be made. 

Thy thoughts and feelings shall not die, 
Noir leave thee, when grey hairs are nigh, . 
A melancholy slave ; 

But an old age serene and bright. 

And lovely as a Lapland night, 

Shall lead thee to thy grave. 

1803. 

XXXVII 

WATER-FOWL 

** me be allowed the aid of verse to des- 
cribe the evolutions which these visitants 
sometimes perform, on a fine day towards 
the close of w-inter .” — Extract from the Aiiahor*s 
Book on the Lakes. 

Mark how the feathered tenants of 
the flood, ^ 
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With grace of motion that might scarcely 
seem 

Inferior to angelical, prolong 
Their curiems pastime! shaping in mid 
air 

(And sometimes with ambitious wing 
that soars 

High as the level of the moiintairL-tofis) 
A circuit ampler than the lake beneath — 
Their own domain ; but ever, while 
intent 

On tracing and retracing that large 
round, 

'Their jiiliilant activity evolves 
Hundreds ol curves" and circlets, to 
and fro. 

Upward and downward, progress intri- 
cate 

Yet unperplexed, as if one spirit swayed 
Their indefatigable fliglit. ’Tis done — 
Ten times, or more, I fancied it had 
• ceased ; 

But In ! the vanished con>panv again 
Ascending ; they aiiproach— T hear their 
wings, 

Faint, faint at first ; and then an eager 
sound. 

Past in a moment -and as faint again ! 
They tempt the sun to sjmrt amid their 
plmiics ; 

They tempt the water, or the gleaming 
ice. 

To show them a fair image ; Tis them- 
selves, 

Their own fair forms, upon the glimmer- 
ing plain, 

Painted more soft and fair as they 
d(‘sce.rid 

Almost to touch then up again aloft'. 
Up with a sally and a flash of speed. 

As if they scorned both resting-place and 
rest ! 

t8I2. 

XXXVUI 

VIEW FROM THE TOP OF BLACK 
COMll.i 

This Height a ministering Angel might 
select : 

For from the sunnuit of Black Comb 
( dread name 

Derived from clouds and storms ! ) the 
amplest range 

Of unobstructed pr<ispcct may be seen 
,That British ground commands : — low 
dusky tracts. 

Where Trent is nursed, far southward ! 
Cambrian hills 

^ Black Comb stands at Uie southern extremity 
of Cumberland : its base covers a much icreatcr 
extent of ground than any other mountain m 
those (Starts ; and, from its situation, the summit 
ocmimauds a more extensive view than any 
other xioint i^i Britain. 


To the south-west, a Aiultitudiiiou^ 
‘ show i 

And, in a line of eye-sight linked with 
these, , ^ 

The hetary peaks of Sk^otland thflt 'give 
birth « 

To Tiviot’s stream, to Annan, Twee^l, 
and Clyde : — t;' 

Crowding the quarter whence the sun 
comes forth 

Gigantic mountains rough v’rith crags ; 

beneath, ' ^ 

Right at the imperial statii^'s Vrusteni 
base 

Main ocean, breaking audibly, and 
svcetchod 

Far into silent regions blue and pale 
And visibly engirding Mona's Isle 
Thi^t. jis wc left the plain, before our 
sifjit ^ 

Stood like a lofty mount, uplifting 
slowly • 

(Above the corfeex of the watery globe) 
Into clear view the cidUircd fields that 
streak 

Her iiabitabfo’phores, biit now appears 
A dwindled jflfject. ^and' submits to lie 
At the spectator's fee't.-— Yon azure ridge. 
Is it aj^enshable chuid ? Or there 
Do we behold the line of Frin’^s coast ? 
Land sometimes by the roving shepherd- 
swain 

(Like, the bright ('onfiiies of another' 
world) 

Not doubtfully perceived. — Look home- 
ward novv ! 

Ill depth, in hciglit, in circuit, how serene 
The spectacle, how' pure ! — Of Nature's 
w'(»rks, 

111 earth, and air, and earth -embracing 
sea, 

A revelation infinite it seems ; 

Display august oi man’s inheritance, 

Ol Bntiaii’s calm felicity and power 1 

1813. 

XXXIX 

THE HAUNTED TREE 

TO 

Thosp- Sliver clouds collected round 
the sun 

dHis mid-day warmth abate not, seeming 
less 

To ov6??shade than multiply his beams 
By soft reflection — grateful to the sky. 
To rocks, fields, woods. Nor doth our 
human sense 

Ask. for its pleasure, screen or canogy 
More ample than the ‘‘time-dismantled 
Oak 

Spreads o'er this tuft N>f heath, which 
now. attired 
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^In the whole fulness of its bloom, afforgls 
Couch beautiful as e’er for eatttily use 
Waft fashioned ; whether by the hand 


^ ArtT 

That eastern Sultan, ainid flowers 
enwroiipht 

On silken tissue, might dlfluse his limbs 
ST langour ; or, by Nature, ft>r repose 
Of panting Wood-nymph, wearied w'ith 
the chase. 

O Ladv ! fhirer in thv Ikiot’s sight 
Than fairest sj)iritual creature of the 
grovel 

Approach ; — and. tli^ss invited, crown 
with rest 

The noon-tide hour : though trulV sonic 
there are 

Whose footsteps siipcrstitiousl> avoid 
This venerable Tree ; for, wheij^ the 
wind irm | sound 

Bl#ws keenly, it sends forth a ere.akiiig 
(AllO^•e the general roy of woods and 


crags) 

Distinctly hearfi froiii far - - a doleful ! 
As if (so (rrecita*! shepherds woultk have 
deemed) • »•* 

The Hamadryads ftent within, bewailed 
Soino bitter wrong. Noi* -S it unbe- 
lievcd, • • 

By riul(*r fancy, that a troubled ghost 
Haunts the old trunk ; lanicnting deeds 
of which 

The flowery ground is conscious. But 
no wind 

Sweeps now along this elcv'ated ridge ; 
Not even a zephyr stirs ; — the obnoxious 
Tree 

Is mute ; and, in his silence, would look 
dow'ii, 

O lovely Wanderer of the trackless hills. 
On thy reclining form with more delight 
Than his coo'als in the sheltered vale 
Seem to participate, the while they view 
Their own far -stretching arms and 
leafy heads 

Vividly pictured in some glassy pool, 
«That, for n brief space, checks the 
hurrying stream ! 




XL 

THE TRIAD 
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Show me the noblest Youth of preserK 
lime, » • 

Whose trembling fancy would# to love 
give birth ; 

Some God or Hero, from the Olympian 
clime 

Renamed, to se^k a Consort upon earth ; 
.Or, in no doubtful prospect, let me see 
' The brightest star qj ages yet to be. 

And t wlU' ahd match hitn bliss- 
fully. 


I will not fetch a Naiad from a flood 
Pure as herself — -(song lacks not mightier 
power) 

Nor leaf-crowned Dryad from a pathless 
wood. 

Nor Sea-nymph glistening from her 
coral b'>wcr ; 

Mere Mortals bodied forth in vision still, 
Shall with Mount Ida’s triple lustre fill 
Tlije chaster coverts (jf a British hill. 

“Ajipcar ! — obey my lyre’s command ! 
Come, like the (irat es, hand in hand ! 
FoifiVe, though not by birth allied, 

Are Sisters in the bond of love ; 

Nor shall tin; tongue of envious pride 
Presume those interweaviiigs to reprove 
In you, which tJiat fair progeny of Jove, 
l,rarnetl from the tuneUil spheres that 
glide 

In endless union, earth and sea above.” 
— 1 sing III vam the pines lia\'e hushed 

their waving : 

A peerless Youth expectant at my side. 
Breatlilcss as they, with unabated 
craving 

JLooks to the earth, and to the vacant 
air . 

And, with a wandering eye that seems 
to chide. 

Asks of the clouds what occupants they 
hide : - 

But why solicit more, than sight could 
bear, 

By casting cm a moment all we dare ? 
Invoke we those bright Beings one by 
one ; 

And what was boldly promised, truly 
.shall be done. 

“ Fear not a constraining measure ! 

— Yielding to this gentle spell, 

LifCida ! from domes of pleasure. 

Or from cottage-sprinkled dell. 

Come to regions solitary, 

Where the eagle builds her aery.f 
Above the hermit’s 16iig-forsakea''<*ll * 
— She comes ! — behold 
That Figure, like a ship wdth snow-white 
sail ! 

Nearer she draws ; a breeze uplifts 
her veil ; 

Upon her coming wait 
As pure a sunshine and as soft a gale 
As e’er, on herbage coveting earthly 
mold. 

Tempted the bird of J iino to unfold 
His richest splendour — ^when his veering 
gait 

And every inc»tion of his statry train 
Seem governed by a strain 
Of music, audible to him alone. 

I “ Aerie *’ is right spelling ; “ eyrie” Shakes- 
pearian* ^ 
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*' O Lady, worthy of earth^s proudest 
throne 1 

Nor less, hy excellence of nature, fit 
Beside an Unambitious hearth to sit 
Domestic queen, * where grandeur is 
unknown ; 

What living man could fear 
The worst of Fortune’s malice, wert 
Thou near. 

Humbling that lily-stcni, thy sceptre 
meek, ’ * 

That its fair flowers may from his cheek 
Brush the too happy tear ? 

Queen, and handmaid lowly ! < 

Whose skill can speed the day with 
lively cares, , 

And banish melancholy []>ares ; 

By all that mind invents or hand pre- 
O Thou, against whose lip, without 
its smile 

And in its silence even, no heart is proof : 
Whose g«)odness, sinking deep, would 
reconcile 

The softest Nursling of a gorgcious palace 
To the bare life beneath the hawthorn - 
roof i 

Of Sherwood’s Archer, or in caves of 
Wallace — 

Who that hath seen thy beauty could 
content 

His soul with but a glimpse of heavenly 
day ? 

Who that hath loved thee, but ivoiildlay 
His strong hand on the wind, if it 
were bent 

To take thee in thy majesty aw’ay ? 

— Pass onward (even the glancing deer 
Till we depart intrude not here ;) 

That mossy slope, o’er which the 
woodbine throws 

^ A canopy, is smoothed for thy repose ! ” 

Glad moment is if when the throng ■ 

Of warblers in full concert strong 
Strive, and not vainly strive, to rout 
The lagging shower, and force coy 
^ ■ PjKObUS out, 

''""■JVIWL i)y the rainbow’s form divine. 
Issuing from her cloudy shrine : — 

So may the thnlliiigs of the lyre 
Prevail to further our desire, 

While to these shades a sister Nymph I 
call. 

“ Come, if the notes thine ear may 
pierce. 

Come, youngest of the lovely Three, 

. Submissive to the might of verse 
'' And the dear voice of harmony. 

By none more deeply felt than Thee ! ’* 
— 1 sang ; and lo ! from pastimes 
virginal 

r She hastens to the tents 
Of naturet and the lonely elements. 


Air sparkles round her with a dazzlingf 
* sheen ; 

But mark her glowing cheek, her vesture 
. green ! , ^ 

And, as if wishful to disarm * 

Or to repay the potent Charm, • 

She bears the stringM lute of o|d 
romance, ^-9 

That cheered the trelliscd arbour's 
privacy. 

And soothed war -wearied ^knights in 
raftered hill. 

How vivid, yet how delicatq, her gree ! 
So tripped the Muse, inventress of the 
dance ; * 

So, truant in waste woods, the blithe 
Euphrosyne 1 « 

But the ringlets of that head 
Why^art; they ungarlaiided ? 

Why bedo jk her temples less 
Than the simplest shepherdess ? « 

Is it not a brow^mviting * 

Choicest flowers that ever breathed. 
Which the myrtler wounltlelight in 
Withe Idalian«rose eiiwraathed ? 

But her huinifii,; is well •content 
With one wild^q^cret (call it not forlorn) 
Flow'er of* the winds, beneath her 
bcAom worn — ‘ 

Yet more for love than ornanfbut. 

Open, ye thickets ! let her fly. 

Swift as a Thracian Nymph o’er field 
and height ! 

For She, to all but those who love her, 
shy, 

Would glady vanish from a Stranger’s 
sight ; 

Though where she is beloved and loves. 
Light as the wheeling butterfly she 
moves ; 

Her happy spirit as a bird is free. 

That rifles blossoms on a tree. 

Turning them inside out with arch 
audacity. 

Alas ! how little can a moment show 
Of an eye where feeling plays 
In. ten thousand dewy rays ; 

A face o’er which a thousand shadows 

— She stops — ^is fastened to tha? rivulet’s 
side ; 

And there (while, with sedater mien, 

(Xer timid waters that have scarcely left 
•Their birth-place in the focky cleft 
She befl'ds) at leisure may be seen 
Features to old ideal ^ace allied. 

Amid their smiles and dimples dimified^ 
Fit countenance for the soul of primal 
truth ; •* I 

The bland composure of eternal youth 1 
What more changeful sea ? 

) But over his great tides 
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Fidelity presides ; 

|Atid this light-hearted Maiden con- 
stant is as he. • * 

High is her aim as heaven above. 
And^wide as ether her good-will ; 

And, tike the lowly reed, her love 
Can drink its nurture from the scantiest 
rill: 

^sight as keen as frosty star 
Is to her charity no bar, • 

Nor interrupts her frolic graces 
When she is, far from these wild places. 
Encircled by familiar faAis. 

O the chami that manners draw. 

Nature, from thy gcryjinc law ! 

If from what her hand would do. 

Her voice would utter, aught ensue 
Untoward or unfit ; 

She, in benign affections pure,* 

In self-forgetfulness secure, • f 
Sheds round the. transiouV^harm or 
• vague mischance 

A light unknown to t4t‘'>rod elegance : 
Her’s is not a cheek shame-stricken. 

But her blushe# Ae jov-flushes ; 

And the fault fault it he) « 

Only miiiistera to qulcvwfi 
Laughter-loving 4?iuety^ ■ 

And kindle sportive wit — • 

Leaving this Daiigffter of the mc^ntains 
free* 

As if she knew that Oberon king of Faery 
Had crossed her purpose with some 
quaint vagary. 

And heard liis viewless bands 
Over their mirthful triumph clapping 
hands. 

Last of the Three, though eldest born. 
Reveal thyself, like pensive Morn 
Touched by the skvlark’s earliest notes, 
F.re humbler gladness be afloat. 

But whether in the semblance drest 
Of Dawn — or Eve, fair vision of the 
west. 

Come with each anxious hope subdued 
By woman's gentle fortitude. 

Each grief, through meekness, settling 
into rest. 

'—Or I would hail thee when some high- 
wro^ht page 

Of a closed volume lingering in thy hand 
Has raised thy spirit to a peaceful stand 
Among the glories of a happier age.” 

Her brow ha^h opened on me — sef^ 
it there. i 

Brightening the umbrage of her hair; 
So gleams the crescent moon, that loves 
To be descried through shady groves. 
Ten^erest bloom is oii he^ cheek ; 

Wish not for a*richer streak ; 

Nor dread the dqpth of meditative 
^ 


But let thy love, upon that asure field 
Of thoughtfulness and beauty, yield 
Its homage offered up in puritv. 

What would’st thou more ? In sunny 
f?Iade, 

Or under leaves of thickest shade. 

Was such a stillness e'er diffused 
Since earth grew calm while angels 
mused ? 

Softly she treads, as if her foot were 
loth 

TcF crush the mountain dew-drops — 
soon to melt 

On the flower's breast ; as if she felt 
Tliat flowers themselves, whate’er their 
hue, 

With all theU fragrance, all their glisten- 
ing. 

Call to the heart for inw'ard listening — 
And though for bridal wreaths and 
tokens true 

j Welcomed wisely : though a growth 
Which the careless shepherd sleeps on. 
As fitly spring from turf the mourner 
weeps on — 

And without wrong arc cropped the 
marble tomb to strew. 

The Charm is over ; the mute Phantoms 
gone. 

Nor will return — but droop not, favoured 
Youth ; 

The apparition that before thee shone 
Obeyed a siiiiimons covetous of truth. 
From these wild rrjcks thy footsteps I 
will guide 

To bowers in w'hich thy fortune may be 
tried. 

And one of the bright Three become thy 
happy Bride. 

1828. 

XLT 

THE WISHINC-GATE 
In Ihc vale of Grasmere, by the side of the old 
hlgh-way leading to Ambleside, is a gate, 
which, time out of mind, has been called the 
Wishing-gate, from a belief that wishes formed 
or indidg^ there have a favourable issue. 

Hope rules a land for ever green : 

All powers that serve the bright-eyed 
Queen 

Are confident and gay ; 

Clouds at her bidding disappear ; 

Points she to aught ? — the bliss draws 
near. 

And Fancy smooths the way. 

Not such the land of Wishes — there 
Dwell fruitless day-dreams, lawless 
prayer. 

And thoughts with things at strife t 
Yet how forlorn, should ye depart 
Ye superstitions of the heart, 

Hqw poor, were huraan life ! 
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When magic lore abjured its might. 

Ye did not forfeit one dear right. 

One tender claim abate ; 

Witness this symbol of your sway. 
Surviving near the public way. 

The rustic Wishing -gate I 

Inquire not if the faery race 
Shed kindly influence on the place. 

Ere northward they retired ; 

If here a warrior left a spell. 

Panting for glory as he fell ; 

Or here a saint expired. 

Enough that all aronnd is fair. ^ 
Composed with Nature’s linest care, 

* And in her fondest love — 

Peace to embosom and content— 

To overawe the turbulent. 

The selfish to reprove. 

Yea ! even the Stranger from afar. 
Reclining on this moss-grr>W'n bar. 
Unknowing, and unknown, 

The infection of the ground partakes. 
Longing for his Belov’d — who iTiake-» 

All happiness her own. 

Then why should conscious spirits fear 
The mystic stirrings that are here. 

The ancient faith disclaim ? 

The local Genius ne’er befriends 
Desires whose course in ff»lly ends. 
Whose just reward is shame. 

Smile if thou wilt, but not in scorn, 

If some, by ceaseless pains outworn. 
Here crave an easier lot ; 

If some have thirsted to renew 
A broken vow, or bind a true. 

With firmer, holier knot. 

And not in vain, when thoughts are cast 
Upon the irrevocable past. 

Some Penitent sincere 
May for a worthier future sigh. 

While trickles from his downcast eye 
No unavailing tear. 

The Worldiiig, pining to be freed 

turmoil, who would turn or speed 
The current of his fate, 

Might sfbp before this favoured scene. 
At Nature’s call, nor blush to lean 
Upon the Wishing-gate. 

The Sage, who feels how blind, how weak 
Is man, though loth such help to seek. 
Yet. passing, here might pause. 

And thirst for insight to allay 
Misgiving, while the crimson day 
In quietness withdraws ; 

Or ^hen the church-clock’s knell pro- 
found 

To Time's first step across the bound 
Of midnight makes reply ; 


Time psessing on with statry crekt. 

To filial sleep Upon the breast •' 

Of dread eternity. 

I 1828. 

' XLII 

THE WISHING-GATE DESTROYED 

’Tis gone — with old belief and dre^ 
That round it clung, and tempting 
scheme 

Released from fear and 4^ubt : 

And the brighf landscape too mustJie, 
By this blank wall, from evqry ey^f 
Relentlessly shut out. 

Bear lyitness ye who seldom passed 
That opening— but a look ye cast 
Upcui the lake below. 

What spirit-stirring power it gained^ 
I'YcAii faith which here was entertained, 
ThoTrifh reason might say no. 

Blest is that gjruund, where, o’e.* the 
springs 

Of history. Glory clags^her wings, 
fame sl^.ds the exalting tear ; 

Yet earth is wn?'^, and rngny a nook 
Unheard of i%, like this, a book 
For modest’ meanings dear. 

It was m sooth a happy thought 
That grafted, on so fair a spot, 

So confident a token 
Of coming good ; — the charm is fled ; 
Indulgent centuries spun a thread. 

Which one harsh day has broken. 

Alas ! for him who gave the word ; 

Could he no sympathy afford. 

Derived from earth or heaven. 

To hearts so oft by hope betrayed ; 

Their very wishes wanted aid” 

Which here was freely given ? 

Where, for the love-lorn maiden’s 
wound. 

Will now so readily be found 
A balm of expectation ? 

Anxious for far-off children, whete 
Shall mothers breathe a like sweet air 
Of home-felt consolation ? 

I 

And not unfelt will prove the loss 
’Mid trivial care and petty cross 
And each day's shallow fpief ; 
''Ifhough the most easily beguiled 
Were oft among the first that smiled 
Af their own fond belief. 

If still the reckless change we mourn* 

A reconciling thought may turn 
To harm that might lurk there. 

Fre judgment prompted from within 
Fit aims, with courag^o begin, 

And strength to ^sevrr6. 
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l^ot Fortune’# ^ve is Man : o& state 
Enjoins, while firm resolves await 
On wishes just and wise, 
Thatdstreouous action follow both. 

Axtd Uie be one perpetual growth'^ 

Of heaven-wara enterprise. 

^tauj^ht, so trained, we boldly face 
^ accidents of time and place ;« 

Whatever props may fail. 

Trust in tlmt sovereign law can spread 
New glory o’er the mountain’s head. 
Fresh beauty through the vale. 

That truth informing mind and heart. 
The simplest cottager^iiay part. 

Ungrieved, with charm and s;iell ; 
Aad yet, lost Wishiug-gatc, to thee 
The voice of grateful memory 
Shall bid a kind farewell ! * « 

See Note at the end of the yphime. ^ 

• ^ XLIII 

THE PRIMROSE THE ROCK 

A Rock there i % '.ybosc homely front 
The passing traveller slights ; 

Yet there the 'felow-worsiis hang •thc»ir 
•lamps, ’ j 

Like stars, at 'V^frious hiqights ; 

And one coy Prirnre^se to that Kcipk 
The v^u^ breeze invites. 

What hideous warfare hath been waged. 

What kingdoms overthrown. 

Since hrst 1 spied that l^riiiirose-tuft 
And marked it for my own ; 

A lasting link in Nature’s chain 
From highest heaven let down !- 

The flowers, still faithful to the etciiis. 
Their fellowship renew ; 

The stems are faithful to the root. 

That worketh out of view ; 

And to the rock the root adheres 
In eViCry fibre true. 

Close clings to earth the living rock. 
Though threatening still to fall : 

The earth is constant to her sphere ; 

And God upholds them all : 

So blooms this lonely Plant, nor dreads 
r Her annual funeral. 

« • * * 

Here closed the meditative strain ; 

But air breatned soft that day. 

The hoary mountain-heights w'er^ 
cheered. ^ 

The sunny vale looked gay % * 

'Ind to the Primrose of the Rock 
I gave this after -lay. 

I sang — Let myriads of bright flowers. 

L^e Thee, in field and grove 
Revive unenvied ; — mightier far. 

Than tremblimjs .that^reprpve 
Our vemak tenti^cies to hope. 

Is God’s redeeming love ; 


That iove which changed — for wan 
disease. 

For sorrow that had ben t 
O’er hopeless dust, foj^ withered age — 
Their mortal eJeindnt. 

And turned the thistles of a curse 
To types beneficent. 

Sin-blighted though we are, we too. 

The reasoning Sons of Men, 

Fr^m one oblivious winter called 
Shall rise, and breathe again ; 

And in eternal summcj lose 
Opr threescore years and ten. 

To humbleness of heart descends 
This prescience from on high. 

The faith that elevates the just. 

Before and when they die ; 

And makes each soul a separate heaven, 
A court for Dcitv. 

1831- 

XLIV 

PRESENTIMENTS 
Presentimknts ! they judge not right 
Who decin that yc from open light 
Retire in fear of shame ; 

All heaven-born Instincts shun the touch 
Of vulgar sense, — and, being such, 

Such privilege ye claim. 

The tear whose source I could not guess. 
The deep sigh that seemed fatherless. 
Were mine in early days ; 

And now, unforced by time to part 
With fancy, I obey iny heart. 

And venture on your praise. 

What though some busy foes to good. 
Too potent over nerve and blood. 

Lurk near you — and combine 
To taint the health which ye infuse : 
Tins hides not from the moral Muse 
Your origin divine. 

How oft from you, derided Powers ! 
Comes Faith that in auspicious hours 
Builds castles, not of air : 

Bodings imsanctioned by the will 
Flow from your visonary skill. 

And teach us to beware. 

The bosom-weight, your stubborn gift. 
That no philosophy ran lift, 

Shall vanish, if ye please. 

Like morning mist : and, where it lay, 
The spirit at your bidding play 
la gaiety and ease. 

Star-guided coiitemp^tions move 
Through space, though calm, not 
raised above 
Prognostics that ye rule ; 

The naked Indian of the wild. 

And haply, too, the cradled Child, 

Are pupils of your school. 
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■fiut who can fathom your intents, 
Number their signs or instruments ? 

A rainbow, a sunbeam, 

A subtle smell that Spring unbinds. 
Dead pause abrupt of midnight winds. 
An echo, or a dream. 

The laughter of the Christmas hearth 
With sighs of self-exhausted mirth 
Ye feelingly reprove ; 

And daily, in the conscious breast. . 
Your visitations arc a test 
And exercise of love. 

'When some great change gives bounCless 
scope 

To an exulting Nation’s hope. 

Oft, startled and made wise 
By your low-breathed interpretings. 

The simply-mcek foretaste the springs 
Of bitter contraries. 

Ye daunt the proud array of war. 
Pervade the lonely ocean far 
As sail hath been unfurled ; 

For dancers in the festive hall 
What ghastly partners hath your call 
Fetched from the shadow'y world. 

’Tis said, that warnings ye dispense. 
Emboldened by a keener sense ; 

That men have lived for whom. 

With dread precision, ye made clear 
The hour that in a distant year 
Should knell them to the' tomb. 

Unwelcome insight ! Yet there are 
Blest times when mystery is laid bare. 
Truth shows a glorious" face. 

While on that isthmus which commands 
The councils of both worlds, she stands. 
Sage Spirits ! by your grace. 

God, who instructs the brutes to scent 
All changes of the element. 

Whose wisdom fixed the scale 
Of natures, for our wants provides 
By higher, sometimes humbler, guides. 
When lights of reason fail. 

XLV 

VERNAL ODE 

Rerum Natura tola est nusquam magisquam 
in minimis. — ^Plin. Nat. Hist. 

1 

Beneath the concave of an April sky. 
When all the fields with freshest green 
were dight. 

Appeared, in presence of the spiritual eye 
That aids or supersedes our grosser 
^sight, 

ThlKform and rich habiliments of One 
Whose countenance bore resemblance 
to the sun. 


WhenlPre veals, in evening majesty, ^ 

Featbms half lost amid their own pure * 
light. 

Poised like a weary cloud, in middle air 
He hfhig, — then floated with angelic ease 
(Softening that bright eifulgente by 
degrees) 

Till he had reached a summit sharp a£d 
bare, 

Where oft the venturous heifer drinks 
the noontjde breeze.^ •• 

Upon the apex of that lofty conlS|^ 
Alighted, there the Stranger rtood alone ; 
Fair as a gorgeous Fabric of the east 
Suddenly raised oy some enchanter’s 
power, 

W^herc nothing was ; and firm as some 
old Tower 

Of Britain’s realm, whose leafy crest 
Waves embellished by a gleaming 
shower ! * 

• H 

Beneath the shadow of-kis purple wings 
Rested a gol^len harp ;-5"he touched the 
Strings; . 

And, after pr«luae of. unearthly sound 
Poured throiigh^Jie echoing hills around* 
He sai^g — 

“ No wintry desolationsi 
Scorching blight or noxious dew, 

Affect my native habitations ; 

Biiriecl iii glory, far beyond the scope 
Of man’s inquiring gaze, but to his hope 
Imaged, though faintly, in the hue 
I’rofound of night’s ethereal blue ; 

And in the aspect of each radiant orb ; — 
Some fixed, some wandering witlj no 
timid curb ; [eye, 

But w'andcring star and fixed, to mortal 
Blended in absolute serenity. 

And free from semblance of decline ; — 
Fresh as if Evening brought their nata^ 
hour. 

Her darkness splendour gave, her 
silence power, 

To testify of Love and Grace divine. 

Ill . 

What if those bright fires < 

Shine subject to decay. 

Sons haply of extinguished sires. 
Themselves to lose their light, or pass 
away 

*Like elegids before the wind, 

Be thanks poured out to Him whose 
hand bestows. 

Nightly, on human kind 
That vision of endurance and repose 
— And though to eveiy draught of 
vital breath 

Renewed throughout tlli^boi;|il^ of earth 
or ocean. 
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fThe melancholy gates of Death , 
Respond with sympathetic moticm ; 
Though all that feeds on nether air, 
How«’^ magnificent or fair. 

Grows but to perish, and entrust 
Its ruins to their kindred dust ; 

Yet, by the Almighty’s evcr-duriiig 
^ care, „ 

Her procreant vigils Nature keeps 
Amid the unfathomable dee.ps ; 

And saves 4 be peopled fields of earth 
From dread of emptiness or dearth. 

Thus, in th^ir stations, lifting tow’rd the 
sky 

The foliaged head in 6loud-like majesty. 
The shadow-casting r^ce of trees sut'vivc : 
Thus, in the train of Spring, arrive 
Sweet flowers ; — what living hath 
viewed • * 

Their mjTiads ? — endlessly rOiOftwedf 
Wlyrever strikes the sun’s glad ray ; 
Whese’er the subtle waters stray ; 
Wherever sportive bree?es bend 
Their course, on ^leriial showers descend ! 
Mortals, rejoice^ the very Angels <^uit 
Their mansion| unsusc^jj^ble of change. 
Amid your pleas^nf bowers to sit, 

And through your swedt vicis^’itiides to 
range ! ” -• , 

9 IV 

O, nursed at happy distance from the 
cares ‘ [Muse ! 

Of a too-anxious world, mild pastoral 
That, to the sparkling crown Urania 
wears. 

And to her sister Clio's laurel wreath, 
Prefer’st a garland culled from ]>urple 
heath, [dews ; 

Or blooming thicket moist with inorning 
Was such bright Spectacle vouchsafed 
to me ? 

And was it granted to the simple ear 
Of thy contented Votary 
Such melody to hear I 
Him rather suits it, «ide by side with 
thee, * 

Wrapped in a fit of pleasing indolence, 

>' While thy tired lute hangs on the 
1 hawthorn- tree. 

To lie anH listen — till o’er-drowsed sense 
Sinks, hardly conscloys of the influence — 
To the soft murmur bf the vagrant Bee. 
— A slender sound ! yet hoary Time ^ • 
Doth to the So^l exalt it with the chime , 
Of all his years ; — a company • 

Of ages coining, ages gone ; 

(Nations from before them sweeping, 
Regions in destruction steeping,) 
But^very awful note in unison 
Wltn that faint utterance, which tells 
Of treasure sucked from buds and bells, 
For the pure Mpihg of tho:e waxen 
cells ; 


tSs 

Where She — a statist prudent to confer 
Upon the common weal ; a warrior 
bold. 

Radiant all over wil^ uiiburnished gold. 
And armed with living spear for mortal 
fight j 

A cunning forager 

That spreads no waste ; a social builder ; 
one 

In whom all busy offices unite 
W/th all fine functions that afford 
delight — 

Safe through the winter storm in quiet 
^•dwells ! 

. V 

And is She brought within the power 
Of vision ? — o’er this tempting flower 
Hovering until the petals stay 
Her flight, and take its voice away !— * 
Observe each W'ing ! — a tiny van ! 

The structure of her laden' thigh. 

How fragile ! yet of ancestry 
Mysteriously remote and high ; 

High as the imperial front of man ; 

The roseate bloom on woman’s check ; 
The soaring eagle’s curved beak ; 

The W'hite plumes of the floating swan ; 
Old as the tiger's paw, the lion’s mane 
lire shaken t)v that mood of stern disdain 
At which the desert trembles. — Humming 
Bcc ! 

Thy sting was needless then, perchance 
unkiiow'ii, 

The seeds of malice were not sown ; 

All creatures met in peace, from fierce- 
ness free. 

And no pride bleiideil with their dignity. 
— Tears had not broken from their 
source ; 

Nor Anguish stra\cd from her Tartarean 
^ dcii ; 

The golden years maintained a course 
Not undiversificd though smooth and 
even ; } 

We were not mocked with glimpse and_^ 
shadow then. 

Bright Seraphs mixed familiarly with 
men ; 

And earth and stars composed a universal 
heaven ! 18x7. 

XLVI 

DEVOTIONAL INCITEMENTS 
" Not to the earth confined, 

Ascend to heaven.” 

Where will they stop, those breathing 
Powers, 

The Spir. ts of the new-born flowers ? 
They waider with the breeze, they m od 
Where’er the streams a passage findT 
Up from their native ground they rise 
In mute aerial harmonies ; 
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Froii^ humble violet — modest thyme — 
£xhaleii> the essential odours cUmb. 

As if no ’Space below the sky 
Their subtle flight ^uld satisfy : 
Heaven will not tok our thoughts with 
pride 

If like ambition be their guide. 

Roused by this kindliest of May- 
showers, 

The spirit-quickener of the flowers, , 
That with moist virtue softly cleaves 
The buds, and freshens the young leaves. 
The birds pour forth their souls in notes 
Of rapture from a thousand throats— 
Here checked by too impetuous haste. 
While there the* music runs'to waste. 
With bounty more and more enlarged. 
Till the whole air is overcharged ; 

Give ear, O Man ! to their appeal 
And thirst for no inferior zeal. 

Thou, who canst thinks as well as feel. 
Mount from the earth ; aspire ! 
aspire ! 

So pleads the town's cathedral quire. 

In strains that from their solemn height 
Sink, to attain a loftier flight : 

While incense from the altar breathes 
Rich fragrance in embodied wreaths ; 
Or, flung, from swinging oensex, shrouds 
The taper-lights, and curls in clouds 
Around angelic Forms, the still 
Creation of the painter’s skill. 

That on the service wait concealed 
One moment, and the next revealed 
— Cast off your bonds, awake, arise. 

And for no transient ecstasies 1 
What else can mean the visual plea 
Of still or moving imagery — 

The iterated sujnmons loud, 

Not wasted on the attendant crowd. 
Nor wholly lost upon the throng 
Hurrying the busy streets along ? ' 

Alas ! the sanctities combined 
-‘*By art to unsensualisc the mind. 

Decay, and languish ; or, as creeds 
Tt !i W i f > i rumours change, are spurned like 
weeds : 

The priests are from their altars thrust ; 
Temples are levelled with the dust ; 
And solemn rites and awful forms 
Founder amid fanaUc storms. 

Yet evermore, through years renewed 
In undisturbed vicissitude 
Of seEisons balancing their flight 
On the swift wings of day and night. 
Kind Nature keeps a heavenly door 
Wide open for the scattered Poor. 
Where flower -breathed incense to the 
i^ies , 

Is imted in mute harmonies : 

And ground fresh -cloven by the plough 
Is fragrant with a humbler vow ; 


Where birds, and brooks from leafy dell^ 
Chilli forth unwearied canticles. 

And vapours magnify and spread 
The glory of the' sun^s brightphead-r* 

Still constant in her worship, stUf 
Conforming to the eternal Will, • 
Whether men sow or reap the fields. 
Divine monition Nature yields. 

That not by bread alone we live. 

Or what a hand of flesh can give ; 

That every should Icavc^ome port 
Free for a sabbath of the heart ; *^4 

So shall the sev^eiith>be trulyoblest. 

From morn to eve, with hallowed rest. 

' 183a. 

*■ XLVII 

THE CUCKOO-CLOCK 
WouLOcsT thou be taught, when sleep 
nas l^eri flight. 

By a sure voice that can most sweetly 
tell, 

How far-off yet a glimpse of morning 
light, • 

And if to lurt the truai^^t back be well, 
Forbear to covfcrf^a'i Repeater’s stroke, 
That, aiisweving tq «thy touch, will 
sound the hftur ; 

Better provide thee with a Cuckoo-Clock 
For service hung behind thy etiiamber- 
door ; 

And in due time the soft spontaneour* 
shock. 

The double note, as if with living power, 
Will to composure lead — or make thee 
blithe as bird in bower. 

List, Cuckoo — Cuckoo ! — oft tho’ tem- 
pests howl. 

Or mpping frost remind thee trees are 
bare. 

How cattle pine, and droop the shiver- 
ing fowl. 

Thy sj>irit5 will seem to feed on balmy 
air : 

I speak with knowledge, — by that 

Voice beguiled, * 

Thou wilt salute old memories as they 
throng [wild 

Into thy heart; and fancie.Sj^ running 
Through fresh green ^clds, ana budding 
groves among,*. 

Will make thee happy, happy as a child; 
CHfSunshine wilt thou think, and flowers, 
« and song, * 

And breS^thG as in ,a world where nothing 
can go wrong. 

And know — that, even for him who 

shuns the^ day ^ 

And nightly tosses on a bed of pain ; 
Whose joys, from all but memory swept 
away, * ^ , [again ■■ 

Must come unhoped for, if they come 
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iKnow-* that, for him whose waking 
thoughts, severe , * » 

As his distress is sharp, would scorn 
jny tJ^eme, 

The ntlmic notes, s triking upon his e&r 
In sleep, and intermingling with his 
dream, 

C^uld from sad regions send him to a 
dear » 

Delightful land of verdure, shower and 
gleams 

To mock the wandering Vftice beside some 
hauntf^d stream. 

O bounty without • measure ! while 
the grace , 

Of Heaven d<ith in such wise, from 
humblest spriiigs. 

Pour pleasure forth, and soliccs that 
trace ' 0 

A mazy course along familial^ w 4 iings, 

WSLL may our hearts have faith that 
nlessings come, -« 

Streaming from founts above the starry 
sky, 

Vith angels wtteii their 9.vn untnubled 
home ^ 

'fhey leJive, and spjed ou nightly embassy 
To visit earthly^ chambers, —and for 
whpTU ? ^ ! 

Ifea, both for souls who God's forbear- ; 
ance try, 

And those that seek his help, and for 
his mercy sigh. 

XLVIII 

TO THE CLOUDS 

Armv of Clouds ! ye winged Host in 
troops 

Ascending from behind the motionless 
brow 

Of that tall rock, as from a hidden 
world, 

O whither with such eagerness of speed ? 
What seek ye, or what shun ye ? of the 
gale 

Companions, fear ye to be left behind. 
Or racing o’er your blue ethereal field 
Contend ye with each other ? of the 
sea 

Children, thus post ye over vale and 
height 

To sink upon your mother’s lap — ji!d 
restJ • * 

Or were ye rightlier hailed, \.*hen first 
mine eyes 

Beheld in your impetuous march the 
likeness' 

Of** a wide armv pressing on to meet 
Or overtake some unknown enemy ? — 
But your smoq|h motions suit a peace- 
ful aKm ; 
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And Fancy, not less aptly pleased, 
compares 

Your squadrons to an endless flight of 
birds 

Aerial, upon due m^ation bound 
To milder climes ; or rather do ye 
urge 

In caravan your hasty pilgrimage 
To pause at last on more aspiring heights 
Than these, and utter your devotion 
9 there 

With tliuiidcruus voice ? Or are ye 
jubilant. 

And would ve, tracking your proud 
lord the 'Sun. 

Be present his setting ; or the pomp 
Of Persian mornmgs w'ould ye fill, and 
stand 

Poising your splendours high above 
the heads 

Of worshijipers kneeling to their up- 
risen God ? 

Whence, whence, ye Clouds ! this 
eagerness of speed ? 

Speak, silent creatures. — They are gone, 
arc fled, 

Buried tc»gether in yon gloomy mass 
That loads the middle heaven ; and 
clear and bright 

And vacant doth the region which they 
thronged 

Api>ear ; a calm descent of sky conduct- 
ing 

Down to the unapproachable abyss, 
Down to that hldilcn gulf from wliich 
they rose 

To vanish — fleet as days and months and 
years. 

Fleet as the generations of mankind, 
Pow'er, glory, empire, as the world it- 
self, 

The lingering world, wheh time hath 
• ceased to be * 

But the winds roar, shaking the rooted 
trees, 

And see ! a bright precursor to A train 
Perchance as numerous, overpeers thfj, 
rock 

That sullenly refuses to partake 
Of the wild impulse. From a fount of 
life 

Invisible, the long procession moves 
Luminous or gloomy, welcome to the 
vale 

Which they are entering, welcome to 
mine eye 

That 46665 them, to my soul that owns 
in them, 

And in ihe bosom of the firmament 
O’er which they move, wherein thejr 
are contained, , 

A type of her capacious self and all 
Her restless progeny. 
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A humble walk 

Here is my body doomed to tread, this 
path, 

A little hoary line and faintly traced, 
V/ork, shall we calLit, of the shepherd’s 
foot 

Or of his flock ? — joint vestige of them 
both. 

I pace it unrepiniiig, for niy thoughts 
Admit no bondage and my words ha\c 
wings. 

Where is* the Orphean lyre, or Driftd 
harp. 

To accompany the verse ? The mountain i 
blast ( ' 

$hall be our fiand of music ; he shall 
sweep V 

The rocks, and quivering trees, and 
billowy lake, 

And search the fibres of tlie caves, 
and they 

Shall answer, for our song is of tlie Clouds 
And the wind loves them ; and the gciitip 
gales — 

Which by their aid re-clothe the naked 
lawn 

With annual verdure, and revive the 
woods. 

And moisten the parched lips of thirsty 
flowers — 

Love them ; and every idle breeze of air 
Bends to the favourite burthen. Moon 
and stars 

Keep their most solemn vigils when the 
Clouds 

Watch also, shifting peaceably their place 
Like bands of ministering’ Spirits, or 
ivhen they lie. 

As if some Protean art the change had 
wrought. 

In listless quiet o’er the ethereal deep 
Scattered, a Cyclades of various shapes 
And all degreq^ of beauty. O ye 
Lightnings ! ^ * 

Ye are their perilous offspring ; and 
the Sun — 

Source inexhaustible of life and joy, I 
£^ffiKfRh4ype of man’s far-darting reason, | 
therefore Lverse, 

In old time worshipped as the god of 
A blazing intellectual deity — 

Loves his own glory in their looks, and 
showers 

Upon that unsubstantial brotherhood 
Visions with all but beatific light 
Enriched — too transient were they not 
renewed 

From age to age. and did not/ while 
we gaze 

In silent rapture, credulous desire 
Nourish tl^e hope that memory Tacks 
not power [thought I 

Tq Iseep the treasure unimpaired, Y^in 


Yet why repine, created as wo are 
For joy and rest, albeit to find them! 
onlv 

I.odged in the bosom pf eternal things ? 

• . • 

XLIX 

SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE* OF 
THE BIRD OF PARADISE ^ 
The gentlest Poet, with free thoughts 
endowed. 

And a true master of the glo\«ng strain, 
Might scan the narrow province >ith 
disdain « 

That to the Painter’s sldll is here allowed. 
This, this the Bird Paradise ! disolaim 
The dating thought, forget the name s 
This the Sun’s Bird, whom Glendoveers 
migl^ own 

.\s no iwiworthy Partner in their flight 
Throflgh sg^s of ether, where the ruflliiig 
sway „ 

Of nether air’s rude billows is unknown ; 
Whom Sylphs, if e’er for casual pastime 
they $ • 

Throinjh Indians spicy regions wing their 

way, V; r 

Might bow yes t^jejr Lord. What 
character ' 

O sovereign Nature !* I appeal to thee. 

Of all thy feathered progeny « 

Is so unearthly, and what shape SO 
fair ? 

So richly decked in variegated down. 
Green, sable, shining yellow, shadowy- 
brown. 

Tints softly with each other blended. 

Hues doubtfully begun and ended ; 

Or iiitcrshootiiig, and to sight 
Lost and recovered, as the rays of light 
Glance on the conscious plumes touched 
here and there ? 

Full surely, when with such proud 
gifts of life 

Began the pencil's strife, 

O’er weening Art was caught as in a 
snare. 

A sense of seemingly presumptuous 
wTong 

Gave the first impulse to th© Poet’s 
song ; 

But, of his scorn repenting soon, he 
^ drew 

A ^ster judgment from a calmer view ; 
And, with a spirit freed frdm dUcontent, 
Thankfully took an effort that was meant 
Not with God’s bountv. Nature’s love, 
to vie. 

Or made with hope to please that 
inward eye » « 

Which ever strives in vain itself to 
satisfy, . ^ v « w 
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But to recall the truth by some faint 
• trace » 

Of power ethereal and celestial gf ace> 
That in the living Creature find on 
ersth a^lace. 


A JEWISH FAMILY 

(il^A SMALL VALLEY OPPOSITE STO GOAR. 

UPON THE RHINE) 

Genius of tephael ! if thy wings 
Might bear thee to this^len^ 

With faithful memory left of things 
To pencil dear and pen. 

Thou would’ St forego nhe neighbouring 
Rhine, 0 

And all his majesty — 

A studious forehead to incline 
O’er this poor family. • , 

The Mother — her thou must h'we seen. 

In spirit, ere she came 
To di^ell these rifted rocj^s between, 

Or found on earth a name ; 

An image, too, 6f#that sweet 13oy. 

Thy inspirations give — • ' • 

Of playfulness, rfind loveM4hid joy. 
Predestined her« to lije.* 

Downcast, or shooting glances far^ 

How b^utiful his eyes. 

That blend the nature of the star 
With that of summer skies ! 

I speak as if of sense beguiled ; 

Uncounted months are gone. 

Yet am I with the Jewish Child, 

That exquisite Saint J ohn. 

I see the dark -brown curls, the brow, I 
The smooth transparent skin. 

Refined, as with intent to show 
The holiness within ; 

The grace of parting Infancy 
By blushes yet untamed ; 

Age faithful to the mother’s knee. 

Nor of her arms ashamed. 

Two lovely Sisters, still and sw'eet 
As flowers, stand side by side ; 

,;Tbeir soul-subduing looks might cheat 
« The Christian of his pride : 

Such beauly hath the Eternal poured 
Upon them not forlorn, 

Though of a lineage once abhorred, 

Nor yet redeemed from scorn. 

Mysterious safe^ard. that, in spite 
Of poverty and wrong, • 

Doth here preserve a living light. 

From Hebrew fountains sprung ; 

That gives this ragged group to cast 
Ar«und the dell a gleam , 

Of Palestine, of jlory past. 

And prou^ J eryaiem I 


ON THE POWER OF SOUND 


The Ear addressed, as oqptipied by a spiritual 
functiouary, in noinmunioii with sounds, 
individual, or combined in studied harmony. 
—Sources and effects of those sounds (to the 
close of 6 tli Stanza). — ^The power of music, 
whence proceeding, exemplified in the idiot. 
— Origin of music, and its effect in early ages 
— how produced (to the middle of 10th 
Sfhnza), — The mind recalUnl to sounds acting 
rasiially and severally. — Wish uttered (nth 
Stanza) that these could be united into a 
scheme or system for moral interests and 
iiitnllectual contemplation. — (Stanza rath). 
The Pyth.igore.ui theory of numbers and 
music, with Uieir suppo^ power over the 
motions of the universe — imaginations con- 
sonant with such a theory. —Wish expressed 
(in IX til Stanza) realised, in some degree, 
by the representation of all sounds under 
the form of thank.sgiving to the Creator. — 
(Last Stanza) the destruction of earth and 
the planetary system — the survival of audible 
harmony, and its support in the Divine 
Nature, as revealed in Holy Writ. 


Thy functions are ethereal, 

As if within thee dwelt a glancing mind. 
Organ of vision ! And a Spirit aerial 
Informs the cell of Hearing, dark and 
blind ; I thought 

Intricate labyrinth, more dread for 
To enter than oracular cave ; 

Strict passage, through which sighs are 
brought, 

And whispers for the heart, their slave ; 
And shrieks, that revel in abuse 
Of sliivering flesh ; and warbled air, 
Whose piercing sweetness can unloose 
The chains of frenzy, or entice a smile 
Into the ambush of despair ; 

Hoi^nas pealing down the long-drawn 
•aisle. 

And requiems answered by the pulse 
that beats 

Devoutly, in life’s last retreats ! 


The headlong streams and fountains 
Serve Tlice, invisible Spirit, with untired 
powers ; 

Cheering the wakeful tent on Syrian 
mountains. 

They Lull perchance ten thousand thou- 
• sand flowers. 

That roar, the prowling lion’s Herelam^ 
How fearful to the desert wide ! 

That bleat, bow tender ! of the dam 
Calling a straggler to her side. 

Shout, ’cuckoo ! — let the vernal soul 
Go with thee to the frozen zone ; 

Toll from thy loftiest perch, lone bell^ 
bird, toU I 
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At the still hour to Mercy dear, 

Mercy from her twilight throne 
Listening to nun’s faint throb of holy 

To sailor’s pra^hr breathed from a 
darkening sea. 

Or widow’s cottage-lullaby. 

HI 

Ve Voices, and ye .Shadows 
And images of voice — to hound %and 
horn 

From rocky steep and rock-bestudded 
meadows « 

Flung bark, and. in the sky's blue caves, 
reborn — , 

On with your pastime ! till the church - 
tower bells 

A greeting give of measured glee ; 

And milder echoes from their cells 
Repeat the bridal symphony. 

Then, or far earlier, let us rove 
Where mists are breaking up or gone. 
And from aloft look down into a cove 
Besprinkled with a careless quire. 

Happy milk-maids, one by one 
Scattering a ditty each tu her desire, 

A liquid concert matchless by nice Art, 

A stream as if from one full heart. 

IV 

Blest be the song that brightens 
The blind man’s gloom, exalts the 
veteran’s mirth ; 

Unscorned the peasant’s whistling breath, 
that lightens 

His duteous toil of furrowing the green 
earth. 

For the tired slave, Song lifts the languid 
oar. 

And bids it aptly fall, with chime 
That beautifies the fairest shore. 

And mitigates the harshest clime. • 

Yon pilgrims see — in lagging file 
They move; but' soon the appointed 
way 

A choral A Marie shall beguile. 

And to their hope the distant shrine 
Glisten with a livelier ray : 

Nor friendless he, the prisoner of the 
mine, 

Who from the well-spring of his own 
clear breast 

Can draw, and sing his griefs to rest. 

V 

When civic renovation 
Dawns on a kingdom, and for needful 
haste 

Best eloquence avails not, Inspiration 
Mounts with a tune, that travels like 
a blast 

Piping through cave and Cattlemen ted 
tower ; 


Then starts the sluggard, pleased 
* meet 

That voice of Freedom, in its power 
Of promises, shrill, Wild, an^ sweq^ I 
Who. from a martial ^ag«anf, 'spreads 
Incitements of a battle-day* • 
Thrilling the unweaponed' crowd with 
plumeless heads ? — ^ 

Even She whose Lydian airs inspire 
Peaceful striving, gentle play 
Of timid hope and Innocen^dcsire 
Shot from th% dancing Graces, as*|}iey 
move * 

Fanned by the plausive wings of Love. 

• * VI 

How oft along thy mazes. 

Regent of sound, have dangerous Pas- 
syihs trod ! 

O %Thoii, through whom ^he temple 
rin’jf^with praises. 

And blackening clouds in thunder 
speak of 4!Sod, 

Betray not by the coMqjige of sense 
Thy votaries, wooingly resigned 
To ft vohipttn)US itifluFfice 
That taints Jl^purer, bfitter, mind ; 

But lead si(^k Fenej^tO a harp 
That Jiath m noble^asks been tried ; 
And, if the virtuous feel a ^pang .too 
sliarp. 

Soothe it into patience, — stay 
The uplifted arm of Suicide ; « 

And let some mood of thine in firm array 
Knit every thought the impending 
issue needs. 

Ere martyr burns, or patriot bleeds 1 
vii 

As Conscience, to the centre 
Of being, smites with irresistible pain 
So shall a solemn cadence, if it enter 
The mouldy vaults of the dull idiot’s 
brain. 

Transmute him to a wretch from qiiiet 
hurled — 

Convulsed as by a jarring din ; 

And then aghast, as at the world 
Of reason partially let in 
By concords winding with a sway 
Terrible for sense and soul ! * 

Or, awed he weeps, struggling to quell 
dismay. 

(i^oint not these mysteries to an Art 
•I Lodged above the star^ pole ; 

Pure modulations flowing from the heftrt 
Of divine Love, where Wisdom, Besititjr* 
Truth 

With Order dwell, in endless youth ? 

• VTIX • • 

Oblivion may not, cover 
All treasures boarcM the miser. 
Time. 



POEMS OF THE IMAGINAtlOSJ tOi 


(Orphean Insight I truth's undauntec} 
lovcFf ♦ 

To the first leagues of tutored passion 
cUmb, • 

When Musie deigned within this grosser 
sphere 

Her subtle essence to enfold, 

AM voice and shell drew forth a ^ear 
Softer than Nature's self could mould. 
Yet strenuous was the infant Age : 

Art, daring because souls ^ould feel. 
Stirred nowhere but an urgent equipage 
Of rapt imagination sped her march 
Through the realms of woe and weal : 
Hell to the lyre bowea low ; the upper 
arch * 

Rejoiced that clamourous spell and magic 
♦ verse ^ 

Her wan disasters could disperse^ ^ 

• ** 

The Gift to king Ainphion 
That walled a city with Its melody 
Was for belief erip dream : — thy skill, 
Arion ! ^ ^ 

Could humanize the y#aturcs of the 
sea, ^ ^ \ ■ 

Where men were raorAteup. A, last 

grace he craves* ^ 

Leave fonone rhant ; — the dulect sound 
Steals from the deck o’er willing waves. 
And listening dolphins gather round. 
Self-cast, as with a desperate course, 
’Mid that strange audience, he. bestrides 
A proud One docile as a managed horse; 
And singing, while the accordant hand 
Sweeps his harp, the Master rides ; 

So shall he touch at length a friendly 
strand. 

And he, with his preserver, shine 
star-bright 

Id memory, through silent night. 

X 

The pipe of Pan, to shepherds 
Couched in the shadow of MaEmalian 
pines. 

Was passing sweet ; the eyeballs of the 
leopards. 

That in li^gh triumph drow the Lord of 
vines. 

How did they sparkle to the cymbal’s 
clang 1 

While Fauns and Sat^TS beat the grouMf 
In cadence* — affd Silenus swang ■ 

This way arid that, with wild lowers 
crowned. 

To life, to li/e give back thine ear : 

Ye who are longing to be rid 
Of f&ble, thau^ to truths subservient, 
hear 

The little sprinUjiag of cold earth that 
fell • 

Echoed from the coffin-lid ; 


The convict’s sunimons in the steeple’s 
knell ; 

‘•TThe vain distress-gun,” from a leeward 
shore. 

Repeated — heard, and heard no more I 

XI 

For terror, joy, or pity. 

Vast is the compass and the swell of 
notes : 

Ftofn the babe’s first cry to voire of 
regal city. 

Rolling a solemn sca-like bass, that 
4oats 

Far as the woodlands — with the trill 
to blend • 

Of that shy songstnjss. whose love-tale 
Might tempt an angel to descend. 
While hovering o’er the moonlight vale. 
Yc wandering Utlerar^ces, Jias earth no 
scheme. 

No scale of moral music — to unite 
Powers that survive but in the faintest 
dream 

Of memory ? — O that ye might stoop 
to bear 

Chains, such precious chains of sight 
As laboured minstrelsies through ages 
' wear ! 

O for a balance fit the truth to tcH 
Of the Unsubstantial, pondered well ! 

XII 

Bv one pervading spirit 
Of tones and numbers all things aie 
controlled, 

As sagos taught, where faith was found 
to merit 

Initiation in that mystery old. 

The heavens, whose aspect makes our 
minds as still 

As they themselves appear to he, 
Inrfumerable voices fill 
With everlasting harmony ; 

The towering headlands, crowned with 
mist. 

Their feet among the billows, kiio%^' 

That Ocean js a mighty harmonist ; 

Thy pinions, universal Air, 

Ever waving to and fro. 

Are delegates of harmony, and bear 
Strains that support the Seasons in 
their round ; 

Stcr.i Winter loves a dirge-like sound. 

XIII 

Break forth into thanksgiving. 

Ye banded instruments of wind and 
chords ; 

Unite, to magnify the Evesr living. 

Your inarticulate notes with the voice qf 
words ! [mead. 

Nor hushed be service from the lowing 
Nor mu^e the forest hum of noon i 
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Thou too be heard, lone eagle ! freed 
From snowy peak and cloud, attune 
Thy^hungry barkings to the hymn 
Of joy, that from±er utmost walls 
The six-days’ Work, by flaming Seraphim 
Ttansmits to Heaven ! As Deep to Deep 
Shouting through one valley calls. 

All worlds, all natures, mood and measure 
keep 

Por praise and ceaseless gratiiJatfon, 
poured 

Into the ear of God, their l.ord ! 

XIV • 

A Voice to Light gave Deing; 

To Time, and Man kis eartliborn 
chronicler ; 

A Voice shall finish doubt and dim 
foreseeing. 


And sweep away life's visionary stir; ^ 
The ttuinpet (we, intoxicate with pride. 
Arm at its blast for deadly wars) 

To archangelic lips applied, ,, ' 

The grave shall open, quench the stars, 
p Silence ! ate Man's noisy yeals 
NO more than momenta oi thy life ? 

Is Harmony, blest queen ' of sixifies 
and tears. 

With her smooth tunes and discords 
just, , 

I Tempt^red into rapturous strife, ^ 

\ Thy dcstineA hoi\ A -slav e ? •‘No! though 
I earth be dus^t 

I And vanish, though the heavens dissolve, 
i tier stay 

■ Is in the Womp, that shall not pass 
, awisiy. 
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A TALE , ,, ^ 

What’s in a Name ? •* 

* * * • 

Drutns will start a Spirit as soon as C! 3 i»ar ! 

TO ROBERT SOUTHEY, ESQ., P.L., ltc., etc. * 

My Dear Frifnd, 

The Tale of Peter Hell, which I now introduce to your notice, and to that of the Public, 
has, ill its Manuscript state, nearly siirvivfid its mtmrity : — for it first saw the light in the summer * 
Of 1798. During this long interval, pains have been taken at different times to make the production 
less unworthy of a favourable receptKm ; 01, rather, to fit it for filling permanently a station, how- 
ever humble, in the Literature of our Cr)uiitry. 'Hus has, indeed, bciai tiie aim of all my endeavours 
in Poetry, which, vou know, have been sufficiently laborious to prove that I deem the Art not 
lightly to be approached ; and that the attainment of excellence in it, may laudably be made 
the principal object of intellectual pursuit by any man, who, with reasonable consideration of cir- 
cumstances, has faith 111 his own impulses. 

The Poem of Peter Bell, as the Piologiie will show, was composed under a belief that the Imagi- 
nation not only does not require for its exerase the intervention of supernatural agmey, but tlia^ 
ti.ough such agency b<* excluded, the faculty may be called forth as imperiously and for kindred 
results of pleasure, by incidents, witluii the 'lompass of poetic probability, in the humblest depart- 
ments of daily life. Since that I’roliigue \rtis written, you have exhibited most splendid effects of 
judicious daring, 111 me oppiisite and usual course. Let this acknowledgment make my peace 
with the lovers of the sujMTiiatural ; and I am jiersuaded it will be admitted, that to you, as a 
Master in that province of the ait, the folio ving Tale, whether from contrast or congriii'ty, is not 
an unappropriate offering. Accept it, then, as a public testimony of affectionate admiration from 
one with whose name yours has been often coupled (to use your own words) for evil and for good ; 
and believe me to be,' with earnest wishes that life and health may be granted you to complete 
the many important works in which you are engaged, and with high respect. 

Most faithfully yours, 

WILLIAM W'ORDSWORTH- 

But if perchance your faith should fail, 
Look up — and you shall see me soon ! 

The w^^ods, my Friends, are round 
you roaring. 

Rocking and roarinc like a sea ; 

The noise of danger's in your ears. 

And ye have all a thousand fears 
Both for my little Boat and me ! 

Meanwhile untroublechf admire 
The pointed homa of my canoe i 


Rvdai. Mount, April 7, iSiq- 
PROLOGUE 

There's something in a flying horse, 
There's something in a huge balloon *, 
But through the cbuids ITl never float 
Until I have a little Boat, 

Shaped like the crescent -moon. 

And now 1 have a little Boat. 

In shape a very crescent-moon : 

Fast through the clouds my boat can 
sail ; 
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Alkd, did not pity touch my breast. 

To see how ye are all dlstrest, • 

Till my ribs ached, I’d laugh at you ! 

Away Wg go, 'my Boat and I — 

Frail man ne’er sate in such another ; 
Whether among the winds we strive. 

Or deep into the clouds we dive. 

EaSh is contented with the others 

Away we go — and what care wc 
For treasons, «i6ttmults. and for wars ? 

We are as calm in our delight 
As is the ccesijpnt-moon so bright 
Among the scattered stars. 

Up goes my Boat among the stars - 
Through many a breathless field of 
light, 

Through many a long blue field ofcether. 
Leaving ten thousand stars beher^h 
her ; • 

Up gAes iiiy little Boat so bright ! 

The Crab, the Scorpion, alld the Bull — 
We pry among tlwijp all ; have shot 
High o’er the red-haired racc.of Mars. 
Covered from too to toe wi^ scars ; 
Such company I lik^ y; no\! t 

The towns in Saturn are dechyed. 

The raelancholv Spectres throng thcfli ; — 
The Pleiacft, tliat appear to kiss e 
Each other in the vast abyss, 

^ith joy I sail among them. 

Swift Mercury resounds with mirth. 
Great Jove is full of stately bowers ; 

But these, and all that they contain. 
What are they to that tiny grain. 

That little Earth of ours ? 

Theft back to Earth, tlie dear green 
Earth : — 

Whole ages if I here should roam. 

The world for my remarks and me 
Would not a whit the better be ; 

I’ve left my heart at home. 

Sec ! there she is, the matchless Earth ! 
There spreads the famed Pacific Ocean ! 
'^'dd Andes thrusts yon craggy spear 
T^irough the grey clouds ; the Alps 
are heA, 

Like waters in commotion ! 

Yon tanimy slip is Libya’s sands ; 

That silver thread the fiver Dnieper ; 1 

And look, wherp clothed in brightest 
green • 

Is a sweet Isle, of ides the Queen ; 

Ye fairi'^s, from all evil keep her I 

And the town where I w^s horn J 
Around those haf4>y fields we span « 
In boyish gambols ^—1 was lost 
Where I hav^ beenf^ut on this coast 
I feel I am a man. 
w.p. ' ■ ' 


Never did fifty things at once 
Appear so lovely, never, never 
How tunefully the forests ring I 
To hear the earth's soft murmuring 
Thus could 1 hang for ever ! 

Shame on you ! ” cried my Utile 
Boat, 

” Was ever such a homesick Loon. 
WitJ)m a living Boat to sit, 

Andtfriake no better use of it : 

A Boat twin-sister of the crescent-moon 

Ne’er the breast of full-grown Poet 
Fluttered so faint a heart before ; -- 
Was it the iiiiifyr of the spheres 
That overpowered >’oiir mortal ears ? 

— Such dm shall trouble them no more. 

These nether precincts do not lack 
Charms of their own ; — then come 
with me ; 

T want a comrade, and for yon 
There’s nothing that 1 would nf)t do ; 
Nought is there that you shall not see. 

Haste '. and above Siberian snows 
We ’ll spc>rt amid the boreal morning ; 
Will mingle with her lustres gliding 
Among the stars, the stars now hiding. 
And now the stars adorning, 

1 know the .secrets of a land 
Where human foot did never str.ay ; 

Fair is that land as evening skies. 

And cool, though in the depth it lies 
Of burning Africa. 

Or we ’ll into the realm of Faery, 
Among the lovely shades of things ; 

The shadowy forms of mountains bare. 
And streams and bowers, and ladies 
Jair, 

The shades of palaces and kings ! 

Or, if you thirst with hardy zeal 
Less quiet regions to explore. 

Prompt voyage shall to you reveal 
How earth and heaven are taught to 
feel 

The might of magic lore ! ” 

“ My little vagrant Form of light. 

My gay and beautiful Canoe, 

Well have you played your friendly 
• part ; 

As kindly take what from mv heart 
Experience forces — then adieu I 

Temptation .'urks among your words ; 
But, while these pleasures you’re pursu- 
ing 

Without impediment or let. 

No wonder ff you quite forget 
What on the earth is doing.. 



i;>ETER BELL 


t94 

There was a time when dll mankind 
Did listen with a faith sincere 
To^tuncfui tongues in niystery versed ) 
Thin I*oets fearlessly rehearsed 
The wonders of a Wild career. 

Cd — (but the world ’s a sleepy world. 

And His, 1 fear, an age too late) 

Take 't^'ith you some ambitious Youth ! 
For, restless Wanderer ! I, in truth. 

Am all unfit to be your mate. 

Long have I loved what 1 behold. 

The night that calms, the day that 
cheers : 

'The common growth of mother-earth 
Suffires me — her tears, fier mirth. 

Her humblest mirth and tears. 

The dragon’s wing, the inagie ring, 

T shall not covet for my dower. 

If 1 along that lowly \vay 

With sympathetic heart may stray. 

And with a soul ol inmer. 

These given, what more n<'ecl I desire 
To stir, to soothe, or elevate ? 

What nobler marvels than the mind 
\xv VTcys\>wX fvwd, 

■May find or there create 

A potent wand doth Sorrow wi<'ld ; 

■What spell so strong as guilty Fear ! 
Repentance is a tender Sprite ; 

If aught on earth have heavenly might, 
*Tis lodged within her silent tear. 

But grant my wishes, — let us now 
Descend from this ethereal height ; 

Then take thy way, adventurous Skiff, 
More daring far than Hippogriff, 

And be thy own delight ! 

To the stone-table in my garden. 

Loved haunt of many a summer Jiour, 
The Squire is come : 'his daughtc.? Bess 
Beside him in the ctjol recess 
Sits blooming like a flower. 

With these are many more convened ; 
They know not I have been so far ; — 

I see them there, in luimber nine. 
Beneath the spreading Weymouth-pine ! 

' I see them — there they are ! 

There sits the Vicar and his Dame ; 

And there mv good friend. Stephen**! 
Otter ; 

And, ere the light of evening fail. 

To them 1 must relate the Tale 
Of Peter Bell the Potter.” 

Off flew the Boat — away she flees. 
Spurning her freight with indignation ! 
And L, as well as 1 was able. 

On two poor legs, toward my stone-table 
Limped on with sore vexation. 


” O, here he is I cried lUtie Bess — ^ 
She saw me Ut ihe gardeii-door ; 

“ We’ve waited anxiously ati'd long.” 
They cried, and all atound me •^hrong^ 
Full nine of them or more ! 

Kcpi oach me not — yodr tears be sUll-^ - 
Be thankful We again have met : — ^ 
Resume, my Friends ! within the shade 
Your seats, and quickly shall be paid 
The well-reinembcred deU* ” 

I spake with faltering voice, like 
Not wholly rescued from the pale 
Of a wild dream, or worse illusion ; ^ 
But^ straight, to cover my confusion? 
Began the I'tromised Tale. 

PART FIRST 

A' L by the moonlight river side 
('.roan^-’ the poor Beast — alas in vain ; 
The staff was raised to loftier heigl t. 

And the blow's fell with heavier weight 
As Peter struck — and struck again. 

” Hold ! ” cried the Squire, against 
the rule*' 

.Of common se ise you’rte surely sinning ; 
XYYws \cav lo: ws *, 

* 'Who l^cter was, that be told. 

And start from the beginning ” 

‘‘ A T’otter,* Sir, ho was l>y trade,” 

Said 1, becoming quite collected ; 

‘‘And wheresoever he appeared, 

Full twenty times was Peter feared 
For once that Peter was respected. 

He, two-and -thirty years or more. 

Had been a wild and woodland rover; 
Had heard the Atlantic surges roar 
On farthest Corn-wall’s rocky shore. 

And trod the cliffs of Dover. 

And he had seen Caernarvon’s towers. 
And well he knew the spire of Sariim 
And he had been where Lincoln b^Il 
Flings o’er the fen that ponderous knell— 
A tar-rciiowed alarum ! 

At Doncaster, at York, and Leeds, 

And merry Carli^e had he been ; 

And all along the Lowlands fair, 

All through the bonny shire ul Ayr ; 

And far as Aberdeen. 

And he had been Xt Inverness ; 

'And Peter, by the mountain -rills. 

Had danced his rountf with Highland 
lasses : 

And he had lain beside his asse's 
On lofty Cheviot Hills : 

And he had trudged trough Yockshitiil 
* dales. 

Among the rdeks andwindSng scats ; 

t In the dialect of tl^NCrdi, a havdcer'ooC 
earthenware ia thus desigoattSd«, 
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deep and low the hamlets lie . 
Beneath their little patch of sky* 

And little lot of stars : 

And ALaloiT^ the indented coast. 
HespaUered with the salt-sea foam ; 
Where er a knot of houses lay * 

On headland, or in hollow bay ; — 

Sd^e never man like him did roam ! 

As well might Peter, in the Fleet, 

Have been kmt bound, a begging debt- 
or 

He travelled^here, he travelled there; — 
But not the value of a hair 
Was heart or head thelbetter. 

He roved among the vales and streams. 
In the green wood and hollow dell ; 

They were his dwellings night aii4day, — 
But'nature ne’er could find the wily # 
Into the heart of Peter Bell. ^ 

In '^ai.u, through every changeful vear. 
Did Nature lend him as ifhfnre; 

A primrose by river's brim 
A yellow primrose was to hiju. 

And it was nothing more. ^ * 

SpialV rhauge. it iuyeter's heart 
To see his gentle panniered train 
With more than verflal pleasure ieeding. 
Where’er the tender grass was leading 
Its earliest green along the lane. 

• In vain, through water, earth, and air. 
The soul of happy sound was spread. 
When Peter on some April morn. 
Beneath the broom or budding thorn. 
Made the warm earth his lazy bed. 

At noon, when, by the forest’s edge? 

He lay beneath the branches high, 

The soft bli^ sky did never melt 
Into his heart ; he never fell 
The witchery of the soft blue sky 1 

Oh a fair prospect some have looked 
And felt, as I have heard them say. 

As if the moving time had been 
A thin|[ as steadfast as the scene 
On which they gazed themselves away. 

'Within the breast of Peter Bell 
These sileat raptures found no place ; 
He was a Carl as wild and rude 
As ever hue-and-cry pursued. 

As ever ran g felon's race. 

Q| all that lead s^lawless life. 

Of all that love their lawless lives.* 

In city or in village small, 

He was the wildest far of all ; — 

He had a dozen wedded wives. 

N ay.* start pot < — wedded • wives —and 
twelve 1 [him. 

But how one wifMould e'er come near 
In simple I cannot tell ; 


.195 

For. be it said of Peter Boll, 

To see him was to fear him- 

Though Nature could not touch his 
heart • 

By lovely forms, and silent weather, 

Aiid tender sounds, yet you might see 
At once, that Peter Bell and she 
Had often been together. 

A savage wildness round him hung 
As tff a dweller out of doors ; 

In his whole figure and his mien. 

A savage character was seen 
Of mf)iintains anil of dreary moors. 

To all the unshpped half-human thoughts 

WliicJi solitary Nature feeds 

'Mid summer storms or winter's ice. 

Had Peter joined whatever vice. 

Thc cruel city breeds. 

His face was keen as is the wind 
That cuts along the hawthorn -fence ; 

Of cimrage you saw little there, 

But, in its stead, a medley air 
Of cunning and of impudence. 

I He bad a dark and sidelong walk. 

And long and slouching was his gait ; 
Beneath his looks so bare and bold. 

You might perceive, his spirit cold 
Was playing with some inward bait. 

His forehead wrinkled w.is and furred, 
A work, one half of which was done 
By thiiikiuRof liis “ whens ” and “ Hows ; ” 
And half, by knitting of his brows 
Beneath the glaring sun. 

There was a hardness in his cheek. 
There was a hardness in his eye. 

As if the mail had lixed his face. 

In many a solitary place. 

Against the wind and open sky I *’ 

• 

One Night, (and now my little Bess I 
We’ve reached at last the promised 
Tale;) 

One beautiful November night. 

When the full moon was shining bright 
Upon the rapid river Swale, 

Along the river’s winding banks 
Peter was travelling all alone ; — 
Whether to puy or sell, or led 
, , By pleasure running in his headf 
^To me was never known. 

He trudged along through copse and 
brake, 

He trudged along o’er hill ^nd dale ; 

Nor for the moon cared he a tittle. 

And for the st ars he caf ed as little. 

And for the miurmuring river Swale. 

But, chancing to espy a path 
That propiised to cut short the way/ 
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As' many a' wiser man hath done, 
f.He left "a trusty guide for one 
'That might' his steps betray. 

To a thick wood he soon is brought 
Where chceriJy his course he weaves, 

And whistling loud may yet be heard, 
Though often biuried, like a bird 
Darkling, among the boughs and leaves. 

But quickly Peter’s mood is changed. 

And on he drives with cheeks that burn 
In downright fury and in wrath ; — 
There’s little sign the treacherous. path 
,Will to the road return ! 

The path grows dinii and* dii inner still; 
Now up, now down, the Kover wonds, 
With all the sail that lie can carry. 

Till brought to a deserted quarry — 

And there the pathway cuds. 

He paused — for shadows of strange 
shape. 

Massy and black, before him lay ; 

But through the dark, and through 
the cold, 

And through the yawning fissures old, 

Did Peter boldly "press his way 

Right through the quarry ; — and behold 
A scene of soft and lovely hue ! 

Where blue and grey, and tender green. 
Together make as sweet a scene 
' As ever human eye did view. 

Beneath the clear blue skv he saw 
A little field of meadow ground ; 

But field or meadow name it not ; 

Call it of earth a small green plot. 

With rocks encompassed round. 

The Swale flowed under the grey rocks. 
But he flowed quiet and unseen ; — 

You need a strong and stormy gale 
To bring the noises of the Swale 
To that green spot, so calm and green I 

And is there no one dwelling here. 

No hermit with his beads and glass ? 

And does no little cottage look 
Upon this soft and fertile nook ? 

Does no one live near this green grass ? 

Across the deep and quiet spot 
Is Peter driving through the grass — 

And now has reached the skirting trees ; 
When, turning roimd his head, he sces« 
A solitary Ass. 

. “ A prize ! ” cries Peter — but he first 
Must spy about him far and near : 
There’s not a single house in sight. 

No womltnan’s hut, no cottage lights 
'Peter, you. need not fear ! 

■ There's nothing to be seen but woods, 

. And rockf that spread a hoary gleam. 


And this one Beast, that from the bed 
Of the green meadow hangs his head 
Over the silent stream. . „ 

His head is with a baiter bound ; 

The halter seizing, Peter leapt 
Upon the Creature’s back, and plied 
With Tjpady heels his shaggy side ; 

But still the Ass his station kept. 

Then Peter gave a sudden jsrk, 

A jerk that ffom a dungeon-floor^ 
Would have pulled up an irwn ring ; 

But still the heavy-headed Thing 
Stood just as he had stood before ! 

Quoth PetiT. leaping from his seat, 

“ There is sonic plot against me laid ; ” 
Once rn jrc the little meadow -ground 
AiiJ aSl the hoary cliffs around 
He cauC' lusly surveyed. 

All, all is silent — rocks and woodsi, ** 

All still and siWnt— far and near ! 

Only the Ass, with mo'tiin dull, 

Upon the pivot of his ^kull 
Turns round: ^ is long left ear. 

Thought P^tei', What can mean all 
this ? ’ 

Some'iigly witcherdtt must be here ! 
—Once more the Ass, with iiibtion dull, 
Upon the pivot of his skull 
Turned round his long left car. 

Suspicion ripened into dread ; 

Yet with deliberate action slow. 

His staff high-raising, in the pride 
Of skill, upon the sounding hide. 

He dealt a sturdy blow. 

The poor Ass staggered with the shock ;■ 
And then, as if to take his ease. 

In quiet uncomplaining mood, 

Upon the spot where he had stood. 
Dropped gently down upon his knees ; 

As gently on his side he fell ; 

And by the river’s brink did lie ; 

And, while he lay like one that mourned. 
The patient Beast on Peter turned ^ 
His shining hazel eye. 

’Twas but one mild, reproach^l look, 

A look more tender than severe ; 

And straight in sorrow, not in dread, 

He turned the eye-ball in his head 
Towards the smooth riwr deep and clear. 

Upon the Beast the sapling rings ; 

His lank sides heaved, his limbs they 
stirred ; 

He gave a groan, and then anothei^ 

Of that which went bdiore tlie brother, 
And then he gave a third. 

All by the moonlight river aide 
He gave three miserable groans t 
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^An 4 not till now hath Peter seen 
How gaunt the Creature is, — hflw lean 
And sharp his staring bones ! 

Wits kgs stretched out and stiff he lay : — 
No wprd of kind commiseration 
Fell at the sight from Peter’s tongue ; 
With hard contempt his heart was wrung. 
With hatred and vexation. * 

The meagre beast lay still as death ; 

And Peter’irtps with fig-y quiver ; 
Quoth he, “ You little mulish dog, 
rll fling your carcass like a log 
Head-foremost dowii^thc river ! ** 

An impious oatii confirmed the tl/teat — 
Whereat from the earth on which he lay 
To ^1 the echoes, south and north. 

And east and west, the Ass s 8 i^t toth 
A long and clamorous bray ! ^ * 

ThJh outcry, on the heart of Peter, 

Seem*s like a note of joy#o strike, — 

Joy at the heart of Peter knocks ; 

But in the eclio iH the rocks 
Was something ter di^flot like^ 

Whether to cheer^l^s ct^afd breast. 

Or that he could not br^ak Ihc cl>aiii, 

In this serene and aolcmii hour, • 

Twined •mind him by demoniac pow'or. 
To the blind work he turned again. 

^ Among the rocks and winding crags; I 
Among the iiiountaiiis far away ; 

Once more the Ass did lengthen out 
More ruefully a deep-drawn shout. 

The hard dry see-saw of his horrible bray ! 

What is there now in Peter’s heart ! 

Or whence the might of this strange 
sound ? 

The moon uneasy looked and dimmer. 
The broad blue heavens appeared to 
glimmer, 

And the rocks staggered all around — 

From Peter’s hand the sapling dropped 1 
Threat has he none to execute ; 

** If any one should come and see 
. That I am here, they’ll think,” quoth he, 
I’m hewing this poor dying brute.” 

He scans the Ass from limb to limb. 

And ventures now to uplift his eyes ; 
More steady looks the moon, and clear^i 
More like themaelves the rocks appear 
And touch more quiet skies. • 

His scorn returns — his hate revives ; 

He stoops the Ass’s neck to seize 
- With malice — that again takes flight ; 
Forth the pool* startling ^ght 
Meets him, among the inverted trees. 

Is it the niMQon’i^istorted face ? 

The ghost-l^e image of a cloud ? 


Is it a gallows there portrayed ? • 

Is Peter of himself afraid ? 

Is it a coffin, — or a shroud? 

A grisly idol hewn in* stone ? 

Or imp from witch’s lap let fall ? 

Perhaps a ring of shining fairies ? 

Such as pursue their feared vagaries 
111 sylvan bower, or haunted hall ? 

Is it a fiend that to a stake 

Of fire his desperate self is tethering ? 

Or stubborn spirit doomed to yell 
In ^olitary w'ard nr cell, 

Ten thousand miles from all his brethren ? 

Never did jusise sd quickly throb, 

Aiul never heart so loudly panted ; 

He looks, he cannot choose but Ifiok ; 
Like some one rciading 111 a book — 

A bof>k that is enchanted. 

Ah. well a day for Peter Bell ! 

He will be turned to iron soon, 

Meet Statue for the court of Fear ! 

His hat is up — and every hair 
Bristles, and whitens in the moon ! 

He looks, he ponders, looks again ; 

He sees a inotion — hears a groan ; 

His eyes will burst — his heart will break — 
He gives a loud and frightful shriek, 

And back he falls, as if his life were 
flown ! 

PART SECOND 
We left our Hero in a trance, 

Beneath the alders, near the river; 

The Ass is by the river -side. 

And. where the feeble breezes glide. 
Upon the stream the moonbeams quiver. 

A happy respite ! but at length 
He^ feels the glimmering of the moon ; 
Wakes with glazed eye, and feebly sigh- 
ing— 

To sink, perhaps, where he is lying, 

Into a second swoon ! 

He lifts his head, he sees his staff ; 

He touches — ’tis to him a treasure ! 
Faint recollection seems to tell 
That he is yet where mortals dwell — 
A thought received with languid 
pleasure ! 

His head upon his elbow propped, 

' Becoming less and less perplexed, 
Sky-ward he looks — to rock and wood — 
And then — upon the glassy flood 
His wander, ng eye is fixed. 

Thought he, that is the face of one 
In his last sleep securely bo^d ! 

So toward the stream his head he bent. 
And downward thrust his staff, intent 
The river’s depth to sound, t 
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\ow — like a tempest-shattered bark. 
That overwhelmed and prostrate lies. 
And in a moment to the verge 
Is lifted of a foanping surge — 

Full suddenly the Ass doth rise 1 

His staring bones all shake with joy. 
And close by Peter’s side he stands : 
While Peter o’er the river bends. 

The little Ass his neck extends. 

And fondly licks his hands. 

Such life is in the Ass’s eves. 

Stich life is in his limbs and ears ; 

That Peter Bell, if he had been 
The veriest coward ever stw'ii. 

Must now have thrown asiidc his fears. 

The Ass locjks on — and In liis ^\ork 
Is l*eter quietly resigned ; 

He touches here — ho touches there — 
And now among the dead man's hair 
Ills sapling l*eter has entwined. 

He pulls— and looks - and pulls again ; 
And he whom the poor Ass has lost. 
The man who had been four days dead, 
Head -foremost from the river’s bed 
Uprises Like a ghost ! 

And Peter draws him to dry land : 

And through the brain of Peter pass 
Some poignant twitches, fast and faster ; 
“ No doubt,” quoth he. ” he is the 
Master 

Of this poor miserable Ass ! ” 

The meagre Shadow that looks on — 
What would he now ? what is he doing ? 
His sudden fit of joy is flown, — 

He on his knees hath laid him down» 

As if he were his grief renewing ; 

But no — that Peter on his back 
Must mount, he shews well as he can : 
Thought Peter then, come weal or ?voe. 
I’ll do what he w<mJd have me do. 

In pity to this poor drowned man. 

With that resolve he boldly mounts 
Upon the pleased and thankful Ass ; 
And then, without a moment’s stay. 
That earnest Creature turned away. 
Leaving the body on the grass. 

Intent upon his faithful watch. 

The Beast four days and nights had 
past ; 

A sweeter meadow ne’er was scon, 

And there the Ass four days had been. 
Nor ever once did break his fast : 

Yet firm his step, and stout his heart ; 
The me^ is crossed — the quarry's 
niQutn 

Is reached but there the trusty guide 
Into a thicket turns aside^ 

And deftly gipbles towards the sp^th. 


When hark a burst of doleful sound 1 ^ 
And Peter honestly might sgy. 

The like came never to his ears. 

Though he has been, full thirty years, 
A rover — night and day ! ' 

’Tis not a plover of the moors, / 

’Tis not a bittern of the fen ; 

Nor caP' it be a barking fox, *’ 

Nor night-bird chambered in the 
rocks, 

Not wild-cat iu a woody gien ! ^ 

Tlio Ass is startled — and st<i>ps short 
Right in the middle of the thicket ; 
And Peter, wont ‘to whistle loud 
Whether alone or in a crowd. 

Is silent as a silent cricket. 

What ai'A ycni now, my little Bess ? 

WcV iil'ay you tremble and look grave ! 
This cr}K«=i-lhat rings along the wood. 
This erv' - that floats adnwn the flitinl. 
Comes from the. entrance of a cave : 

T see a bbioining Woofi-i'^oy there. 

And, if I had the powe^^ to say 
How'sorrowffA.the wanflerer is. 

Your heart wovid bf^ ^s sad as his 
Till you had kissed his tears away ! 

('fraspi'ng a hawthorn branch ip hand, 
All bright with berries ripe and red, 

Into the cavern’s mouth he peeps ; 
TJience back into the moonlight creeps ; 
Whom seeks he- -whom ?— the silent 
dead : 

His father ! — Him doth he require— - 
Him hath he sought with fruitless pains. 
Among the roeks, behind the trees ; 

Now creeping on his hands and knees. 
Now running o’er the open plains. 

And hither is he come at last. 

When he through such a day has gone, 
Bv this dark rave to be distrest 
Like a poor bird — her plundered nest 
Hovering around with dolorous moan ! 

Of that intense and piercing cry 
The listening Ass conjectures well ; 

Wild as it is, he there can read ~ 

Some intermingled notes that^ plead 
With touches irresistible. 

But Peter — when he saw the Ass 
*NKit only stop but turn, and change 
' The cherished tenor of hts pace 
That Idmentable ery to chase — 

It wrought in him conviction strange ; 

A faith that, for the dead man’s sake 
And this poor slave who loved, hiii) 
well, 

Vengeance upon his head will fall* 

Some visitation worseKthan all 
Which ever till tJtw Bight bwi. 
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Meanwhile the Ass to reach his Ijome^ 
Is striving stoutly as he may ; 

But, while he climbs the woody hill, _ 
TheTj^ grhws weak — and weaker still ; 
And pow at last it dies away. 

So with his freight the Creature turns 
l«.to a gloomy grove of beech, 

Along the shade with footstepslrue 
Descending slowly, till the two 
The open moonlight req^h. 

And there, along the narrow dell, 

A fair smooth pathway you discern, 

A length of green and open road — 

As if it from a fouiilain flow<;d--r 
Winding away betw'ecn the fejrn. 

The rocks that tower on either |ide 
Build up a wild fantastic scena : • 
Temples like those among the iiiaoos. 
And mosques, and spires, and abbey 
windows. 

And castles all with ivy green ! 

And, while the •Ah pursues his way. 
Along tins solitary doll, • 

As pensively ilis steps IcT^aiice, [aiice. 
The mosques aud^si^ircschaiige 
Aiid look at Peter ydl ! ^ 

That unfntelligible cry 

Hath left him high in preparatum, — 

Convinced that he. or soon nr late. 

This very night will meet his fate — 

And so he sits in expectation ! 

The strciiuoiis Animal hath clomb 
With the green path : and now he I 
wends 

Where, shining like the smoothest sea, 
In undisturbed iniinonsity 
A level plain extends. 

But whence this faintly-riistliiiB sound 
By which the journeying jinir are 
chased ? 

— A withered leaf is close behind. 

Light plaything for the sportive wind 
Upon that solitary waste. 

When Peter spied the moving thing. 

It only doubled his distress ; 

*• Where there is not a bush or tree. 

The very leaves tney follow me — 

So huge hath been my wickedness ! ' 

To a close lano^hey now are come. 
Where, as before, the enduring Ass 
Moves on vrithout a moment's stop. 

Nor once turns round his head to crop 
A brambledeaf or blade of grass. 

Between the hedges as Ihc^ go. 

The white dust sleeps upon the lane ; 
And Peter, evewAud anon 
Baqk-looking, sees, upon a stone. 

Or in the dust., d. crimson stain. 


i A stain — as of a drop of blood 
By moonlight made more faint and 
wan ; 

Ha ! why these sinkings of despair ? 
He know's not how the blood comes 
there — 

And Peter is a wicked man. 

At length he spies a bleeding wound, 

^ Where ho had struck the Ass’s head ; 
He sees the blor)d. knows what it is, — 
A glimpse of sudden joy was his, 
But^then it quickly fled': 

Of him whom sudden death had seized 
He thought,*— of th€^c, O faitliful Ass I 
And mice again those ghastly pains, 
Shof^t to and fro through lieart and 
reins, 

And through his brain like lightning 
pass. 

PART THIRD 

I ’ VK heard of one, a gentle Soul, 
Though given to sadness and to gloom. 
And foi the fact will vouch, — one night 

I I chaijced that by a taper’s light 
This man was reading in his room ; 

Bending, as you or 1 might bend 
.\t night o'er any pious book. 

When sudden blackness overspread 
The snow-white page on which he road. 
And made the good man round him 
look. 

The chamber walls were dark all 
round, — 

And to Ins book he turned again ; 

—The light had left the lonely taper. 
And formed itself upon the paper 
Into large letters— bright and plain I 

The godly book wa.s in his hand — 

And, on the page, more black than coal 
Appeared, set forth m strange array, 

A zmtyd — which to his dying day 
Perplexed the good man’s gentle soul. 

The ghostly word, thus plainly seen, 

Did never from his lijis depart ; 

But he hath said, poor gentle wight ! 

It brought full many a sin to light 
Out of the bottom of his heart. 

i| J')read Spirits ! to confound the meek 
Why w'andcr from your course so far, 
Disordering colour, form, and stature ! 
— Let good men feel the soul of nature. 
And see things as they are. 

Yet. potent Sjiirits ! well I know, 

How ye, thi.t play with soul and sense. 
Are not unused to trouble irlends 
Of goodness, for most gracious ends — 
And this! speak inrevereace V 
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But mi^t 1 give advice to you, 

Whom ini-my fear I love so well ; 

Prom men of jjensive virtue go. 

Dread Beitlgs ! anc] your empire show 
On hearts like that of Peter Bell. 

Your presence often have I felt 
In darkness and the stormy night ; 

And, with like force, if need there be. 
Ye can put forth your agency 
Whene^rth is calm, and heaven is bright- 

Tlien, coining from the wayward world. 
That pow€irful Vorld in whicli ye dw<;ll, 
Come, Spirits of the Mind ! and try' 
To-niglit. beneath the moonlight sky. 
What may be done with Peter Bell ! 

— O, would that some more skilful voice 
My further labour might prevent ! 

Kind Listeners, that around me sit, 

1 feel that 1 am all unfit 
For such high argument. 

I’ve played, I’ve danced, with my nar- 
ration ; 

I loitered long ere I began : 

Ye W'aited then on my good i^lcasnrc ; 
Pour out indulgence still, in measure 
As liberal as ye can ! 

Our Travellers, ye remember wclU 
Arc thridding a sequestered lane ; 

And Peter many tricks is trying. 

And many anodynes aiipKdrig, 

To ease his conscience of its pam. 

By tliis his heart is lighter fju: ; 

And, hnding that he can account 
So snugly for that crimson stain. 

His evil spirit up again 

Does like an empty bucket mount. 

And Peter is a dee]) logician 
Who hath no lack of wit nierciiriql ; 

“ Blood drops — leaves rustle — yet/’ 

quoth he. 

This poor man never, but fur me. 
Could have had Christian burial. 

And, say the best you can, ’tis plain, 
liiat here has been some w'icked dealing ; 
No doubt the devil in me wrought ; 

I’m not the man who could have thought 
' An Ass like this w'as worth the stealing ! ” 

" So from his pocket Peter takes 
His shining horn tobacco-box ; 

And, in a light and careless way. 

As men w-ho with their purpose play. 
Upon the lid he knocks. 

' Let them whose voice can stop the clouds. 
Whose cunning eye can see the wind. 
Tell to a cUrious world the cause 
Why, making here a sudden pause, 

, The Ass turned round his head, and 
: grinned. 


Appalling process I I have marked 
The like on heath, in lonely wood ; 

And, verily, have seldom met 
A spectacle more hideous-^yet „ 

It suited Peter's present mood. ' 

And, grinning in his turn, his teeth* 

He in jocoSe defiance showed — 

When, tr-i upset his spiteful mirth, ^ 
A murmur, pent within the earth. 

In the dead earth beneath road, 

Polled andiblv**! it swept along, % 

A muffled noise — a rumbling sound ! — 
’Tw-as by a troop of miners made. 
Plying with gimpoUrder their trade, 

Soine twenty fathoms underground- 

Small cause of dire effect ! for, surely. 

If ever^itiortal. King or Cotter, 

Belff ved that cartii was charged to quake 
And yai^ for his unworthy sake, 

'Twas Peter Bell the Potter. . 

But, as an oak in breathless air 
Will stand though to tihtf centre hewn ; 
Or a^-the weakest thingy if frost 
Have stiffened main^ain their post ; 
So he, beneath tflie ga^uig moon ! — 

The Beast bestriding thus, he reached 
A spot 'where, in a sheltering cqve, 

A little, chapel stands alone. 

With greenest ivy overgrown. 

And tufted with an ivy grove ; 

Dying insensibly away 

From human thoughts and purposes, 

Ii scoiiicd — wall, window, roof and tow'cr 
— To bow to some transforming power. 
And blend with the surrounding trees. 

As ruinous a place it was. 

Thought Peter, in the shire of Fife 
That served my turn, when following still 
From land to land a reckless will 
I married rny sixth wife I 

The unheeding Ass moves slowly on. 
And now is passing by an inn 
Brim -full of a carousing crew, 

'J'hat make, with curses not a few. 

An uproar and a drunken din. 

I cannot well express the thoughts 
Which Peter in those noises found 
A stifling power compressed his frame^ 
While- as a swimming darkness came 
'Over tl^at dull and dreaf^ sound. 

For well did Peter know the sound j 
The language of those drunken joys 
To him, a jovial soul, I ween. 

But a few hours ago, hadj^een r 
A gladsome and a welcome noise. 

Now, turned adrift IntMhc past. 

He finds no solace in his course ; 
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e planet-stricken men of yore» • 
He trembles, smitten to the core 
By strong compunction and remorse- 

But, nSore tlian all. his heart is stung 
To think of one, almost a child ; 

A sweet and playful Highland girl, 
ASglight and beauteous as a squirrel, 

As oeauteous and as wild ! • 

Her dwelling was a lonely house, 

A cottage in 'Sheath y dcU'; 

And she put on her gown of gi'een. 

And left her^mothcr at sixteen. 

And followed Peter B§11. 

But many good and pious thouglits* 

Had she ; and, in the kirk to pray. 

Two long Scotch miles, through raiu or 
snow, • , 

To kirk she had been used to ^ 

Twi^e every Sabbath-day. 

And, ^-hen she follow’ed l^tcr Bell, 

It was to lead an honest life ; 

For he, with tcAgpiie not used to f alter 
Had pledged hi» troth bef*re the iiltar 
To love her as fcis wedd^J^’ife- 

A mother's hope iS h*erh ;«~-biit soon 
She drooped and piited like one fcyloni ; 
From Scniptiire she a name did borrow ; 
Bcnoiii, or the child of sorrow. 

She called her babe unborn. 

For she had learned how' Peter lived. 
And took it in most grievous part ; 

She to the very bone was worn, 

And, ere that little child was b(»rii. 

Died of a broken heart- 

. And now the Spirits of the Mind 
Are busy with poor Peter Hell : 

Upon the rights of visual sense 
Usurping, with a jjrevaleuec 
More terrible than magic spell. 

Close by a brake of flow'ering furze 
(Above* it shivering aspens play) 

He sees an unsubstantial creature. 

His very self in form and feature, 

N'rt four yards from the broad highway . 

And streMied beneath the furze he sees 
The Highland girl — it is no other ; 

And hears her crying as she cried. 

The very moment that she died, , 

My mother I flji my mother ! ” 

The sweat pours down from Petee’s face, 
So grievous is his heart's contrition ; 
With agony his eye-balls ache 
While he beholds by the fuize-brakc 
Thisimiserable vision 1 , 

Calm is the well-deserving brute. 

His peace hath offence betrayed ; 
But now, while oown that slope he 
w^ds, , 


A voice to Peter’s ear ascends, 
Resounding from the woody glade : 

The voice, though clamorous as a horn 
Re-echoed by a nakedT rock. 

Comes from that tabernacle— ^List ! 
Within,, a fervent Methodist 
Is preaching to no heedless flock ! 

“ Reiient ! repent ! ” he cries aloud, 

“ 'WJJuJc yet ye may find mercy ; — 
strive 

To love the Lord with all your might ; 
Tiim^to him, seek him day and night. 
And save j'our souls alive 1 

Repent ! repeat • though yc have gone. 
Through paths of wickedness and woe, 
After the Babvlonian harlot ; 

And, though your sins be red as scarlet. 
They shall be wiiite as snow ! ” 

Even as he passed the door, these w'ords 
Did plainly come to Peter’s ears ; 

And they such joyful tidings were, 

The jov was more than be could bear!— 
He Uiclted into tears. 

Sweet tears of hope and tenderness ! 

And fast thev fell, a plenteous shower ! 
His nerves, his sinews seemed to melt ; 
Through all his iron frame was felt 
A gentle, a relaxing, pow'er ! 

Each fibre of his frame was weak ; 

Weak all the animal wnthin , 

But. in its helplessness, grew mild 
And gentle as an infant child, 

An infant that has known no sin. 

’Tis said, meek Beast ! that, through 
Heaven’s grace. 

He not unmoved did notice now 
The cross upon thy shoulder scored, 

Foi; lasting impress, bv the Lord 
To whom all hum an -kind shall bow ; 

Memorial of his touch — that dav 
When Jesus hiimblv deigned to ride, 
Fnteriiig the proud Jerusalem, 

By an immeasurable stream 
Of shouting people deified ! 

Meanwhile the persevering Ass, 

Turned towards a gate that hung in view 
Across a shady lane ; his chest 
Against tlie yielding gate he pressed 
And quietly passed through. 

And np the stony lane he goes ; 

No ghost more softly ever trod ; 
Among the stones and pebbles, he. 

Sets down his hoofs inaudibly. 

As if with felt his hoofs were shod. 

Along the lane the trusty Ass 
Went twice two hundred yards or more# 
And no one could have guesse^his aixtu-^ 
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Till to a loiidv house he calm 
Anil stopped besidb the door. 

Thought Peter, Tis the poor man's home I 
He listens — not a sound is heard 
Save from the trickling household rill 
But, stepping o’er the c«)ttage-sill, 
Forthwith a little Girl appeared. 

She to the Meeting-house was bound 
In hopes some tidings there to gatfeer 
No gUmj^se it is, no doubtful gleam : 

She saw — and uttered with a scream, 

“ My father here’s my father ! 

The very word was plainlv heard. 

Heard plamlv by the wretched Mother— 
Her j(w was Jike a d(;ep affright : 

And forth she rushed into the light. 

And saw it was another ! 

And, instantly, upon the earth. 

Beneath the full liioon shining bright. 
Close to the Ass’s feet she fell ; 

At the same moment l^eter Bell 
.Dismounts in most unhappy plight. 

As he beheld the Woman lie 
Breathless and inotioiiloss. the mind 
Of Peter sadly was confused ; 

But. though til such doiiiaiids unused. 
And helpless almost as the blind, 

He raised her up ; and, while he held 
Her body propped against liis knee. 

The Woman waked-- and when she spied 
The poor Ass standing hv her side. 

She moaned most bitterly. ^ 

“ Oh ! (iod be luaised — iiiy heart ’s at 
ease — 

For he is dead — T know il well ! ” 

— At this she wept a bitter flood ; 

And, in the best way that he could. 

His tale did Peter tell. 

He trembles — he is pale as d<'alli ; 

His voice is weak with perturbation ; 

He turns aside his head, he pauses ; 

Poor Peter from a thousand causes, 

Js crippled sore in his narration. 

At length slic learned how he espied 
The Ass ill that small meadow -ground 
And that her Husband now lav dccid. 
Beside that luckless river’s bed 
In which he had been drowned. 

A piercing look the Widow cast 
Upon the Beast that, near lier stands 
She sees 'tis he, that 'tis thi^ same ; 

She calls the poor Ass by his name. 

And wrings, and iVrlngs' her hands. 

“ O wretched loss — untimely stroke ! 

If he hffd died upon liis bed ! 

He knew not one forewarning pain ; 

;He never will come home again — 
(oi^ever dead ! ” 


Besid^the Woman Peter stands ; 

His heart is opening more and more ; 

A holv sense pervades his mind ; 

He feels what he for humaft kintf 
Had never felt before. 

At length, by Peter’s artn sustained, 
■Hie Woman rises from the ground — ^ 

“ Oh, ihcrcy ! something must be dDliet 
I My little Rachel, you must run, — 

Some willing -ncigb hour iwskst be found- 

Make haste — my little Rachel — do, 

The first you meet with — bM him coinc. 
Ask him to lend Ips horse to-night. 

And ^^this good Man, whom Heaven 
requite. 

Will help to bring the body home.” 

A\wiv gftes Rachel weeping loud ; — 
An\ni;j^t, waked by her distress, 

Makes in the house a piteous cry 
And Peter hears the Mother .sigh, 

“ Seven are thfy, and all fatherless ! ” 

And now IS Peter tauglfi, to feel 
That man’s hqart is a koly thing : 

And Nature, ^irough a world of dcith, 
Breathes intfi vine, n eecoiid breath, 
More searchfiig than tlie breath of spring. 

4 * 

Upon a stone the Wcnnaii sits • 

In agonv of silent grief — 

■ I'rom his own thoughts did Peter start ; 
He longs to press her to his heart. 

From love that cannot find relief. 

But roused, ns if through every limb 
Hud past a sudden shock of dread. 

The Mother o’er the threshold flics. 

And up the cottage stairs she hies. 

And on the pillow lays her burning head. 

And Peter turns his steps aside 
Into a shade of darksome trees, 

I W'here he sits down, he knows not how. 
With his hands pressed against his brow. 
His elbows on his tremulous knees. 

There, self -involved, does Peter sit 
Until no .sign of life he makes, 

I As if his mind were sinking deep 
Through years that have been long 
asleep ! 

The trance is passed away — he wakes j 

He lifts his head — and sees the .-'ss 
stand iiig in the cleaf,moacishjtie ; 
Whe^j shall I be as good as thou ? 

Oh ! would, poor beast, that I had now 
A heart but half as goou as thine 1 ” 

But //^ — who deviously hath sought 
Plis Father through the lonesome w6odSj 
Hath sought, proclaiming to the ear 
Of night his grief an^orrowful fear^ 
He comes, escaped Irum fields and 
floods i— 
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itfa weary pace is drawing nigh ; 
He sees the Ass — and nothing living 
Had ever such a fit of joy 
As hn«h thi&little orphan Boy, 

For he lias no misgiving ! 

• 

Forth to the gentle Ass he springs, 
A^ up about his neck he climbs ; 
linoving words he talks to him,* 
He kisses, kisses face and liinh, — 
He kisses hin^a thousand times ! 

This Peter sees, while in tfie shacle 
H(i stood beside the cottage-door : 
And Peter Bell, the rujfian wild. 
Subs loud, he sobs even like a rhiM. 
“ Oh ! God, 1 ran endure no mure ! ’ 


I — Here cuds iny Tale : ft»r in a trice 
Arrived a neighbour with his horse ; 
Peter went forth with him straightway; 
And, with due care, ere break of day. 
Together they brought back the Corse. 

And many years did this p<ior Ass, 
Whom (mre it wa-: my luck to see 
Cropping the shrubs of Leming-Laue, 
Help by his labour to maintain 
I'hf^ Widow and her family. 

And Peter Bell, wlin. till that night. 

Had been the wildest of his clan, 
I*'orsft(jk Ins crimes, reiiouncud his folly 
And. after ten iiioiitlis’ melancholy, 
Beeaim- a guu*i and lioiutst man. 


miscellaneous sonnets 

Fnil'ATION 

TO- 


Haity the feHiu«*“fiii tlu Ihiowii | 

III perfect shape (wlyisc beaut> 'Dine sh.ill spare 
Though a breath inade it) liKe j»Ijiihhli* blmvii 
hor Slimmer pu.stifhe into air , 

Happy tli<! thought UhsPlikewl^cl to a otoi'e 
Of the sea-bearh, when, polished Vith nice care, 
Veins it di^'overs exquiflite .md rare, • 

PART 1 

1 

Nuns fret not at their convent's narrow 
room : 

And hermits arc contented with their cells: 
And students with their pensive citadels ; 
Maids at the wheel, the weaver at his 
loom. 

Sit blithe and happy ; bees that soar for 
bloom. 

High as the highest Peak of Furn ess- 
fells, [bells : 

Will murmur by the hour in foxglove 
In truth the prison, unto wT.ich we doom 
Ourselves, no prison : and hence for 
me, [bound 

In sundry moods, ’twas pastime to be 
W'thin the Sonnet’s scanty plot of 
groiivl ; 

Pleased if some Souls (for such there 
needs piMSt be) 

Who have felt the weight of too much 
liberty, | founft. 

Should find briSt solace there, as I havc^ 
II 

ADMONITION 

.Intended more particularly for tfie perusal of 
thdfec: who may, have happened to be cna- 
nouFsd of some beautiful Place of Retreat, 
ill the Country of^e Lakes. 

Well may*st thSi bait — and gaze with 
larig^te^ii>g eye i 


I Whuh the, loss* of th.it moist gledni atone 
rh.it tempted first to gathei it. That here, 

(> ehifet of Friends ! such feelings 1 present. 

To tliv rt'prii'cl, with tlioiights so fortunate, 
VNWe a vain nf»tu*ii ; but the hope is dear, 

'ITiat thou, if noi with partial joy elate, | content ! 
Wilt smile upon this giit with more than mild 

TIio lov«‘ly. Cottage in the guardian nook 
Hath stirred thee deeply ; with its own 
dear brook, 

Its own small pasture, almost its own 
skv ! 

But cuve.t not the Abode forbear to 
sigh, 

As manv do, rciiining while they look ; 
Intruders — who would tear fruni Nature’9 
book 

This precious leaf, with harsh impiety. 
Thijik w'hat the Home must be if it w'ere 
thine. 

Even thine, though few thy wants ! — 
Roof, window, door, 

l*he very flowers are sacred to the Poor, 
The roses to the porch which they en- 
twine : 

Yea, all, that now cnefiants thee, from 
the day 

On which it should be touched, wouM 
melt away. 

in 

" Beloved Vale ! ” I said, “ when I 
shall con 

Those manv records of my ehild^h 
years. 

Remembrance of myself and of r.iy peers 
Will press me down : to think of what is 
gone 

Will be an awful thought. If life have 
one,” 
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But, ^hen in\o the Vale 1 came, no fears 
Distressed me : from mine eyes escaped 
no tears ; 

Deep thought, of dread remembrance, 
had 1 none. 

By doubts and thousand petty fancies 
crost 

1 stood, of simple shame the blushing 
Thrall ; 

So narrow seemed the brooks, the fields 
so small ! *' ' 

A Juggler’s balls old Time about him 
tossed ; 

1 looked, 1 stared, I snuled, 1 lau|,hed ; 
and all 

The weight of sadness wasF hi wonder lost. 

IV 

AT APPLETIIWAITE, NEAR KESWICK 
1804 

Beaumont ! it was thy wish that I should 
rear 

A seemly Cottage in this siinnv Dell, 

On favoured ground, thy gift, where 1 
’ 5 ^ might dwell 

Tn neighbourhood with One to me most 
dear. 

That undivided we from year to year 
Might work in our high Calling— a bright 
hope 

To which our fancier, mingling, gave 
free scope 

Till cheeked by some neeessities severe. 
And should these slacken, honoured 
Beaumont ! still 

Even then we may jierhaps in vain 
implore 

Leave of our fate thy wishes to fulfil. 
Whether this boon be granted us or not. 
Old SUiddaw will look down upon the 
Spot 

With pride, the Muses love it evermore. 

. V 
1801 

Pelion and Ossa flourish side by side. 
Together in immortal books enrolled : 
His ancient dower Ol^mipus hath not 
.sold ; 

And that inspiring Hill, which “did divide 
Into two ample horns his forehead wide,” 
Shines with poetic radiance as of old ; 
While not an English Mountain we 
behold 

' ' By the celestial Muses glorified. « 

Yet round our sea-girt shore they rise in 
crowds ; 

What was the great Parnassus’ self to 
Thee, [eignty 

Mount Skiddaw ? In his natural sover- 
Oui British Hill is nobler far ; he shrouds 
His double front among Atlantic clouds, 
.And pours forth streams more sweet 
than Castaly. 


i . ^VI ' 

There is a little unpretending Rill 
Of limpid water, humbler far than aught 
That ever among Men or Naiads Sought 
Notice or name 1 — It quivers down the 
hill, 

Furrowing its shallow way with dubious 
will ; • 

Yet to my mind this scanty Stream is 
brought 

Of teller than Ganges or the Nile ; a 
thought * 

Of private recollection swd^t and still ! 
Months perish w,ith their moons ; year 
^♦reads on year ; 

But, faithful HiTiina ! thou with me 
canst say 

That, twhilc ten thousand pleasures 
^ disappear. 

And fifes their memory fast almost as 
they ; * 

The iminortaVSpirit of one happy day 
Lingers beside that Kill, in vision deaf. 

I' * 

, « VII 

Her only pil^ithe soft^breeze, the boat 
Lingers, "but ifaiicf k well satisfied ; 
With keeii-eycd IJope, with Memory, 
a'l. her side. 

And the glad Muse at liberty to note 
All that to each is precious, as we float 
Gently along ; regardless who shall* 
chide. 

If the heavens smile, and leave us free to 
glide. 

Happy Ass()ciates breathing air remote 
From trivial cares. But, Fancy and the 
Muse, 

Why have 1 crowded this small bark with 
you 

And others of your kind, ideal crew I 
While here sits One whose brightness 
owes its hues 

To flesh and blood ; no Goddess Igom 
above, 

No fleeting Spirit, but my own true 
Lo^'e ? 


VIII 

The fairest, brightest, hue#' of ether 
fade ; 

The sweetest notes must terminate and 

. die ; 

O Friend ! thy flute Jsas breathed a 
ha-mony 

Softly resounded through this rocky 
glade ; 

Such strains of rapture as^ the Genius 
played ^ ir 

In his still naunt on Bagdad’s summit 
high ; . 

He who stood visible to Mirza’s eye» 
^ See the Vtokm of Mirza In the SptcUiior, 



zos 


MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS 


before to human sight brayed. 
Lo, in the vale, the mists of evening 
spread ! 

The ^sionaCty Arches are not there. 

Nor t^e green Islands, nor the shining 
Seas ; 

Yet sacred is to me this Mountain’s head, 
lienee I have risen, uplifted# on the 
breeze 

Of harmony ^bove all earthly care. 

IX 

UPON THE sffcHT OF A BEAUTIFUL PICTURE 
Painted by Sir G. H.^eaumont, Bart. 
Praised be the Art whose subtle ^lower 
could stay 

Yon cloud, and fix it in that^ glorious 
shape ; • « 

Nor would permit the thin sii^ike to 
^escape, 

Nor those bright sunbeams to forsake the 
day ; * 

Which stopped band of travellers on 
their way, ^ 

lire they werf lost witViii the sliady 
wood; ^ ^ \ • 

And showed the Bark ^ipoii the glassy 
flood » • 

For ev^isanchored in her sheltering bay- 
Soul-soothing Art ! whom Moniiiig, 
Noon-tide, Kven, 

Do serve with all their changeful page- 
antry : 

Thou, with ambition modest yet sublime. 
Here, for the sight of mortal man, hast 
given 

To one brief rnoinent caught from 
fleeting time 

The appropriate calm of blest eternity. 

X 

“Why, Minstrel, these uiitunefiil miir- 
murings — 

D|ll,flag^ng notes that with each other 

“ Think,' gen tie Lady, of a Harp so far 
From its own country, and forgive the 
^ strings.” 

A simply answer ! but even so fortli 
springs. 

From the Castalian fountain of the heart. 
The Poetry of Life, and all that Art 
Divine of words quickening insensdtl 
things. •• * 

From the submissive necks of guiltless 
men 

Stretched on the block, the glittering axe 
recoils ; [toils 

Sun f moon, and# stars, all struggle in the 
Of mcfrtal sympathy ; what wonder then 
'Phat the poor Hiitp distempered music 
yields [fields ? 

To its sad -Lord, far from his native 


XI 

Aerial Rock — whose solitary brow 

From this low threshold daily meets my 
sight ; 

When I step forth to hail the morning 
light ; 

Or quit the stars with a lingering fare- 
well — how 

Shall Fancy pay to thee a grateful vow ? 

kHuw, with the Muse’s aid, her love at- 
test ? 

— By planting on thy naked head the 
ivcrest 

Of an imperial Castle, which the plough 

Of ruin shall not touch, limoccut 
scheme ! 

That doth presume no more than to 
supply 

A grace the sinuous vale and roaring 
si ream 

Want, tliroiigh neglect of hoar Antiquity. 

Rise, then, ye votive Tower.^ ! and catch 
a gleam 

Of golden sunset, ere it fade and die. 

XII 

TO SLEEP 

0 GENTLE SleI’-p ! do thcy belong to thee. 

These twinklings of oblivion ? Thou 

dost k)ve 

To sit in meekness, like the brooding 
Dove, 

A captive never wishing to be free. 

This tiresome night, O Slc('j) ! thou art to 
me 

A Fly, that up and down himself doth 
shove 

Upon a fretful ri\mlct, now above 

Now on the w^ater vexed with inorkery. 

1 have no pain that calls for patience, 

• no ; 

Hence am I cross and peevish as a child : 

Am pleased by fits to have thee for my 
foe. 

Yet ever willing to be reconciled : 

O gentle Creature ! do not use me so, 

But once and deeply Jet me be beguiled. 

XIII 

TO SLEEP 

Fond words have oft been spoken to thee. ' 
Sleep ! • 

* And thou hast had thy store of tendcrest' 
names ; 

The very sweetest. Fancy culls or 
frames. 

When thankfulness of heart is strong, 
and deep ! 

Dear Bosom- child we call thee, that dost 
steep 

In rich reward all suffering ; Balm that 
tames « 
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All anguish ; 'Saint that evil thoughts and 
aims 

Takest away* and into souls dost creep, 

Like to a breeze from heaven. Shall 1 
alone, 

I surely not a man ungeiitly made. 

Call thee worst T\Taiit by which Flesh 
IS crost ? 

Perverse, self-willed to own and to 
disown. 

Mere slave of them who never for thee 
prayed. 

Still last to come where tluni art wanted 
most ! 

XIV 

TO SI-EEP 

A Fi-OCK of sheep that Icisnrelv pass by. 

One after one ; the sound of rain, and 
bees 

Murmuring ; the fall of rivers, winds and 
seas. 

Smooth fields, white sheets oi water, and 
pure sky ; 

1 have thought of all by turns, and yet 
d<} lie 

Sleepless ! and soon tlie small birds' 
melodics 

Must hear, first uttered from my orchard 
trees 

And the first eurkon’s melancholy cry. 

Even thus last night, and two nights 
more, 1 lay. 

And could nt»t win thee. Sleep ! by any 
stealth ; 

So do not let me wear to-night away : 

Without Thee what is all the morning’s 
wealth ? 

Come, blessed barrier between day and 
day, 

Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous 
health 1 


XV 

THE WILD DUCK'S NEST 

The In) penal Consort of the Fairy-king 
a sylvan bower ; or gorgeous 
ceil 

With emerald floored, and with pur- 
pureal shell 

Ceilinged and roofed ; that is so fair 
a thing 

As this low structure, for the tasks of 
Spring, 

Prepared b'y one who loves the buoyant 
swell 

pf the brisk waves, yet here consents to 

{ ^well ; , 

'Add spreads in steadfast peace her brood- 
ing wing. 

IVords panviot pajnt '(he o'ershadowing 
yew-tree bough* 


And dlml:^-gleaipih|; Nest, — a hdlo4r 
cK)wn ' 

Of golden leaves inlaid with silver down. 

Fine as the mother's softest nluines 
allow : . ‘ 

I gazed — and, self-accused while 'gazing, 
Sighed 

For human -kind, weak slaves of cufq^ 
brous pride I 

XVI ^ 

W-RITTEN UPolj A BLANK LEAF IN ^THE 
COMPLETE ANGLEJt” 

While flowing rivers yield a blameless 
sport. 

Shall live the name of Walton : Sage 
benign I 

Whose pen, the mysteries of the rod and 

^ IlKC 

Ihirolcloig, did not fruitlessly exhort 

To reverend watching ol each # still 
report 

That Nature utiers from her rural shrine. 

Meek, nobly versed jiit simple discip- 
,Uiie — . , 

He found tha4jpngest summer day too 
short, 'A , ^ 

To his loved-pastime given by sedgy Lee, 

Or clovm the tempting maze of ShaWford 
brook — ' 

Fairer than life itself, in this sweet Book, 

The cowslip-bank and shady willow-tree ; 

And the fresh meads — where flowed, 
from every nook 

Of his full bosom, gladsome Piety t 

XVII 


TO THE POET, JOHN DYER 

Bard of the Fleece, whose skilful genius 
made 

That work a living landscape fair and 
bright ; 

Nor hallowed less with musical delight 

Than those soft scenes through wh|p%[§|y 
childhood strayed, ^ 

Those southern tracts of Cambria, **dpep 
embayed. 

With green hills fenced, wifh ocean's 
murmur lull'd;** 

Though hasty fame hath man;^ a chaplet 
culled 

For worthless brows, while in the pensive 
shade 

Of cold neglect she leaves thy head 
un graced, 

Yet pure and powerful minds, hearts 
meek and still, 

A grateful few, shall love thy modest 

Long as the shepherd’s bleating fipek 
shall stray 

O’er naked Snow’don’s wide gerial waste ; 

Long as the thrush shall pipe on Cron gar 
Hill I 
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ON THE DETRACtlON WKtCH FOl?LOWED 
THE FUDLICATION OF A CERTAIN POEM 

• • 

See MU^’s Sonnet, beginning “A 12ook was 
tirit of late called ' Tetrachordon.* *’ 

Book came forth of late. callM 
Peter Bell ; • 

Not negligent the style ; — the matter ? 
——good 

As aught that song records of Robin 
Hood 

Or Roy, renowned through many a 
Scottish dell ; * I 

But some (who brook those hackficyecl 
themes full well. 

Nor heat, at Tam o* Shanter's name, 
their blood) • . 

Waxed wroth, and with foul a 

harpy broodT 

On and Hero clamorously fell. 

Heed not, wild Kovei'*oiice tJirough 
heath and flcii. 

Whoinaci’stat l^gtn the better life thy 
choioe, • ^ineii 

Heed not suen onset ! ^ay, if praise of 
To thee appear nAt^n imniganiii^ voice. 
Lift up that grey-haired torehoti^i, and 
rejo^je 

In the just tribute of thy Poet’s pen ! 

XIX 

Grief, thou hast lost an ever ready friend 
Now that the cottage Spinning-wliccl 
is mute ; 

And Care — a comforter that best could 
suit 

Her froward mood, and softliest repre- 
hend ; 

And Love — a charmej’s voice, that used 
to lend. 

More efficaciously than aught that flows 
bjnp harp or lute, kind influence to com - 
JPPpose 

The throbbing pulsp — else troubled 
without end : 

Byen Joy could tell, Joy craving truce 
^ and rest [sedate 

From hep own overflow, what power 
Gn those revolving motions did await 
Assiduously — to soothe her aching breast : 
And, to a point of just relief, abate ^ 
The mantling ^iumphs of a day tAo 
blest. •• , 

XX 

TO S. 11, 

Excuse is ne^less whqp with love 
sincere 

Of occupation, n^ by fasliion led. 

Thou turn’st wheel that slept with 
dust o’etspread ; 


My nerves from no such murmur shrink* 
— tho’ near. 

Soft as the Dorhawk's to a distant car, 
When twilight sliadc^ darken the moun- 
tain's bead. 

Each She who toils to spin our vital 
thread 

Might smile on wrirk, O Lady, once so 
dear 

To household virtues. Venerable Art, 
'Totn from the Poor 1 yet shall kind 
Heaven i>rotcct 

Its own ; though Rulers, with undue 
•Tespcct, 

Trusting to crowded factory and mart 
And proud cSscoveries of the intellect. 
Heed not the pillage of man’s ancient 
heart. 

XXI 

COMPOSED IN ONE OF THE VALLEYS OF 
WESTMORELAND, ON EASTER SUNDAY 
With each recurrence of this glorious 
morn 

That saw the Saviour in his human 
frame 

Rise from the dead, ercwhile the Cottage- 
dame 

Put on fresh raiment — till that hour 
unworn : 

Domestic hands the home-bred wool 
bad shorn, 

And she who span it culled the daintiest 
fleece, 

In thoughtful reverence to the Prince of 
Peace, 

Whose temples bled beneath the platted 
thorn. 

A blest estate when piety sublime 
These humble props disdained not ! 0 

green dales ! 

Sad mav / be who heard your^sabbath 
• chime 

When Art’s abused inventions vrere un- 
known ; 

Kind Nature’s various wealth was all 
your own ; 

And benefits were weighed in Reason's 
scales ! 

XXII 

DEC.AY OF PIETY 

Oft have 1 seen, ere Time had ploughed 
niv cheek, 

I Matrons and Sires — who. punctual to the 
call ^ 

Of their loved Church, on fast or festival 
Through t'lie long year the House of 
Prayer would seek : 

By Christmas snows, by visitation bleak 
Of Easter winds, unscared, from hut or 
hall [stall. 

They came to lowly bench or sculptured 
But with one fervour of devotion meek. 
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1 see the places where tfiey once were 
known, 

And ask, surrounded even by kneeling 
crowds, 

•Is ancient Piety for ever flown ? 

Alas ! even then they seemed like fleecy 
clouds 

That, struggling through the western sky, 
have won 

Their pensive light from a departed sun ! 

XXIII 

OOMPOSED OM THE EVE OF THE MARRIAGE 
OF A FRIEND IN THE VALE OF G’^AS- 
• MERE, i8i2 

What need of clamorous bells, or ribands 
gay, [grace ? 

These humble nnx^tials to proclaim or 
Angels of love, look down upon the place ; 
Shod on the chosen vale a sun -bright 
day ! 

Yet no proud gladness would the Bride 
display 

Even for such promise ; — serious is her 
face. 

Modest her mien : and she, whose 
thoughts keep pace 

With gentleness, in that becoming way 
Will thank voii. Faultless does the 
Maid appear ; 

No disproportion iii her soul, no strife : 
But, when the closer view of wedded life 
Hath shown that nothing human can be 
clear 

From frailty, for that insight may the 
Wife 

To her in diligent Lord become more dear. 

XXIV 

FROM THE ITALIAN OF MICHAEL ANGELO 
I 

Yes ! hope may with my strong desire 
keep pace, . 

And I be undcluded, unbetrayed : 

For if of our aifertions none finds jr-acc 
In sight of Heaven, then, wherefore hath 
?Njod made 

The world which we inhabit ? Better 
pica 

Love cannot have, than that in loving 
thee 

Glory to that eternal Peace is paid. 

Who such divinity to thee imparts 
As hallows and makes pure all gentle 
hearts. 

His hope isf^treacherous only whose love 
dies 

With beauty, which is varying every 
hour ; [power 

' But, in chaste heart uninfluenced by the 
Of outward change, there blooms a 
deathless flower. 

That breathes on earth the air of paradise. 


^ • . ■ XXV ■ 

i FROM THE SAME 
II 

No mortal object did these '^yes Bhhold 
When first they met the placid light of 
thine. 

And my Soul felt her destiny divine, ^ 
And hepe of endless peace in mo grbw 
bold: 

Heaven-born, the Soul % heaven-ward 
course mu^t hold ; 

Beyond the visible world she soars to 
seek 

(For what delight: the sense is false and 
V..eak ) 

Ideal Form, the universal mould. 

The wise man, i affirm, can find no rest 
In that ',/hich perishes : nor will be Irni 
His^he^l^t to aught which doth on time 
defend. 

*Tis sense, unbridled will, and not true 
love. 

That kills the soul : love.betters whi^t is 
best, 

Even* here befow, but more in heaven 
above. ‘ ' 

.. ' XXVI 

FROM* THE SAMF. 'tO THE SUPREME 
BEING 
III 

The prayers I make will then be sweet 
indeed 

If Thou tlie spirit give by which 1 pray i 
My unassisted heart is barren clay. 

That of its native self can nothing feed : 
Of go^id and pious works thou art the 
seed. 

That quickens only where thou say’st it 
may : 

Unless Thou shew to us thine own true 
way 

No man can find it : Father ! Thou nsfigt 
lead. 

Do Thou, then, breathe those thoughts 
into my mind 

By which such virtue may in me be 
bred 

That in thy holy footstep:; 1 may 
tread ; 

The fetters of my tongue do Thou unbind, • 
That I may have the power to sing of 
thee, 

“And sopnd thy praises Everlastingly, 
XXVH 

Surprised by joy — ^impatient as the 
Wind 

I turned to share the transport — Oht 
with whom 

But Thee, deep buried in the silent tomb» 
That spot which no vicissitude can find ? 
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Love, faithful love, recalled thee to my 
^ mind — 

But liow could 1 forget thee ? Through 
what power, 

Even iQt thcjeast division of an hour. 
Have I Iteen so beguiled as to be blind 
To my* most grievous loss ? — That 
thought’s ret lira 

Wn^ the worst pai^g that sorrow ever* 
bore, * 

Save one. one only, when I stood forlorn, 
Knowing my heart’s best treasure was no 
more ; ^ 

That neither# present time, nor years 
unborn 

Could to my sight thift heavenly face 
restore. ^ 

XXVIII 

MnTHOtroHT I saw the footstep'^# or a 
yircme 

Which mists and vapours from niine eyes 
did shroud - - '• 

Nor \icw of imglit sit thereon 

allowed ; ^ , 

But all tlie*Slep^and groiyi4 about were 
strowu , - u • 

With sights the rucfiulcst^hat flesL and 
bone • t 

Ever put mi ; a miserable crowtl. 

Sick, hale, old, young, who cried before 
that cloud. 

Thou art cmr king, O Death I to thee 
we groan.” 

Those steps I clomb ; the mists before 
me gave 

Smooth way ; and I beheld the face of 
one 

Sleeping alone within a mossy cave, 

With her face up to heaven ; that seemed 
to have 

Pleasing remembrance of a thought fore- 
gone ; 

A ^jjjjjpp^y Beauty in a summer grave ! 

XXIX 

' NOVEMBER, 1836 

* II 

Even so fdl* me a Vision sanctified 
The sway of Death ; long ere mine eyes 
had seen ^ 

Thy countenance — the still rapture of thv , 
mien — 

When thou, dear Sister 1 wert «b#come 
Death’s Bride : 

No trace of pain or languor could abide 
That change : — age on thy brow was 
^oothed— thy cold 

Wan cheek at dnee was {frivileged to 
unfold - 

A loveliness to living youth denied. 

W*P. 


Oh ! if within hope should e’er decline^ 
The lamp of laith, lost Friend ! too 
‘ faintly burn ; 

Then may that heaven -revealing smile of 
thine. 

The bright assurance, visibly return : 
And let my spirit in that power divine. 
Rejoice, as, through that power, it ceased 
to mourn. 

XXX 

It is beauteous evening, calm and free. 
The holy time is quiet as a Nun 
Breathless with adoration ; the broad 

SUll 

Is sinking down in its tranquillity ; , 

The gentleness of heaven broods o’er the 
Sea : 

Listen ! the mighty Being is aivakc. 
And doth with his eternal motion make 
A sound like thunder — everlastingly. 
Dear Child ! dear Girl ! that walkcst 
with me here. 

If thou appear untouched by solemn 
thought, 

Thv nature is not therefore less divine : 
Thon best in Abraham’s bosom all the 
year ; 

And worship st at the Temple’s inner 
shrine, 

God being with thee when we know it not. 

XXXI 

Where lies the Land to which yon Ship 
must go ? 

Fresh as a lark niountiiig at break of day, 
Festively she puts forth in trim array ; 
Is she for tropic suns, or polar snow ? 
What boots the inquiry ? — Neither friend 
nor foe 

She cares for ; let her trai'el where she 
may. 

She finds familiar names, a beaten way 
Even before her, and a wind to blow. 

Yet still I ask, what haven is her mark ? 
And, almost as it was when ships wore 
rare, 

(From time to time, like Pilgrims, here 
and there ^ 

Crossing the waters) doubt, and some- 
thing dark. 

Of the old Sea some reverential fear, 

Is with me at thy farewell, joyous Bark I 

XXXII 

With Ships the sea was sprinkled far 
and nigh. 

Like stars in heaven, and jdyously it 
showed 

Some lying fast at anchor in the road. 
Some veering up and down, one knew 
not why. 

A goodly Vessel did I then espy 
Come like a giant from a haven broad s 
P 
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And lui&tily along the t9^y she strode. 
Her tackling rich, and of apparel high. 
This Ship was naught to me, nor 1 to her. 
Yet I pursued her with a Lover's look ; 
Thia Ship to all the rest did I prefer : 
When Mdll she turn, and whither ? She 
will Inrook 

No tarrying ; where She comes the 
winds must stir : 

On went She, and due north her journey 
. took. 

xxxiii 

y The world is too much with us ; late 
and soon, 

Getting and spending, we lay waste 
our powers : ’ 

Little we see in Nature that is ours : 

|We have given our hearts away, a 
sordid boon ! 

This Sea that bares her bosom to the 
moon ; 

The winds that wnll be howling at all 
hours. 

And are up -gathered now like sleeping 
< -flowers ; I 

,M‘tor this, for everything, we are out of 
4;irV*'^’*tune ; 

lit nio’ves us not.— Great God \ I’d rather 
be 

^ A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn ; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 

> Have glimpses that would make me 
• & less forlorn : 

^^\Have sight of Proteus rising from the 

^ Or hear old Triton blow liis wreathM 
horn. 

XXXIV 

VOLANT Tribe of Bards on earth arc 
found. 

Who, while the flattering iJephyrs round 
them plav. 

On " colgnes of vantage ” hang their 
nests of clay; 

•How quickly 'from that aery hold 
unbound. 

Dust for oblivion ! To the solid ground 
Of nature trusts the Mind that builds 
for aye ; 

Convinced that there, there only, she 
can lay 

Secure foundations. As the year run^ 
round, 

Apart she toils within the chosen riii^f' ; 
While the stars shine, or while day’s 
purple eye 

Is gently closing with the flowers of 
spring ; 

Where even the motion of an Angel’s 
wing 

Would interrupt the intense tranquillity 
Of silent hills, and more than silent sky. 


xxx\ 

**WaAK is the will of IteTb hts judg* 
ment blind ; ^ 

** Remembrance p^secut^s, 
betrays ; » 

“ Heavy is woe ; — ^and joy, for.human* 
kind, 

•* A mournful thing, so transient is the 
Blaze!” ^ 

Thus might he paint our lot of mortal 
days , 

Who wants the glorious faculty tjil^igned 
To elevate the more-than-reasoning 
Mind. 

And colour life'j dark cloud with orient 
'‘rays. 

Imagination is that sacred power. 
Imagination lofty and refined : 

’Tis h'ers to pluck the amaranthine 
b flower 

Of I^th, and round the Sufferer’s tem- 
ples bind 

Wreaths that endure affliction’s heaviest 
shower, 

And do not shrink frbin sorrow’s keenest 
' wind. - 

XXXVI 

TO THC MEMORV OP RAISLEV CALVERT 

Calvfrt ! it must not be ^'nheard by 
them 

Who may respect my name, that I to 
thee . 

Owed many years of early liberty. = 
This rar€‘ was thiiic w'hen sickness did 
condemn 

Thy youth to hopeless w-asting, root 
and stem — 

That" I, if frugal and severe, might stray 
Where'er 1 liked ; and finally array ^ 
My temples with the Muse’s diadem. 
Hence, if in freedom 1 have loved the/ 
truth ; . 

If there be aught of pure, or gOQ^, dr 
great, 

In riiy past verse ; or shall be, in the lays 
Of higher mood, which now I meditate; — 

It gladdens me, O worthv, short-lived, 
Youth ! 

To think how much of thU^will be thy 
praise. 

PAI^T II 
1 

Scoi^ not the Sonneri Critic, you have 
Yrowned, 

Mindless of its just honours ; this 

: i«®y 

I Shakspeare unlocked his heart , the 
! melodhT <i * 

; Of this small lute gave ease to PetraTdh’s 
• wound ; (sound ; 

! A thousand times this pipe did Tasso 
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. With it Campeii9 soothed an exile*s 

Brief: 

The bonnet glittered a gay myrtle leaf 
Amid the cypress with which Dante 
•rowncxl 

His visionary brow : a glow-worm lamp, 
It cheered mild Spenser, called from 
Faery-land 

Tm straggle through dark way^; and, 
when a damp 

Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand 
The Thing beCftime a trumf»et ; whence he 
blew 

Soul-animaMng strains — alas, text few ! 

n • / 

How sweet it is, when mother Fancy 
rocks 

The wayward brain* to saunter ■throiigh 
a wood ! * 9 

An old place, full of many a lovply 


•brood, 
11 trees, | 


Tall trees, green arbour:* and grtmiid- | 
flowers In f|^)cks ; 

And wild rose ti|i-tne upon hawthorn 
stocks. • • 

Like a bold Gitl, who ^lays licr agile 

pranks • # 

At Wakes and Fajfs witli wandering 
Mountebanks, — • 

When she stands cresting the Clown’s 
head, and mocks 

^ The crowd beneath her. Verily I 

think, 

Such place to me is sometimes like a 
dream 

Or map of the whole world : thoughts, 
link by link. 

Enter through ears and eyesight, with 
such gleam 

Of all things, that at last in fear I shrink, 

. And leap at once from tlie delicious 
\ stream. 

Ill 

TO B. R. HAYDON 

HiQH is our calling, Friend 1 — Creative 
Art 

(Whether the instrument of words she 
use. 

Or pencil f regnant with ethereal hues,) 

Demands the service of a mind and heart. 

Though sensitive, yet, in their weakest 
part, 

Heroically fashkvied to infuse 

Faith in the whispers of the tonely 
Muse, 

While the whole world scenes adverse 
to desert. 

An^, ^h ! when j^ature sifil^, as oft she 
may, 

Throat) lon^-Uved|ipressure of obscure 


Still to be etrenuQus for the bright 
reward* 

And in the soul ad'mit of no decay, 

Brook no continuance of weak-minded- 
ness — * 

Great is the gloryi for the strife is hard I 
IV 

Froju the dark chambers of dejection 
freed. 

Spurning the unprofitable yoke of cape* 
*Ri^, Gillies, rise : the gales of youth 
shall bear 

Thy genius forward like a winged steed. 
Thoflgh bold Bellerophon (so Jove 
decreed 

In wrath) felf headlong from the fields 
of air. 

Yet a rich guerdon w.'iits on minds that 
dare. 

If anght be in them of immortal seed, 
And reason govern that audacious flight 
WWbich heaven-ward they direct. —Then 
droop not thou, 

Krr<»ncoiisly renewing a sad vow 
In the low dell 'mid Koslin’s faded 
grove : 

A clieerlul life is what the Muses love, 
A soaring spirit is their prime delight. 

V 

Fair Prime of life ! were it enough to 
gild 

With ready sunbeams every straggling 
shower ; 

And, if ail unexpected cloud should 
lower. 

Swiftly thereon a rainbow arch to 
build 

For Fancy’s errands, — then, from fields 
half-tilled 

Gathering green weeds , to mix with . 
poppv flower, 

Thel might thy Minions crown, and 
chant thy power. 

Unpitied by the wise, all censure stilled. 
Ah ! show that worthier honours are 
thy due ; 

Fair I’rime of life ! arouse the deeper 
heart ; 

Confirm the Spirit glorying to pursue 
Some path of steep ascent and lofty aim ; 
And, if there be a joy that slights the 
claim 

' ^Of grateful memory, bid that jdy depart. 

• VI 

I WATCir, and long have watcheeff with 
calm regret 

Yon slowly-sinking star — immprfgl Sirp 
(So might he seem) of all the glittering 
quire ! 

Blue ether still surrounds him — yet — 
and yet ; 
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But now the horizon’s rocky parapet 

Is reached, where, forfeiting his bright 
attire. 

He burns — transmuted to a dusky fire — 

Then^ pays subiAissively the appointed 

To the flying moments, and is seen no 
more. 

Angels and gods ! We struggle with 
our fate. 

While health, power, glory, from /heir 
height decline, 

.Depressed ; and then extinguished : and 
our state, ^ 

, In this, how different, lost Star, from 
thine, 

That no 
restore 


Cool air I breathe) while the unineux^f.- 

• leered Mind 

By some weak aims at services assigned 

To gentle Natures, thanks not Heaven 
amiss. • , • 

ix' 

Not Love, not War, zior the tumultuous 
swell 

Of civil conflict, nor the wrecks of 
change. 

Nor Duty struggling With afflictions 
strange — ^ 

Not these alone inspire the tuneful shell ; 

But where untroubled peace and concord 
^dwell, 


to-morrow shall our beams j “'s'* •? the Mum not loth to rmge, 

p I I Watching the twilight smoke of cot 


or, grange. 

Skyward ascending from a woody dell. 
Meeki^<*spirations please her, lone endea- 
vour, ^ 

And sage content, and placid melancholy; 
She loves to ^aze upon a crystal river— 
Diaphanous because -travels slowly ; 

o.-Xe. ..I _i X— 


ever ; 

The flower of ^'swef te^t smell is shy and 


Jowlv.- 


VI T 

I HEARD (alas ! ’t w'as oiilv in a dream) 

Strains— which, as sage Antiquity be- 
lieved, m 

By waking ears ha\'e sometimes been 

received [stream ; , ^ ^ 

Wafted adown the wind from lake or : Sol*' is thejnusic tha(;^ would charm for 
A most melodious requiem, a supreme 
And perfect harmony of notes, achieved 
By a fair Swan on drowsy billows heaved, 
o'er which her pinitins shed a silver 
gleam. 

For is she not the votary of Apollo ? 

And knows she not. singing as he inspires. 

That bliss awaits her which the ungenial 
Hollow 1 

Of the dull earth partakes nut, nor 
desires ? 

Mount, tuneful Bird, and join the im- 
mortal quires 1 

She soared — and 1 awoke, struggling 
ill vain to follow. 


X 


VIII 

RETIHEMENT 


l¥ tbe wbcAc weight. wYvat we IbinlE 
and Icel , 

Save only far as thought and feeling 
blend 

With action, were as nothing, patriot 
Friend ! 

From thy remonstrance would be no 
appeal ; 

But to promote and fortify the weal 
Of our own Being is her paramount end 
A truth ^hich they alone shall compre- 
hend • 

Who shun the mischief which they 
' cannot heal. [bliss : 

Peace in these feverish times is sovereign 
Here, vrith no thirst but what the stream 
can ^ake, 

' And startled only by the rustling brake, 
t See the Phndon of Plato, by which this 
. Sonnet was suggested. « 


Mark the concentred hazels that enclose 
You old grey Stone, protected from 
the ray 

Of noon- tide suns : — and even the^' 
beams that play 

And glance, while wantonly the rough 
wind blows, [grows 

Arc seldom free to touch the moss that 
Upon that roof, amid embowering gloom. 
The very image framing of a Tomb, 

In which some ancient Chieftain finds 
repose 

Among the lonely mountains. — Live, ye 
trees I 

( And t'hon, grey Stone, the pefizive 
likeness keep 

Of a dark chamber where the Mighty 
sleep ; [bends 

For more than Fancy to the influence 
When solitary Nature condescends 
To mimic Time’s forlorn huiflanities. 

XI 

1«COMPOSED AFTER A JOURNEY ACROS^ 
THE HAMBLETON YORKSHIRE 

Dari? and more ^dark the shades of 
evening fell : 

The wushed-for point was reached — but 
at an hour 

When little could be gained froth that 
rich dower 

Of prospect, ivherehf many thousands 
. teU. 
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did the glowing west with marvellous 
power ^ • 

Salute us ; there stood Indian citadel, * 
Temple of GreecCr and minster with its 
t<^Mer * 

Substantially ex:pressed — a place for bell 
Or clock to toll from 1 Many a tempting 
isle, 

With groves that never were imagined, 
lay 

’Mid seas how^teadfast ! objects all for 
the eye • 

Of silent rapture ; but we felt the while 
We should Torget them ; they are of 
the sky, • 

And from our earthly mem or > ^ade 
away. 

XII 

** they are of the sky, • f 

And from our earthly memory fad A way." 

Thosb words were uttered as in pensive 
mood • 

We turned, departing from that solemn 
sight : • 

A contrast and reproach tc^lrrosscledpht. 
And life’s uu4>iritiial Pleasures daily 
wooed 1 * * m 

But now upon thiit thought I (aimot 
brood ; 

It is unstable as a dream of night ; 

Nor will I praise a cloud, however bright, 
► Disparaging Man’s gifts, and ^ proper 
food. 

Grove, isle, with every shape of sky-built 
dome. 

Though clad in colours beautiful and 
pure. 

Find in the heart of man no natural 
home : 

The immortal Mind craves objects that 
endure ; 

These cleave to it ; from these it cannot 
loam, 


Ncft they from it : 
secure. 


their fellowship is 


:v 


> XIII 

SEPTEMBER. 1815 

While n#t a leaf seems faded ; while 
the fields. 

With ripening harvest prodigally fair. 

In brightest sunshine bask ; this nippine I 
air, • 

Sent from somh distant clime where 
Winter wields 

His icy scimitar, a foretaste yields 

Of bitter change, and bids the flowers 
beware ; 

And^hispers to the silent*birds, Pre- 
pare 

Against the tbfeatening foe your 
trustiest shields.” 


For me, who under kindlier laws belong 
To Nature’s tuneful quire, this rustling 
dry 

Through leaves yet green, and yon 
crystalline sky, • 

Announce a season potent to renew. 

Mid frost and snow, the instinctive joys 
of song. 

And nobler cares than listless summer 
knew. 

1 • 

XIV 

KOVEMURR 1 

How*clcar. how kfcn, how marvellously 
bright 

The effluence •from yon distant moim- 
taiii’s head. 

Which, strewn with snow smooth as 
the sky can shed, 

Shines like another sun— on mortal 
sight 

I Uprisen, as if to check approaching 
Night, 

And all her twinkling stars. Who now 
would tread. 

If so he might, yon mountain’s glittering 
head — 

Terrestrial, but a surface, by the flight 
Of sad mortality’s earth-sullying wing, 
Unswept, unstained ? Nor shall the 
aerial Powers 

Dissolve that beauty, destined to endure. 
White, radiant, spotless, exquisitely 
pure. 

Through all vicissitudes, till genial 
Spring 

Has filled the laughing vales with wel- 
come flowers. 

XV 

COMPOSED DURING A STORM 
One who was Buttering tumult in his soul 
Vet lavYuA to seek the sure lehef of 
prayer, 

Went forth — his course surrendering 
to the care. 

Of the fierce wind, while mid-day light- 
nings prowl 

Insidiously, untimely thunders growl ; 
While trees, dim-seen, in frenzied num- 
bers, tear 

The lingering remnant of their yellow hair. 
And shivering wolves, surpmsed with 
darkness, howl 

As if the sun were not. He raised his eye*^ 
Soul-smitten ; for, that instant, dud 
appear 

Large sp 2 ..ce (mid dreadful clouds) of 
purest sky. 

An azure cisc — shield of Tranquillity : 
Invisible, nnlooked for, minister 
Of providential goodness ever nigh f 
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XVI 

TO A SNOW-DROP 

Lone Flower, hemmed in with snows 
and white as they 

But hardier lar, \mce more 1 see thee 
bend 

Thy forehead, as if fearful to offend. 

Like an unbidden guest. Though day 
by day, 

Storms, sallying from the moimt.iin-tops, 
way-lay • ^ 

The rising siin, and on the plains descend; 
Yet art thou welcome, welcome as a 
friend i 

■Whose zeal t)utruiis his promise ! Blue- 
eyed May t 

Shall soon behold this border thicklv set 
With bright jonquils, thoir (ul'iurs lavish- 
ing 

On the soft west-wind and his frolic 
peers ; 

Nor will I llien thy modest grace h^rget. 
Chaste Snow-drop, veiitiir<nis harbinger 
of Spring, 

And pensive monitor of fleeting j’cars ! 

XVII 

TO TIIF LADY MARY I.OWTIIf.R 
Wiffi a selection from the IVierns of Anne, 
Countess of Wiiidiilsor: ; and extracU of 
similar character from other Wi iters ; traiis- 
cribcid by a female friend. 

Lady ! I rifled a Parnassian Cave 
(But seldom trod) of mildly-gleaming ore; 
And culled, from sundry beds, a lucid 
store 

Of genuine crystals, pure as those that 
pave 

The azure brooks, w'hcrc Dian joys to lave 
Her spotless limbs ; and ventured to 
explore 

Dim shades — for reliques, upon Lathe’s 
shore. 

Cast up at random by the sullen w'ave. 
To female hands the treasures \«'ere 
resigned ; 

And lo this Work 1 — a grotto bright and 
clear 

From stain or taint ; in which thy 
blameless mind 

May feed on thoughts though pensive 
not austere ; 

Or, if thsb4eeper spirit be inclined 
To holy musing, it may enter here. • 

XVIII 

TO LADY BKAUMONT 

Lady ! the songs of Spring were in 
the ^ove 

While 1 was shaping beds for winter 
flowers ; 


While I was planting gr^ unfadi^ 

• bowers, 

And Shrubs — to hang upon the warm 
alcove, 

And sheltering wall ; and still, as Fancy 
wove * 

The dream, to time and nature's blended 
powers 

I gavij, this paradise for winter bouie, . 

A labyrinth. Lady 1 which your feet 
shall rove. 

Yes ! when tjae sun of IWfe more ^eliy 
shines, ^ 

Becoming thoughts, I trust, of solemn 
gloom j 

Or tf high gladness you shall hither 
bring ; 

A nd these perennial bowers and murmur- 
iiift pines 

Be^grwiious as the music and the bloom 

Aiifi aC the mighty ravishmcMit of spring. 


7 //y A’/ Kv* « pleasure in poetic pains 
Which only Poets knom ,~’t was rightly 
isaid ; r t ^ 

Whom cmild the Muses elre allure to ,read 
Their smoothast paths, to wear their 
lightest chains ? 

\\'hen* hap]>iest Faffcy has inspired the 
strains, *■' 

How oft the malice of one luckless word 
J^ursiies the Knthiisiast lo the social 
board, 

Haunts him belated on the silent plains 1 
Yet he rci>ines not, if his thought stand 
clear. 

At last, of hindrance and obscurity. 
Fresh as the star that crowns the 
brow of mom; 

Bright, speckless, as a softly-moulded 
tear 

The moment it has left the virgin’s eye. 
Or rain -drop lingering on the pointed 
thorn. 

XX 

The Shepherd, looking eastward, softly 
said, 

“ Bright is thy veil, O Moon, as thoq 
art bright ! ” 

Forthwith, that little cloud, in ether 
spread 

I And penetrated all with tender light, 
ihe cast away, and shpwed her fulgent 
hfad 

Uncovered ; dazzling the Beholder’s 
sight 

As if to vindicate her beauty’s right. 

Her beauty thoughtlessly disparaged. 
Meanwhile that veil, reftnoved or thrown 
aside, . [went ; 

Went floating from ner, darkening it 
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Jlltd a huge ma:nS, to bury or to hidei ^ 
Approached this glory o£ the hrmamcut; 
Who meekly yields, and is obscured — 
(intent 

With dne calm triumph of a modest 
piide. 

XXI 

When haughty expectations pfostrato 
lie. 

And grandeur crouches like a guilty 
thing, • 

Oft shall th(klowly weak, till nature bring 
Mature release, in fair society 
Survive, and Fortune's utmost anger 
try ; ' 

Like these frail snow-drops that together 
cling, 

And nod their helmets, smittoif uy the 
wing ^ 9 

Of many a furious whirl-blast sweeping 

%y- 

Observe the faithful floJ^ers f if small 
to great • 

May le.'ul the thtwghts, thus struggling 
" used 4('> stanA ** ■ 

The Emathian phalanx, ifoljjv nbbtinalo : 
And so the bri^t* imAioftal 'I'heban 
band, • ^ 

Whom opset, fiercely urged at Jove’s 
coiLiuiaiid, 

flight overwhelm, but could not separate ! 

* XXII 

Hail, Twilight, sovereign of one peaceful 
h our 1 

Not dull art Thou as undisceriiing 
Night ; I 

“But studious only to remove from sight. 
Day’s mutable distinctions. — Ancient 
Power ! 

Thus did the waters gleam, the moun- 
tains lower, 

Tq the rude Briton, when, in wolf -skin 
vest 

Here roving wild, he laid him down 
V to rest 

‘ ^On the bare rock, or through a leafy 
bower 

Looked tfe his eyes were closed. By 
him was seen 

The telf-same Visiou which we now 
behold. 

At thy meek bidding, shadowy PowQ%f 
broui^ht fofMi ; i 

These mighty barriers, and tiYe gulf 
between ; 

The flood, the stars, — a spectacle as old 
As the beginning of the heavens and 
«acth ! • • 

XJfTII 

With how sad steps, O Moon, tliou 
, clxmb’st the sky. 


“ How silently, and with how wan a 
face ! ” 

Where art thou ? Thou so often seen 
on high 

Running among the* clouds a Wood- 
nyinph's race ! 

Unhappy Nuns, whose ctmimou breath ’s 
a sigh 

Which they would stifle, move at such 
apace;*! [chase, 

fl'he northern Wind, to call thee to the 
Must blow to-night his bugJe horn. 
Had I 

Thcepower of Merlin, Goddess 1 this 
should be : 

And all the «tars, fast as the clouds 
were riven, 

Shiuild sally forth, to keep thee company, 
Hurrving and sparkling through the 
clear Idue heaven : 

But, Cynthia ! should to thee the palm 
be given, 

Queen both for beauty and for majesty* 

XXIV 

Lvrv a-^ a dragon's eye that feels the 
stress 

Of a bedimming sleep, or as a lamp 
Suddenly glaring through sepulchral 
damp. 

So burns von Taper ’mid a black recess 
Of luoimtains, silent, dreary, motionless ; 
The lake below reflects it not ; the sky 
Muffled in clouds, affords no company^ 
To mitigate and cheer its loneliness. 

^'el. round the body f>f that joyless 
Thing 

I Which sends so far its melancholy light. 
Perhaps are seated in domestic ring 
A gay society with faces bright. 
Conversing, rending, laughing ; — or they 
sing, [unite. 

While hearts and voices in the song 

XXV 

The stars are mansions built by Nature’s 
hand. 

And. haply, there the spirits of the blest 
Dwell, clothed in radiance, their iinmor* 
tal vest ; 

Huge Oco.'ui shows, within his yellow 
strand, * 

A habitation marvellously planned, 

For life to occupy in love apd rest ; ■ 
All that we see — is dome, or vault, of 
nest. 

Or fortress, reared at Nature’s sage 
coin man d. 

Glad thought for every season 1 but 
the Spring 

Gave it \/hile cares were vtreighing on 
my heart, 

'Mid song of birds, and insects murmur- 
ing; 


» • 
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And whiJe the youthful year’s prolific 
art — 

Of bud, leaf, blade, and flower — was 
fashioning 

Abodes where self-disturbance hath no 
part. 

XXVI 

t Desponding Father ! mark this altered 
bough. 

So beautiful of late, w'ith suns)^in^ 
warmed. 

Or moist with dews ; what more un- 
sightly now, 

][tft blossoms shrivelled, .and its iriiit, 
if formed. 

Invisible ? yet Spring hcV geiii.il brow 
Knits not o’er that discolouring and 
decay 

As false to expectation. Nor fret thou 
At like unlovely iiroress in the May 
Of human life : a Stripling’s gi ar.es 
•f blow. 

Fade and are shed, that from their 
timely fall 

(Misdeem it not a cankerous change) 
may grow 

Rich mellow bearings, that for thanks 
shall call : < 

, In all men, sinful is it to be slow 
. To hope — in I'arents, sinful above all. 

XXVTI 

CAPTIVITY. MARY (ITEFN OK SCOTS 

“ As the cold aspect of a sunless way 
Strikes through the Traveller’s frame 
with deadlier chill. 

Oft as appears a grove, or obvious bill. 
Glistening with imij.irlirijjated ray. 

Or shining slope where he must never 
stray ; 

So jo vs, remembered without wish or 
will. 

Sharpen the keenest edge of present 
ill,— , 

On the crushed heart a heavier burthen 
lav. 

Just Heaven, contract the compass of 
ray mind 

To fit proportion with my altered state ! 
Qu»ich those felicities whose light I And 
. Renected in my bosom all too late ! — 
Qbe mv spirit, like my thraldom, strait ; 
And, like mine eves that stream w'ith 
sorrow, blind ! ” 

XXVIII 

ST. CATHERINE OF LEDBURY 

When human touch (as monkish books 
attest) 

Nor was applied nor could be, Ledbury 
bells 


Broke forth in concert iluhg adown 

• dells, 

And ifpward, high as Malvern’s cloudy 
crest ; *■ 

S-weet tones, and caught ^y g^noble 
Lady blest 

To rapture I Mabel listened at .tlie side 
Of her loved mistress ; sooii the' music 
di^d, 

.And Catherine said, fgm S set Up tUp mt* 
Warned in a dream, the WandereiLlbng 
had sought 4 

A home that by such miracle of sound 
Must be revealed: — she heard it now, 
or felt t 

The Acep, deep joy of a conflding thought; 
And there, a saintly Anchoress, she 
dwelt 

Till she exchanged for heaven that happy 
V grt)iind. 

XXIX , 

“ gives to airy nothing 

A Ioc,)l Ifiibitation and a name.*' ^ 
Though narrow be gtfcat old Man's 
pares, ar^d near, \ 

The poor old ^aii is greatef than he 
seems : «• r • , 

For he hath waking empire, wide as 

du'^ains ; «' 

An ample sovereignty of eye aftd ear. 

I Rich arc his walks with supernatural 
cheer ; 

[ The region of his inner spirit teems 
With vital sounds and monitory gleams 
Of high astonishment and pleHing fear. 

He the seven birds hath seen, that 
I never part. 

Seen the Seven Whistlers in their ^ 
nightly rounds. 

And counted them : and oftentimes ^ 
will start — 

For overhead are sweeping Gabriel’s 
Hounds 

Doomed, with their impious Lord, the 
flying Hart 

To chase for ever, on at*rial grounds J 

XXX 

Four Aery steeds impatient of the rein 
Whirled lis o’er sunless grouna beneath 
a sky 

As void of sunshine, when, fronf that 

• - wide plain, 

/Zlear tops of far-off mouifctams we descry. 
Like a Cierra of cerulean Spain, 

All light and lustre. Did no heart reply ? 
Yes, there was Qne ; — for 0,ne, asunder fly 
The thousand links of 'that ethereal 
chain : ^ ^ « 

«And green vales open out, with grove 
I and held, [Home ; 

And the fair front of many a happy 
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Huch tempting ^pots as into vision come 
While Soldiers, weary of the arms they 
wield ^ • 

And sick at heart of stHfeful Christen- 


Gaze on the moon by parting clouds 
i ret'jipaled. 

^ • XXXI , 

Brook ! whose society the Poet scel^. 
Intent his wasted spirits to renew ; 

And whom tiie curious •Painter doth 


pursue 

Through roffliy passes, among flowery 
creeks, • 

And tracks thee dancing down* thy 
water -breaks ; 

If wish were mine some type of thee to 
view, • 

Thee, and not thee thyself, I woilldi^ot 
do • 

Lik^ Grecian Artists, give thee human 
cneeks, • 

Clliannels for tci^s ; no Naiad should 'st 
thou be, — # 

Have neither timbs, f^it, fcatiicrs, 
joints nor tiairs : • 

It seems the Ktema^ S0.41I \s ch.lhed in 
thee ' 

With purer robes ftian those of flesh 
and olood. 

And hath bestowed on thee a safer good ; 

^ Unwearied joy, and life without its 
cares. 

XXXIl 


COMPOSED ON THE BANKS OF A ROCKY 
STREAM 

, Dogmatic Teachers, of the snow-white 
fur ! 

Ve wrangling Schoolmen, of the scarlet 
hood ! 

Who, with a keenness not to be with- 
stood. 

Press the point home, or falter and demur, 
- \ Checked in your course by many a teasing 
burr ; 

These natural council-seats your acrid 
blooil 

Might cool ; — and, as the Genius of the 
flood 

Stoops^ willingly to animate and spur 

Each lighter function slumbering Mf 
the brain. • * 

Yon eddying balls of foam, these ^Arrowy 
gleams 

That o’er the pavement ^f the surging 
streams 

WellKT and flash, a synod ^night detain 

With subtle speculations, haply vain, 

But surely less so Aan your far-fetched 
themes 1 


XXXTII 

THIS, AND THE TWO FOLLOWING, WERE 
SUGGESTED BY MR. W. WESTALl/s 
VIEWS OF THE CAVES, ETC., IN YORK- 
SHIRE • 

Pure element of waters ! wheresoe'er 
Thou dost forsake thy subterranean 
haunts, 

Green herbs, bright flowers, and b€itry- 
bearing plants, 

Kiss into life and in thy train appear : 
And, through the sunny portion of the 
year, [vants : 

Swife insects shine, thy hovering pursui- 
And, if thy bounty fail, the forest pants ; 
And hart andthind and hunter with his 
spear, 

Languish and droop together. Nor 
unfelt Lnign : 

In man's perturbed soul thy sway be- 
And, haply, far within the marble belt 
Of central earth, where tortured Siiirits 
pine 

For grace and goodness lost, thy mur- 
murs melt 

Their anguish, — and they blend sweet 
songs with thiuc.^ 

XXXIV 

MALIIAM COVE 

Was the aim frustrated by force or guile. 
When giants scooped from out the 
rocky ground. 

Tier under tier, this scmicirque profound ? 
((Hants — the same who built in Erin's 
isle 

That Causeway with incomparable 
toil !) — [wound 

O, had this vast theatric structure 
With finished sweep into a perfect round. 
No mightier work had gained the plau- 
, sive smile 

Of all-bcholding Pbcebus ! But, alas. 

Vain earth ! false world ! Foundations 
must be laid 

In Heaven ; for, 'mid the wreck of is 
and wa.s, [trayed 

Things incomplete and purposes be- 
Make sadder transits o’er thought’s 
optic glass 

Than noblest objects utterly decayed. 

XXXV 
gordale 

At early dawn, or rather when the air 
Glimmers with fading light, and shadow; 
Eve 

Is busiest to confer and to bereave ; 

1 Waters las Mr. Westall informs us in the 
letter-press prefiKed to his admirable views) 
are invariably found to flow through these . 
caverns. 






miscellaneous sonnets 




Then, pensive Votary ! let thy feet 
tcpaip 

To Gotdale-chasm, terrihc as the lair 
Where the young lions couch ; for so, 
by leave • 

Cl the propitious hour, thou niay*st 
perceive 

The local Deity, with oozy hair 
And* mineral crown, beside his jagged 
um, 

Kecumbent : Him thou may's! bch«ld,« 
who hides , 

His lineaments by day, yet there pre- 
sides, f 

Teaching t!ie docile waters how to turn. 
Or (if need be) iiiipodiineiit to spurn. 

And force their passage to the salt -sea 
tides I 

XXXVI 

COMFOSKD UPON WESTMINSTER IJKIDGE, 
SEPT. 3, 1K02 

Earth has not any thing to show more 
fair : 

Dull would he be cf soul who could pass 
by 

A sight so touching in its majesty : 

This City now doth, like a garment, 
wear * 

The beauty of the inoniiiig ; silent, 
bare, 

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and 
temples lie 

Open unto the fields, and to the sky ; 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless 
air. 

Never did sun more beautifully steep 
In his first splendour, vallev, rock, or 
hill ; 

Ne’er saw 1, never felt, a calm so deep ! 
The river glideth at his own sweet will : 
Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep ; 
And all that mighty heart is lying sV^ 1 

XXXVII 

CONCLUSION 
TO 

If these brief Records, by the Muses’ art 
Produced as lonely Nature or the strife 
That animates the scenes of public life ^ 
Inspired, may in thy leisure claim a 
part ; [heart 

And if these Transcripts of the private 
Have gained a sanction from thy 
falling tears : 

Then I repent not. But my soul hath 
fears 

Breathed from eternity ; for as a dart 
Cleaves the blank air. Life flies : nove 
every day [wheel 

Is but a glimmmng spoke in the swift 

t This line alludes to Sonnets which wUl be 
found in another Class. 


Of the revolving week. ^.Away, awayi— 
All fitful cares, all transitory zeal ! 

So timely Grace the immortal wing 
„may heal, ^ ^ 

And honour rest upon the senseless clay. 

PART III 
I 

Tiiour.A the bold wings of Poesy affect 
The clouds, and wheel around the mouii- 
lain tops " lu 

Rejoicing, irom her loftiest height 
drops « 

IVell pleased to skim the plain with 
wild flowers dbekt. 

Or nuisc in solemn grove whose shades 
I>rotect 

The lingering dew — there steals along, 
or^slops 

Wacchilig the least small bird that 
round her hops. 

Or creeping worm, with sensitive recpcct. 
Her function^ arc they therefore less 
divine, c 

Her thoughts less diep, or void of 
Ijrave intent • 

Her siinpleiif •fancies ? Should that 
fear be ^ * 

Aspiring Votary, er% thy hand present 
One offering, kneel before her modest 
shrine. 

With brow in penitential sorrow bent ! 

It 

OXFORD, MAY 30, 1S2O 

Ye sacred Nurseries of blooming Youth ! 
In whose collegiate shelter England’s 
Flowers 

Expand, enjoying through their vcimal 
hours * 

The air of liberty, the light of truth : 
Much h.avc ye suffered from Time’s 
gnawing tooth : 

Yet, O yc si)ires of Oxford ! domes and 
towers 1 

Gardens and groves ! your presence over- 
powers 

The soberness of reason ; till, in sooth. 
Transformed, and rushing on a bold 
exchange, i, 

I slight my own beloved Cam, to range 
Where silver Isis leads in y stripling feet ; 
Pace the long avenue, or glide adown 
•flhe stream-like windings of that glorious 
stmet — • " 

An eager Novice robed in fluttering gown | 

OXFORD, MAY 30, 182O 

SiiAMF. on this faithless heart f 'fhat 
could allow - 

Such transport, though but for a mo- 
meut’s space ; 
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i4ot while — to 4id the spirit^ of thq 
place — ^ . 

The crescent moon clove with its glit- 

tering prow 

The clouds* or night-bird sang from 
shdFdy bough ; 

But ifl plain daylight : — She, too, at 
my side, 

MQio, with her heart’s experience satis- 
fied. • 

Maintains inviolate its slightest vow ! 1 

Sweet Fancy*! other gi^s must I re- 
ceive ; 

Proofs of adiigher sovereignty I claim ; 
Take from her brow the withering 
flowers of eve, • ^ 

And to that brow life’s morning wreath 
restore : 

I.et her be comprehended in the frame 
Of these illusions, or they piq^ise^ no 
more. , ♦ 

• IV 

RECOLLECTIOX OF THE* PORTRAIT OF 
KING IIENRy riGHTir, TRir,’ITY LOpOl-, 
CAMU RIDGE # 

The imperial Stature, thei^)lossal illridc, 
Are yet befo‘'e*iiie ; vpt*df^I behold 
The broad full v&a^e, of amplest 

mould, • ^ 

The ves^nents 'broidered with barbaric 
pride : 

And lo I a poniard, at the Monarch’s 
side, 

Hangs ready to be grasped in sympathy 
With the "keen threatenings of that 
fulgent eve. 

Below the white-rimmed bonaet, far- 
descried. Lniood ? 

Who trembles now at thy capricious 
’Mid those swounding Worthies, haugh- 
ty KinST 

We rather think, with grateful mind 
sedate, 

How Providence educe th, from the 
spring ■ 

Of lawless will, unlooked-for streams 
of good, 

-''W’hich neither force shall check nor 
time abate ! 

• V 

ON THE DEATH OF HIS MAJESTY (GEORGE 
THE THIRD) 

Ward of the Law ! — dread Shadow 

King ! • « 9 

Whose realm had dwindled 'Ho one 
stately room ; 

Whose ui^iverse was gloom immersed 
in gloom, [fling, 

Dariuiess as thjek ^ life o’er life could 
Save haply for some feeble glimmering 
Of Faith and Hop#— if thou, by nature's 
doom. 


Gently hast sunk into the quiet tomb. 

Why shotild we bend in grief, to sorrow 
cling. 

When thankfulness were best ? — Fresh- 
flowing tears, ^ * 

Or, where tears flow not, sigh succeeding 
sigh. 

Yield to such after-thought the sole 
reply 

Which justly it can claim. The Nation 

I hoars 

|'ln*this deep knell, silent for threescore 
years, , 

An unexampled voice of awful memory ! 
^ VI 

• JUNF, 1820 

Famic tells of groves — from England 
far awav — 

('•roves 1 that inspire the Nightingale to 
trill 

And modulate, with subtle reach of skill 

IClsewhere unmatched, her ever-varying 
lay ; 

Such bold report 1 venture to gainsay : 

For I have heard the quire of Richmond 
hill 

Chanting, with indefatigable bill. 

Strains that recalled to mind a distant 
day ; 

When, haply under shade of that same 
wood. 

And scarcely conscious of the dashing 
oars 

Plied steadily between those willowy 
shores, 

The sweet-souled I‘oet of the Seasons 
sti)od — 

Listening, and listening long, in raptu- 
rous mood. 

Ye heavenly Birds ! to your Progenitors. 

VII 

• A PARSONAGE IN OXFORDSHIRE 

Where holy ground begins, unhallowed 
ends, 

Is marked by no distinguishable line ; 

The turf unites, the pathways inter- 
twine ; 

And, wheresoe'er the stealing footstep 
tends. 

Garden, and that Domain where kindred, 
friends. 

And neighbours rest together, here 
confound 

Their several features, mingled like 
the sound 

Of many v'^aters, or as evening blends 

With shady night. Soft airs, from 
shrub and flower. 

Waft fragrant greetings to each silent 
grave ; 

I Wtllachia is the country alluded ta 
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And while those lofty poplars gently 

wavCj 

Their tops, between them comes and 
goes a sky 

, Bright as the glimpses of eternity, 

To saints accorded in their mortal hour. 

VIII 

COMPOSED AMONG THE RUINS OP A CASTLF 
IN NORTH WALES 

' Through shattered galleries, "mid rrof<« 
less halls, 

. Wandering with timid footsteps oft 
betrayed, • 

The Stranger sighs, nor scninlos to 
upbraid , 

Old Time, thougli he, gentlest uniong 
the Thralls 

Of De-stinv, upon tbe^e wounds hath 
laid 

His lenient touches, soft as light that 
falls, 

From the wan Moon, upon the lowers 
and walls. 

Light deepening the profouiidest sleep 
of shade. 

.Relic of Kings ! Wreck of forgotten 
wars. 

To winds abandoned and the prying 
stars. 

Time loves Thee ! at his call the Seasons 
twine 

Luxuriant wreaths around thv fore- 
head hoar : 

And, though past pomp no changes 
can restore, 

A soothing recompcnce, his gift, is 
thine ’ 

IX 

TO THE LADY E. 1 J. AND THE HON. MISS P. 

Composed in the Grounds of Flass Newidd, 
near Llangollen, 2824 ^ 

A Stream, to mingle with your favourite 
Dee. 

Along the Vale of Meditation ' flows ; 
So styled by those flercc Britons, pleased 
to see 

In Nature’s face the expression of re- 
pose ; 

Or haply there some pious hermit chose 
To live’ and die, the peace of heaven 
^ his aim ; 

To whom the wild sequestered region | 
owes. 

At this late day, its sanctifying name. 
Glyn Cafaillg'aroch, in the Cambrian 
tongue. 

In ours, the Vale of Friendship, let 

, ^ this spot 

^ Be named ; where, faithful to a low- 
\ roofed Cot, 

t Glyn MyrvTf 


- 


On Deya's banks, ye Jmve abode ^ 
. long; 

JSistersMn love, a love allowed to climb, 
Even on this earthy above the reach 
of Time ! • - • 


to the torrent at the OE\aL*S BRIDGE, 
f north wales, 1824 

How art thou named ? In search oi 
what stray ge land % 

From what huge height, descending! 

Can such force • 

Of waters issue fr^yn a British source. 

Or Isath not Pincius fed thee, where 
the liand 

Of I’atriots scoop their freedom out, 
with hand 

Dc^iemte as thine ? Or come the 
iHRossant shocks 

From that young Stream, that suites 
the throbbing rocks • 

Of Viamala ? There I seem to stand. 

As in life’s morn ; pci^nAtted to behold, 
Froijj^ the dfcad chasii', woods climb- 
ing abov^ vgot^ds, • * 

In pomp thnt^fadgs ,not ; everlasting 
snows ; * 

And slides that nc^er relinquish their 
repose ; • f 

Such power possess the family of floods 
Over the minds of Poets, young or old I 

XI 

IN THE WOODS OF RYDAL 

W’lLD Redbreast ! hadst thou at Jemi- 
ma’s lip 

Pecked, as at mine, thus boldly. Love 
might say, 

A half-blown rose had tempted thee 
to sip 

Its glistening dews*; but hallowed is 
the clay 

Which the Muse warms ; and I, whose 
head is grey. 

Am not unworthy of thy fellowship ; 
Nor could I let one thought — one mo- 
tion — slip 

That might thy sylvan djiifldenc& 
betray. 

For are we not all His without w’hose 
care 

^vouchsafed no sparroiy , falleth to the 
greund ? 

Who gives his Angels wings to speed 
through air. 

And rolls the planets through the blue 
profound ; 

Then peck dr pefbh, fond Fluttererl 
nor forbear v 

Te trust a Poet in stul musings bound. 
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^HEN PhUo^Ses 'in the LemniAn isfe 
Like a Form sculptured on a monument 
Lay pouched ; on him or his dread | 
' DOW unoent 

Some swild Bird oft might settle and 
beguile 

rigid features of a transient smile. 
Disperse the tear, or to the sigh give 
vent, I 

Slackening the pains of ruthless banish# 
ment • 

From his lav’d home, and from heroic 
' toil. 

And trust that s|firitual Crc^ures 
round us move. 

Griefs to allay which Reason cannot 
" heal : 

Vca, veriest reptiles have sufliced to 
prove m ^ 

To fettered wretchedness, that no Bastilc 
Is Ae^p enough to exclude the light of 
love, ® 

Though man fog brother man has ceased 
to feel. • 

^ • • • 

• xni . * 

■ ttfc • * 

While Anna’s peers and«« early play- 
mates tread, • » 

In freedam, momitaiii-turf and river’s 
marge ; 

Or float with music in the festal barge ; 

0 Rein the proud steed, or through the 
dance are led ; 

Her doom it is to press a weary bed— 
Till oft her guardian Angel, to some 
charge 

More urgent called, will stretch his 
wings at large. 

And friendsg^o rarely prop the languid 
head. 

Vet, helped by Genius — untired com- 
forter. 

The presence even of a stuffed Owl for 
Can cheat the time ; sending her fancy 

" To ivied castles and to moonlight skies. 
Though he can neither stir a plume, 
nor shout ; 

Nor veil, with restless film, his staring 
eyes. 


The captive ’mid damp vaults Unsunned, 
unadred. 

Measuring the periods of his lonely doom. 

That cry can reach ; and to the sick 
man’s room • 

Sends gladness, by no languid smile 
declared. 

The lordly eagic-race through hostile 
search 

May perish ; time may come when 

- never more 

The wilderness shall hear the lion roar ; 

But, long as cock shall crow from house- 
hold perch 

To rouse the dawn, soft gales shall 
speed thy wing. 

^nd thy errafic voice be faithful to the 
Spring ! 

I XV 

TO 

[Miss not the occasion ; by the fc^relock take 
That subtile Power, the never-halting Time, 
I.e.sta mere moment's putting-off should make 
Mischance almost as heavy as a crime.] 

“ Wait, prithee, wait I ** this answer 
Lesbia threw 

Forth to her Dove, and took no further 
heed. 

Her eye was busy, while her fingers flew 

Across the harp, with soul engrossing 
speed ; 

But from that bondage when her 
thoughts were freed 

She rose, and toward the close-shut 
casement drew. 

Whence the poor unregarded Favourite, 
true 

To old affections, had been heard to 
plead 

With flapping wing for entrance. What 
a shriek 

Foisced from that voice so lately tuned 
to a strain 

Of harmony ! — a shriek of terror, pain. 

And self-reproach ! for, from aloft, a 
Kite 

Pounced, — and the Dove, which from 
its ruthless beak 

She could not rescue, perished in her 
sight ! 

XVI 


XIV 

TO VhE CUCKOO , 

Not the whole warbling grove in concert 
heard 

' When sunshine follows shower, the 
breast can tjirill ^ , 

Like the first summons. Cuckoo ! of 
thy bill, 4^ 

With lU tra .notes inseparably paired. 


THE INFANT U M 

Unquiet Childhood here by spedal 
grace 

Forgets her nature, opening like a flower 

That neither feeds nor wastes its vital 
power 

In painful struggles. Months each 
other chase. 

And nought untunes that Infant’s 
voice i no trace 
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Of fretful^t^mper sullies her pure cheek ; 
Prompt, lively, self-sufficing, yet so 

That one eprgpf with gazing on her face 
(Which even the placid innocence of 
death 

Could scarcely make more placid, 
heaven more bright) 

Might learn to picture, for the eye of 
faith. 

The Virgin, as she shone with kindred 
light ; • ^ 

A nursling couched upon her mother's 
knee. 

Beneath some shady palm of GahlA;. 

XVI I , 

TO , IN HER SEVENTIETH YEAR 

Such age how beautiful ! O Lady 
bright, [fined 

Whose martal lineainerits seem all re- 
Bv favouring Nature and a saintly 
Mind 

To something purer and more exquisite 
Than flesh and blt»od ; whene’er thou 
meet'st niv sight. 

When 1 behold thy blanched luiwithcrcd 
cheek, 

Thy temples fringed with locks of 
gleaming white. 

And head that droops because the soul 
is meek. 

Thee with the welcome Snowdrop I 
compare ; 

That child of winter, prompting thoughts 
that climb 

From desolation toward the genial 
prime ; 

Or with the Moon conquering earth's 
misty air, (light 

And fUling more and more with crystal 
As pensive Evening deepens into night. 

XVIII 

TO ROTllA 0 

Botha, my Spiritual Child I this head 
was grey 

When at the saered font for thee I 
stood ; 

pledged till thou reach the verge of 
womanhood. 

And shalt become, tby own sufficient 
stay : 

Too late, I feel, sweet Orphan ! was the 
day 

For steadfast hope the contract to fulfil ; 
Yet shall my blessing hover o’er thee 
still. 

Embodied in the music of this Lay, 
Breathed forth beside the peaceful 
mountain Stream ^ 

' I The river Rotha, that ^owi into Winder- 
mere m>m the Lakes of Qrasinerp Rydal. 




Whose murmur soothed thy laui 
, Mother's ear 
After 4ier throes, this Stream of name 
more dear 

Since thou dost bear it,^a meenorial 
theme * 

For others ; for thy future self,*a spell 
To summon fancies out of Time’s dark 
cell. « 


XIX 

A GRAVE -STONte UPON THE FLOOR 
CLOISTERS OP WORCESTER^CATHEPHAL 

“ ilZ/sv- A’A’/ii/z/js ! ” and neither name nor 
^ate, • 

Prayer, text, or symbol, graven upon the 
stone : 

Nought but that word assigned to the 
uiiRnown, 

Th%t 4»litary word — to separate 

From all, aiid cast a cloud around the 
fate . 

Of him who Hf»bcneath. Most wretched 
< one, ■ 

Who choscs his epitaptf?— Himself alone 

CoiiHl thus 'have darAl the • grave to 
agitate,,, • * 

And claim, pnfbng'^^h^ dead, this awful 
cr^wn ; 

Nor doubt that he marked also for his 
own 

Close to these cloistral steps a burial- 
place, 

That every foot might fall with heavier 
tread. 

Trampling upon his vileness. Stranger, 
pass 

Softly ! — To save the contrite, Jesus 
bled. 


XX 

ROMAN ANTIQUITIES DISCOVERED AT 
niSHOPSTONE, HEREFORDSHIRE 

While poring Antiquarians search the 
ground 

Upturned with curious pains, the Bard, a 
Seer, 

Takes fire : — The men that have beeq 
reappear ; 

Romans for travel girt, fen*' busine^a 
gowned ; 

And some recline on couches, myrtle- 
crowned, 

jn festal glee : why QQt ? For fresh 
aiul clear. 

As if its hues were of the passing year. 

Dawns this time-buried pavsnient. 
From that mound 

Hoards may come forth of Trajans, 
Maximin^f 

Shrunk into coins wit^ all their warlike 
toil : 
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fierce imp^s issues with its foil 
tenderness-^he Wolf, whose spckliifg 
' Twins 

The unlettered ploughboy pities when he 

^os • 

The casual treasure from the furrowed 
soil. 


^ XXI , 

1830 I 

Chatsworth ! thy stately mansion, anw 
the pride ^ 

Of thy da«hain, strange contrast do 
present 

To house and home ifi many a cjpaggy 
rent 

Of the wild Peak ; where new-born 
Waters glide ^ 

Through fields whose thrifty occjupaiits 
abide • ^ 

As in a dear and chosen banishment. 
With^every semblance of entire content; 
So kind is simple Natiiie, fairly tried ' 
Yet He whose ^eart in childhood gave 
her troth ^ ^ ^ 

To pastofhl dajes, thiu-g|p> with modest 
farms, , ^ • 

May learn, if judgment stiwngthen with 
his growth. • « 

That, ndt lor Fancy only, pomp hath 
charms : 

And, strenuous to protect from lawless 
harms 

The extremes of favoured life, may 
honour both. 


' ' XXII 

A TRADITION OF OKEK HILL IN' DARLEV 
DALE, DERBYSHIRE 

’Tis said that to the brow of yon fair 
hill 

Two Brothers domb. and, turning face 
from face, 

Nor one look more exchanging, grief to 
still 

Or feed, each planted on that lofty place 
'•^A chosen Tree ; then, eager to fulfil 

Their courses, like two new-born rivers, 
they* 

Xu opposite direotions urged their way ' 

Down from the far-seen mount. No 
blast might kill 

Or blight that fond memorial ; — the tree^ 
grew, • • » 

And now entwine their arms ; bAt ne'er 
again 

. Embraced those Brothers upon earth's 
wide plain ; 

'Note aught of »mutual jgy or sorrow 
knew 

Until their spirits Angled in the sea. 

That to itself takes all, Eternity. 


, XXIII 

FILIAL PIETY 

(on THE WAYSIDE BETWEEN PRESTON 
AND LIVERPOOL) 

Untouched through all severity of cold ; 
Inviolate, whate’er the cottage hearth 
Might need for comfort, or for festal 
mirth ; 

That Pile of Turf is half a century old : 

Traveller ! fifty winters have been 
told 

Since suddenly the dart of death went 
forth 

'Gainst him who raised it, — his last work 
oil earth 1 

Thence, has A, with the Son, so strong a 
hold [hands. 

Upon his Father’s memory, that his 
Through reverence, touch it only to 
repair 

Its waste. — Though crumbling with each 
breath of air, 

In annual renovation thus it stands--^ 
Kudo Mausoleum ! but wrens nestle 
there, 

And red-breasts warble when sweet 
sounds are rare. 

XXIV 

TO THE author’s PORTRAIT 
fPaitited at Rydal Mount, by W. Pickersgill, 
Esq, {or St. Johu’s College, Cambridge.] 
Go, faithftil Portrait ! and ivhcre long 
hath knelt 

Margaret, the saintly Foundress, take thy 
place ; 

And, if Time spare the colours for the 
grace 

Which to the work surpassing skill hath 
dealt. 

Thou, on thy rock reclined, though 
kingdoms melt 

Ai?d states be torn up by the roots, wilt 
seem 

To breathe in rural peace, to hear the 
stream. 

And think and feel as once the 'Poet felt. 
Whate’er thy fate, those features have 
not grown 

(iLrecogriiscd through many a household 
tear 

More prompt, more glad, to fall than 
drops of dew 

By morning shed around a flower half- 
blown ; 

Tears of delight, that 'testified how true 
To life them art, and, in thy truth, how 
dear ! 

XXV 

Wh V art thoii silent ! Is thy love a plant 
Of such weak fibre that the treacherous 
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Of abseaSflte -withers what ^as once so 
fair? ■ . 

Is there 'tio debt to pay, no boon to 
grant ? 

Yet have my thoughts for thee been 
vigilant — 

Bound to thy service with unceasing care. 

The mind’s least generous wish a mendi- 
cant 

For nought but what thy happiness 
could Sparc. 

Speak — tliough this soft warm heart/ 
onre free to hold 

, /A thousand tender pleasures, thine and 
mine, 

Be left more desolate, more dreary cold 

Than a forsaken bird’s-iiust I'llled with 
snow 

*Mid its ow’n bush of leafless eglantine — 

.Speak, that my torturing doubts their 
end may know*! 

XXVI 

TO 13. R. HAYDON, ON SEFING IIIS PICTURE 
OF NAPOLEON DrONAPAFTE ON THK 
ISLAND OF ST. HELENA 

Haydon ! let worthier judges praise the 
skill 

Here by thy pencil shown in truth of 
lines 

And charm of c<'lours ; I applaud those 
n signs 

Of thought, that give the true poetic 
thrill ; 

That nncncumbered whole of blank and 
still. 

Sky without cloud — ocean without a 
wave : 

And the one Man that laboured to enslave 

The World, sole-standing high on the 
bare hill — 

Back turned, arms folded, the unapDar- 
ent face 

Tinged, vre may fancy, in this dreary 
place 

With light reflected from the invisible 
sun 

Set, like his fortunes ; but not set for 
aye 

Like them. The unguilty Power pur- 
sues his way. 

And before him doth dawn perpetual 
run. 

XXVTI 

A Poet! — He hath put his heart to 
school, 

.■ .Nor dares to move unpropped upon the 
» stair * 

• Which Art hath lodged within his hand — 
. must laugh 
^ My precept omy, and shed tears byrule. 


Jhy Art be Nature ; the live current 
, quaff, - •• ' 

And let the groveller aip his stagnant 
pool, 

In fear that else, when Critics grage and , 
cool ' " 

Have killed him. Scorn should write his ^ 
epitaph. 

How does the Meadow-flower its blqoii . 
unfold ? 

Because the lovely little flower is free ^ 
Down to its root, and, in that freei^m> . 

bold ; * ^ 

And so the grandeur of thfi Forest-tree 
Comes not by casting in a formal mould, 
But*^roni its own divine vitality. 

XXVIII 

The most alluring clouds that mount 
the- sky 

a troubled element their forms. 
Their hues to sunset. If with raptured 
eye ‘ 

We watch thAV splendour, shall we covet 
storms, , 

And wish the Lord of t}ay his slow decline 
Wofild hasVn, that ‘'such pomp may 
float on high ? ' 

Behold, a1re,Tdy tflWy forget to shine. 
Dissolve — and leave to him who gazed 
a sigh. o 

Not loth to thank each moment for its 
boon 

Of pure delight, come wheucesoe’er it^ 
may, 

Peace let us seek, — to steadfast things 
attune 

Calm expectations, leaving to the gav 
And volatile their love of transient 
bowers. 

The house that cannot pass away be ours. 

XXIX 

ON a portrait of the duke of WELLING- 
TON UPON THE FIELD OP WATERLOO, 
BY HAYDON 

By Art’s bold privilege Waijior and 
War-horse stand 

On ground yet strcAra with their last, 
battle’s wreck ; 

T.ct the Steed glory while his Master's' 
hand 

Lies fixed for ages on his conscious neck i 
^ But by the Chieftain’s look, though at 
‘ his side 

Hang^ that day’s treaC^thred sword, hoW 
firm a check 

Is given to triumph and all human 
pride ! 

Yon trophied Mound shrinks to a 
shadowy spe6k < ^ 

In his calm presence ! Him the mighty 
deed ^ 
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- brdugt|t 

X rest, 

shovrs that 
such seed 


l^naarer the Rave's 
ie*w6rii' iace, fdf he 


^ ■ . XXKU '‘■ 

r. * TO A VAINTlIfe 

I All praise the Likeness by thy skill 
portrayed ; 


' But ^tiraTJtless task \o paint for me. 

;.In Heive*n: hence no one blushes for Who^yielding not to changes Time has 

' ConiSw^^mM ' some sad thotights.* 9y of memory see 

llyos unbediirimed, sec bloom that can- 
* \ ' I not fadCf 

. ' ' XXX ^ JLfid Smiles that from their birth-place • 

C0MP05SD..0N A MAY MORNWG, 1836 n^er shall flee 

Life with yorf Lambs. Uke day. is just 


begun* • 

Yet Nat\]r6 seems, to them a hcavciCly 
guide. 

Does joy approach ? they meet the com- 


tofkis be : 

And, seeing this, own nothing in its 
stead. • 

Couldst thou go back into far-distant 
years, 


And smton<is avoid, as now they* ShvfL ^ jove“"’ 

pic ^flight s lingering glooms, %nd only. Painter! could 

11 # the sun a^*. 


Couch near their dams, with^quiet satis 
fied ; ^ 


thy Art 

The visual powers of Nature satisfy. 


or gambol-each Vi»h his shadow at his | “‘’"'"’“JhVart! > 


appears, [heart. ^ 

Var>dngitsShape.wherevei.h'fcmayrun. ^heir sovereign empire in a faithful. 
As ihey from turf yet4ioac >^ith sloepy XXXIII 

dew ^ 

All turn, and court tlfb shining and the samk subject 

greeii: Though I beheld at first with blank 

Where herbs look up, and opening surprise 

- flowers are seen ; This Worl<, I now have gazed on it so 

Why to God’s goodness cannot We be long 

true, I see its truth with uureluctant eyes ; 

And so. His gifts and promises between, O, my Beloved 1 I have done 


Feed to the last on pleasures ever new ? 
XXXI 


wrong. 

Conscious of blessedness, 
it sprung. 


Lo ! where she stands fixed in a saint-like Ever too heedless, as 1 now perceive 9 i^ 
trance, Morn into noon din pass, noon into eve, 

One upward hand, as if she needed rest And the old day was welcome as the 


From rapture* 
breast I 


lying softly on her 


^OUllg, 

As welcome, and as beautiful — in sooth 


Nor wants her eyeball an ethereal glance ; More beautiful, as being a thing more. 


But not the less — nay more — that 
countenance, 

W'hile flius illumined, tells of painful 
strife • 


holy i 

Thanks to thy virtues, to the eternal.,/ 
youth 

Of all thy goodness, never melancholy ; 


For a sick heart made weary of this life To thy large heart and humble raind. 


By love, Ihng crossed with adverse • that cast 

drcumstaiLce. Into one. vision, future, present* past, . 

'’“Would She were. now as when she vvvtv 

' hoped to pass j,» . 

At God’s appoin|qjl hour to them who ^ark ! ’tis the Thrush, undaunted* 


. tread 

'Heaven’s sapphire pavement, 
breathed well content. 


undeprest, . 

yet By twilight premature of cloud and"^ 
rain ; 


Well pleased, her foot should print Nor does that roaring wind deaden 
euth’s common grass, strai% ^ . 


lived thankful iof day’s ligllt, for daily Who carols thinking of his Love and j 
, bread, .j# [spent. nest, [blest. " 

For health, and time in obvious duty And seems* as more incited, still more 
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.Thanks ; iho.^hast snapped a fi^e-side 
Prisoner’^ch ain, 

Exulting Watbler ! eased a fretted brain. 

And in a moment charmed my cares to 
rest. 

Yes. I will forth, bold Bird ! and front 
the blast. 

That we may sing together, if thou will. 

So loud, so clear, my Partner thrnugli 
life’s day, i 

Mute in her iiesf lovc-chosen, if iiohiodfcL 
built 'I 

Like thine, shall gladden, as in seasons 
past, 

Thrilled by loose snatches of the social 
Lay. .■ 

Rydal Mount, i8j8 . 

XXXV 

’Tis He whose yester-evening’s high dis- 
dain 

Beat back the roaring storm —but how 
subdued 

His d.'iy-brcak note, a sad vicissitude 1 

Poes the hour’s drowsy weight his glee 
restrain ? 

' Or, like the nightingale, her joyous 
vein 

Pleased to renouncr*, does this dear 
Thrush attune 

His voice to suit the Icinper of yon 
Moon 

Doubly depressed, setting, and in her 
ivane ? 

Rise, tardy Sun ! and let the Songster 
prove 

(The balanj^ trembling between night 
and morn 

• No«longer) with what ecstasy upborne 

He can pour forth his*spirit. In heaven 
above. 

And earth below, they best can serve 
true gladness ' 

Who meet most feelingly the caMs of 
sadness. « 

.XXXVI 

. Oh what a Wreck ! how changed in 
mien and speech ! 

Yet — though dread Powers, that work in 
mystery, spin 

EntangUngs of the brain ; though, 
shadows stretch 

O’er the chilled heart — reflect ; far, fM 
within 

Hers is a holy Being, freed from Sin. 

\She is not what she seems, a forlorn 
wreHch, , # ^ 

But delegated Spirits comfort fetch 

' To Her from heights that Reason may 
not win. 


Uke Children, She is privileged tp hold 


Divine communion ,both do Bve-'&nd 
Piove, ’ , 

Whate’er to shallow Faith their wayS 
unfold, ‘ # ft 

Inly illumined by Heaven’s pitying love ; 
Love pitying innocence not long to last. 

In them— in Her our sins and sorrows 
■* past. 

/ 

XXXVII ^ 

Intent on gathering wool from^edge 
and bLike 

Yon biisv Litlle-ones rejoice that soon 
A poor old Datne will bless them for the 
boon : 

Great is their glee w'hile flake they add 
to flake 

With lival earnestness ; far other strife 
will hereafter move them, if they 
make 

Pastime their idol, give their daV of life 
To pleasure' snatched for reckless plea- 
sure’s sake. 

Can pomp and show' allay one heart -bom 
*' grief ?* , li 

Pains which the Worlu inflicts can she 
rcciiiitci ? *•' 

Not for an interva,!, how'ever brief { 

The silent thoughts that search for stead- ' 
fast light. 

Love from her depths, and Duty in her 
might, 

.And Faith— these only yield secure 
relief. 

March 8, 1B42. 

XXXVIII 

A PI.KA FOR AUTHORS, MAY, 1838 

Failing impartial measure to dispense 
To every suitor, Equity is lame ; 

And social J usticc, stript of reverence 
For natural rights, a mockery and a 
shame ; 

Law but a servile dupe of false pretence, 

If, guarding grossest things from common 
claim 

Now and for ever. She, to works that 
came 

From mind and spirit, gruc'ge a short- 
lived fence. 

“ What ! lengthened privilege, a lineal 
^^tie, 

For Books I ’** Yes, hes^tless Ones, or b6 
Vt proved ^ 

That ’tis a fault in Us to have lived and 
loved 

Like others, with like temporal hopes to 
die ; 

No public harm that 'Genius from her 
course 

Be turned ; and streams of truth dried 
■ source i ,^.^4 
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/• • XXXIX 

/ VALEDICTORY SONXET * 

Closing the Volume of Sonnets published in 
. V , • 1838 

Servinc^ no haughty Muse,^my hands 
have here 

Disposed some cultured Flowerets 
n drawn from spots • 

Whexe they bloomed singly, or in scat- 
tered knots). 

Each kind in several beds of f>ne parterre ; 
Both to allure the casual tLoiterer, 

And that, so placed, my Nurslings nvLy 
requite • - 

Studious regard with opportune dclifpit. 
Nor be un thanked, unless I fondly err. 
But metaphor dismissed, . and thanks 
apart, • 

Reader, farewell ! My last words lot ftiriK 
be — 

If in fcis book Fancy and Truth agree : 
If simple Nature trafued b>ucareful Art 
Through It havejkvon a passage to th,y 
heart : t 

Grant me tUy lovcf I crave nrfothcr f?e ! 

• * ■ 

XL* • • 

TO THE REV. CIIRZSTOPpER WORDSWC^RTH, 
D.D., Mil^TEK OP HARROW SCHOOL, 
After the perusal of his Thcopklius Angiicanus, 
re<*ently published 

Cnughtened Teacher, gladly from thy 
hand 

Have 1 received this proof of pains 
bestowed 

By Thee to guide thy Pupils on the road 
That, in our native isle, and every land. 
The Church, when trusting in divine 
^ command 

And in her Catholic attributes, hath 
trod : 

O may ' these lessons be with profit 
scanned 

To thy heart’s wish, thy labour blest by 
God I Igay 

So.' fhe' bright faces of the young and 
Sha^l look more bright — the happy, 
happier still ; 

Catch, iu tb«pauses of their keenest play. 
Motions of thought which elevate the will 
And, like the Spire that from your 
classic Hill 

Points heavenward, indicate the end 
and vray, * * 

Rvdal Mount, Dec. ii, 1S43. 

XLI 

^ TO THE planet VENUS, 

Upon its approximation (as an liiveiung Star) 
to the Earth, 1838. 

What -strong alluremeht' drawa# 

. guided 


n 


Thee. Vesper ! brightening still, as if the 
nearer 

Thou com’st to man's abode the ^pot 
grew dearer • 

Night after night ? True isnt Nature 
I hides 

Her treasures less and less. — Man now 
presides 

n power, where once he trembled in his 
^yeakness ; 
cienee advances with gigantic strides ; 
But arc we aught enriched in love and 
n^^ckness ? 

Aught dost thou sec, bright Star ! of 
pure? and w^se 

More than in humbler times graced 
human story : 

That makes tuir hearts more apt to 
sympathise 

With hoavon, our souls more fit for 
future gl( 3 ry, 

W^heii earth shall vanish from our closing 
eves. 

Ere we Ue down in our last dormitory ? 

XLTI 

Wansfell : > this Household has a 
favoured lot, 

Living with liberty on thee to gaze, 

To watch while Morn first crowns thee 
with her rays, 

Or when along tbv breast* serenely 
float 

Evening’s angelic cloiirt>. Yet ne’er a 
note 

Hath sounded (shame upon the Bard !) 

thy praise ^ 

For all that thou, as if frwn heaven, 
hast brought 

Of glory lavished rfli our quiet days. 
Bountiful Son of Earth ! when we are 
gone 

From every object clear to mortal sight, 

As soon we shall be. may these wor^ 
attest 

How Qft, to elevate our spirits, shope 
Thv visionary majesties of light. 

How in thy pensive glooms our hearts 
found rest. , • ^ 

• Dec. 24. 1842, 

XLIII ' 

^While beams of orient light shoot wide 
^ and high, 

Deep in the valo a little rural Town * 
Breathes forth a cloud-likc creatfire of ' 
its own. 

That mounts not toward thp radiant., 
moriiiiig sky. 

But, with a loss ambitious sympathy, 

z The Hill tlinl rises to the south-east, above 
Ambleside. 

■ Amblesi^ ; , ^ , * 
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^iang^ ' o*er its Parent waking to the 
A.'^' cares •■' 

' Trotibles and toils that eves|r day 
prepares. • 

' So P'ancy.^o the musing Poet’s eye. 
Endears that IJngerer. And how blest 
her sway 

(Like influence never may my soul 
reject) j 

'If the; calm Heaven, now to its zcniftil 
decked ' 

With glorious forms in numberless 
• ■ an*ay, 

To the lone shepherd on the hills disclose 
i Gleams from a wtirld in which the saints 
repose. 

Jan. I, 1843. 

XLIV 

In my mind's eye a Temph*, like, a cloud 
Slowly surinoiintmg some invidious hill. 

, Rose out of darkness : the bright Work 
stood still : 

And might of its own beauty have been 
proud, 

tSut it was fashioned and to God was 
' vowed 

By Virtues that dilTiiscd, in every part, 

. Spirit divine through forms of huniaii 
art : 

Faith had her arch — her arch, when 
winds blow loud, 

. Into the consciousness of safety 
thrillscl ; 

And Love her towers of dread founda- 
tion laid 

Under thef||prave of things ; Hope had 
her spire 

^ Star-high, and pointing still to something 
higher ; [it said. 

Trembling I gazed, but heard a voice — 
** Hell-gates are powerless Phantoms 
. when we biiild.” 

XLV 

ON THE PROJECTED KENDAL AND WIN- 
DERMERE RAILWAY 

Is then no nook of English ground 
' (( secure 

bm rash assault ? ^ Schemes < f r tire- 
ment sown 

1 The degree and kind of attachment whicU^^ 
many of the yeomanry feel to their amall if- 
heritandi^ can scarcely be over-rated. Near 
, , the house of one of them stands a magnificent 
tree, which a neighbour of the owner advised 
■' him to fell for profit's sake. " Fell it ! *' ex- 
,, 'clahned the yeoman, “ 1 had rather fall on my 
.knees arid worship it.” It happens, I believe, 
that the Intended railway would pass through 
,, this little property, and 1 hope that an apology 
/ 'for the answer will not be thought necessary 
.hy,<Nie who enters into the st^gth of the leef- 


in y<3>iSrth, and mid thiS busy world ^ 


pure 

As wheh their earliest flowers Q^j[ hope ^ 
were blown, ^ . 

Must perish.; — how can they th;s blight 
endurfr? ^ 

And must he" too the ruthless change 
bsnioan 

Who scorns a false utilitarian lure 
Mid his paternal fields at random tiuowu ? ' . 
Baffle the threat, bright Scenft from 
Orrest-hf^ad 

Given to the pausing traveller’s rapturous 
t glance : e 'f 

Plead for thy peace, thou beautiful 
romance 

Or nature : ai)d, if human hearts be dead, 
Speakt' passing winds ; ye torrents, ' 
ji'ith your strong 

And constant voice, protest against 
the wrong. 

October i2,- 1 844. =. 

XT,y; 

Proud wcL^e ye, Moantaing, when, in 
times pf \)ld, <•' ” 

Your palript‘-3oncr. te stem invasive war. 
Intrenched your brows ; ye gloried in 
‘each scar : ' 

Now, for ybiir shame, a Power, the 
Thirst of CioUl, 

That rules o’er Britain like a banefi^ 
star. 

Wills that your peace, your beauty, 
shall be sold. 

And clear way made for her triumphal , 
car 

Through the beloved retreats your arms ■ 
enfold ! 

Heard ye that Whistle ? As her long- 
linked Train 

Swept onwards, did the vision crozs your . 
view ? 

Yes, ye were startled ; — and, in balance 
true. 

Weighing the mischief with the promised 
gain. 

Mountains, and Vales, and Floods, I 
call on you 

To share the passion of a ^ust disdain, 
XLVII 

AT rURNESS ABBEY 

Here, where,, of tired and rash 

' undoing, ".c. 

Man left this Structuretobecome^;^mo*s 
prey T 

A soothing spirit follows in the way , 

That Naij.ire takes,, her coun tar-work - 
. pursuing. , 

how her iVy clasps the ^acicd " 
Rum ( 

to pre^t or beawtii^ 
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/jn3r pn jthe xQpuldered walls, hovr Is^heard'f to grave demeanour all ate^^ 
^ ■ bright, how gay, bound ; "■ ’ - 

Tha flowers in pearly dews their bloom And fifoni one voice a Hymn with tuneful 


, on the XQpuldered walls, 
bright, how gay, 


rfix^wiifg I sound • 

Thanks to the place, blessings upon the Hallows once more the long-deserted 


hour ; ' 

Even as I Speak the rising Sun*s firs 
• smile • 


Quire 

And thrills the old sepulchral earth, 
around. 


Gleams on the grass-crowned top of yonl Others look up, and with fixed eyes 


tall Tower [claimJ • « admire 

Whose cawing occupants-with joy pro/ That wide-spanned arch, wondering 
. Prescriptive title to the shattered pile how it was raised. 

Where, Cavendish, thine seems nothing To l^cp, so high in air, its strength and 
but a name ! « ^ grace : 

XI VIII seem to fctfl the spirit of the place, 

And bv the general reverenee God is 

AT FURNESS ABBEY praiScd : 

Wei-L have yon Railway Labofirers to Profane Despoilors, stand ye not re- 


AT FURNESS ABBEY 


Tins ground 


proved, 


Withdrawn for noontide rest. They 1 While thus these simple-hearted men 


they walk 

Among the Ruins, but no idle talk 


are moved ? 
June 21, 1845. 
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i I O pleasant transit. Grasmere^! to resign 

DEPARTURE Such happy fields, abodes so calm as 

thine ; 

FROM THE VALE OF GRASMERE. AUGUST, outcast With hiiuself at Strife S 


1803 

The gentlest Shade that walked Elysian 
plains 

Might sometimes covet dissoluble chains ; 


The slave of business, time, or care for. 
life, 

But moved by choice ; or, if constrained , 
in part, 


Even for the tenants of the zone that Yet still with Nature’s freedom at the 


Beyond the stars, celestial Paradise, 

' Methinks ’twould heighten joy, to 
overlpt^ 

At will theerystal battlements, and peep 


heart ; — 

To# cull contentment upon wildest 
shores. 

And luxuries extract from bleakest,^ 
1 moors ; 


Into some other region, though less fair. With prompt embrace all beauty to 
to see how things are made and enfold. 


to see how things are made and 
' ' ' managed there. 

Change ^r the worse might please,^ 
incur^on bold 

Into the tracts of darkness and of cold ; 
. O'er Limbo lake witli aery flight to steer, 


enfold. 

And having rights in all that we behold. 

— Then why these lingering steps ; 
A bright adieu, 

For a brief absence, proves that lpVo^“' 
is true ; 


And on the verge of Chaos hang in feas.* Ne’er can the way be irksome cr forlorn 


Such animatioiF often do 1 And, ’ 

in my breast, wings growling in 
VAny mind, 

Then, when some rock or hill is overpast. 
Perchance without one look ^hind me 
cast, -te-* 

Some barrier with jukteh Nature, from 
, the birth ^ 


find, 1^1 That winds into itself for swj^t return, 

js growling in II . 

„ . * AT THE GRAVE OF BURNS 

11 IS overpast, - 80 - 

>k ^hind me ^ a ' 

SEVEN YEARS AFTER HIS DEATH 

Nature, from I shiver. Spirit fierce and bold, 

„ At thought of what 1 now behold : 
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fik6 pleasure dead, 

So 5 ad«^s comes from out the moulcf 
Where Burns is laid. 

And have I then thy bones so near, 

^ And thou forbidden to appear ? 

As if it wore thyself that’s here 
> 1 shrink with pain ; 

And both my wishes and my fear 
Alike are vain. 

Off weight — nor press on weight* 
away 

' -Dark thoughts ! — they came, but not 
to stay ; I 

'With chastened feelings would I pay 
' The tribute due , 

To him, and aught that hides his clay 
From mortal view. 

Fresh as the flower, whose modest worth 
He sang, his genius * glinted ’ btrth. 

Hose like a star tliat touching earth. 

For so it scorns. 

Doth glorify its humble birth 
With matchless beams. 

The piercing eye, the thoughtful brow. 
The struggling heart, where be they 
now — 

Full soon the Aspirant of the plough. 
The prompt, the brave. 

Slept, with the obscurest, in the low 
And silent grave. 

I mourned with thousands, but as one 
. More deeply grieved, for He was gone 
Whose light 1 hailed when first it shone, 
And showed my youth 
Haw Verse may build a princely throne 
On huiflble truth. 

Alas ! where’er the current tends, 

' Regret pursues and with it blends, — 
Huge Criffel’s hoary top ascends 
By Skiddaw seen, — 

Neighbours we were, and loving friends 
We might have been ; 

True friends though diversely inclined ; 
But heart with heart and mind with 
mind. 

Where the main fibres are entwined. 
Through Nature’s skill. 

May even by contraries be joined 
More closely still. 

' The tear will start, and let it flow ; 

Thou * poor Inhabitant below.’ 
jS At this dpbd moment — even so-^ 

Mi^t we together 

, Have sate and talked where gowansblow. 
Or on wild heather. 

'^What!^ treasures would have then been 
^ , placed 

. ’^’ Within my reach ; of knowledge graced 
■' By fancy what a rich ippasi' i 

'v ..V. B9 on?—' 

\ ■ .".''S' • - .? 


e thy Spirit in the embrace 
For which it prayed 1- * 


Oh! spare to sweep, thop mournful 4 
TIis grave grass-grown. \ 

There, too, a Son, his joy and pride, 

(Not three weeks past the Stripling died,) 
|.ies gathered to nis Father’s side, ' 

I Soul-moving sight ! 

Yet one to which is not denied 
(some sad delight. 

|For he is safe, a quiet bed 
Hath early fo/^ud among the deadbi 
Harboured where none can be misled, 
Wronged, or distrest ■, 

And surely here may be said 
^ That such are blest. 

And oh for Thee, by pitying grace 
Checked oft-times in a devious race, 

Mav tfd who halloweth the place 
' Where Man is laid 

Receive 

For 1 

Sighing I turned away : but ere 
Night fell I heard, or ^eemed to hear, 
Musiv. that sorrow comes not Qcar, , 

A rit. Tabby inn, c 

Chaunted jn'lo&'c Catt casts out fear 
By Sdraphim. 

Ill 

THOUGHTS 

SUGGESTED THE DAY FOLLOWING, ON THE ' 
BANKS OF NITH, NEAR THE POET’S 
RESIDENCE 

Too frail to keep the lofty vow 
That must have followed when his brow 
Was wreathed — The Vision ” tells us 
how — 

With holly spray. 

He faultered, drifted to and fro. 

And passed away. 

Well might such thoughts, dear Sister, 
throng 

Our minds when, lingering all too long. 
Over the grave of Burns We bung ' ' 

In social grief — 

Indulged as if it were a wrong 
I To seek relief. t- 

But, leaving each uitquiet theme 
I Where gentlest j udgments may misdeem \ 
And prompt to welcome every gleani ' 

^f good and fair," 

Let ush>eside this Ummd Stream 

Breathe hopeful air. . 

Enough of sorrow, wreck, and plight : 
Think raiLrv^pf those iq.q||^ents brj^t . 
Whpn to the ewJ:ciousn^ of right 
His course true, 

Wpen Wisdom prosp<^ed in ^is sigbjt 





MEMORIALS OP A TOUR IN SCOTLAND ^ 231 



232 


MEMORIALS OF A TOUR IN SCOTLAND ^ 


' From many knights and many squires 
'•'The Bruce had been selected : 

' Aiid^Gordon* fairest of them all, 

By Ellen was rejected, 
r Sad tidings to thftit noble Youth ! 

‘For it may be proclaimed with truth, 

, If Bruce hath loved sincerely, 

’ That Gordon loves as dearly. 

; But what arc Gordon’s form and face. 
His shattered hopes and crosses, ^ 
To them, ’mid Kirtle's pleasant braes, 
Reclined on flowers and mosses ’ 

Alas that ever he was born ! 

Tlie Gordon, coiir.hcd behind a thorn. 
Sees them and their caressing ; 

. Beholds them blest and Iflcssing. 

Ihfoud Gordon .maddened by the thoughts 
That through his brain are travelling, 

, ' Rushed forth, and at the heart of Bruce 
He laimehed a deadly javelin ! 

Fair Hllen saw it as it came. 

And: starting up to mee.|rthe same, 

Did with her body cover 
, The, Youth, her chosen lover. 

And, falling into Bruce’s arms, 

> Thus died the beauteous lilleii, 
r' Thus, from the heart of her True-love, 
..The mortal spear repelling. 

' ' ''Aud Bruce, as soon us he had slain 
; ' The Gordon, sailed aw’ay to Spam ; 

And fought with rage incessant 
Against the Moorish cresrcnl. 

< ' But many davs, and many months, 

^ And many years ensuing, 

' 'Ihis wretched Knight did vainly seek 
The death that he was wooing. 

So. coming his last hel|i to crave 
Heart -brokeu, upon IClleii’s grave 
' His body he extended. 

And there his sorrow ended. 

: Now yc, who willingly have heard 
' The tale I have becn 'tclling. 

May in Kirkonnel churchyard view - 
The grave of lovely Ellen : 

: .By Ellen's side the Bruce is laid ; 
.•/-And. for the stone^pon his head, 

' :;Mav no rude hand defence it, 

•: And its forlorn inic iuni : 


This fall of water th^isdoth . 

.A muynur near the silent lake ; \ 

^his little bay ; a quiet road 
That holds in shelter thy Abode — 

In 'truth together do ye se^m « * 

Uke something fa^ioned in a d^eam i 
f^vLch Forms as from their covert peep 
‘When earthly cares are laid asleep 1 
But, Ck fair Creature ! in the li^ht • 

Of common day, so heavenly bright, 
f|l bless Thee, Vision as thou art, 

Y bless thee \fith a human hearts, • ■ 

1 God shield thee to thy latest years !,■,'■ 
'Thee, neither know” I, nor thy peers';!, 
Aiu^yet iiiy eyesnre filled with tearSk 

With earnest feeling I shall pray 
For thee when I am far away : ' 

For never saw I mien, or lace, 

more plainly I could trace 
Bcnigbiity and home-bred sense 
Ripening in perfect innocence. ^ 

Here scatteTed, like a random seed, 

Keiuote frourmcn, Thou dost not need ' 
Tilt ciiibarrussed look otf shy distress, 
Anc^ maidcoly shamiff^eeduess : 

Thou wear’Jpm^ioii thylprehefid clear 




VI 


: TO A HIGHLAND GIRL 

r .^AT INVERSNEYDC, UPON LOCH LOMOXD) 

Sweet Highland Girl, a very shower 
li'. -Of .beauty is thy earthly dower ! 

|/iTwico seven consenting years have shed 
j/^'Their utmost bounty on thy head : 

And these grey rocks ; that household 
lawn : 

; ' Those trees, a veil just half withdrawn ; 


The freedon#oT a^oyntainecr ; 

A face withrgTadncss overspread ! 

Soft s^iiles, by humcin kindness bred I 
And sceiiilincss complete, thatasways 
Thy courtesies, about thee plays; 

With no restraint, but such as springs' 
From quick and eager visitings 
Of thoughts that lie beyond the reach 
Of thy few words of English speech « 

A bondage sweetly brooked, a strife 
That gives thy gestures grace and life I ■ 
So have I, not unmoved in mind. 

Seen birds of tempest -loving kind — 

Thus beating up against the wind. 

What hand but would a garland ctdl 
For thee who art so beautiful ? 

0 happv pleasure ! here to dwell 
Beside thee in some heathy dell ; 

Adopt your homely ways, and dressn 
A Shepherd, thou a SheoJ^dess ! 

But I could frame a wislTior thee ' - “ 
More like a grave reality : 

Thou art to me but as a wave-v- 
*Of the wild sea ; and I wouliftiave 
Some claim upon thee, if I could. 

Though but of common neighbourhood* 
iWhat joy to hear thee, and to see ! 

-Thy elder Brother I wguJdbe, 

Thy lather— anything to thee I 

Now thanks to Heaven ! that of its 
grace 

Hath led me to this lonely place. 

Joy hav^r'i^'M ; and going hence<^ 

1 bear away niyT^ompencc. 

In spots like these if is we prize 
I Oui: Memory, feel that shist, Itatb eyss a 
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Vh«a* why should. I be loth to stir ? > 
gl feel this place iivas made for hei«; 

*To give new pleasure like the past, 
ntinued long as life shall last. 

%aTn^l lolh; though pleased at heart, 



highland Girl ! 

For 1, methinks, 

As fair before mg 
A#I do now, the 
The lake, the bay. 

\nd Thee, the Spirit 

VII 

;• ; GLE'i^ALJJAIN 

OR, * 

THE NARROW GLEN 
In this still place, remote from men, 
Sleeps Ossian, in the narrow ^ 

In tnis still place, where murmurs 
Hut one meek streamlet, only one : 

He nf battles, and the brcaili 
Of stormy war. and vu»len^ death ; 

And should, mcyiinks, when all was past, 
Have rightfully b^n laid at last 
Where ro^ks w^jfe riideJy >i^eaped,*and 
rent • 

As by a spirit turtfhlellt ;• •. 

Where sights wxre ^oiigh, and pounds 
^e^etf^’i]d, < 

Anaevery thing unreconciled ; 

. In some complaining, dim retreat, 
f For fear and melancholy meet ; 

Hut this is calm ; there cannot be 
A more entire tranquillity. 

Does then the Bard sleep here indeed ? 
Or is it but a groundless creed ? 

What matters it ? — I blame them not 
Whose Fancy in this lonely Spot 
Was moved ; and in such way expressed 
Their notion of its perfect rest. 

A convent, even a hermit’s cell, 

Would break the silence of this Dell : 
jt is not quiet, is not ease ; 

Bdt' something deeper far than these : 
The. Reparation that is here 
the grave ; and of austere 
V^t happy feelings of the dead ; 

And, therefore, was it rightly said 
‘^hat Ossieft, last of all his race # 

4cs buried in this lonely place. 

yni • 

■ STEPPING WESTWARD^ 

While my Fellow-traveller and 1 were walking 
by the side of Loch Ketterine, one fine evening 
after sunset, in our Yoad to a Hut where, in 
, , ; thtfCourse of our Tour, we had been hospitably 
enUgtained some, weeks befoui^iSfe met, in 
one of the loneliest paalii^mr that solitary 
' region, two well-dress^ i^omsn, one of whom 
said to us, by way of greeting, " What, you 
am stepping westward ? 


** WffAT, ‘you ate stepping westward ? ” ' 

. ^ , — - Yea,*' ; 

’Twould be a wildish destiny, 

If we. who thus together roam 
In a strange Land, and far from home, 
the guests of Chance : 
:>p, or fear to advance, 
shelter he had none, 
lead him on ? - 


as dark and cold ; 
to behold ; 

And btgppiiig westward seemed to be 
A ki^d of hcnvcnlv destiny : 

1 liked thc^reetiug ; ’twas a sound 
Of something without place or bound ; 
And seemed to give me spiritual ri»ht 
To travel through that region bright. 

The voice was soft, and she who spake ' 
Was walking by her native lake : 

The salutation had to me 
The very sound of couvtesv : 

Its power was felt; and while my eye 
Was fixed upon the glowing .Sky, 

The echo of the voire cn wrought 
A human sweetness w’ith the thought 
Of travelling through the world that lajt. 
Before me in iny endless way. ' ’ ' ■ 

' .1 
IX 

THE SOLITARY REAPER 

HEMOLn her, single in the field, 

Yon solitary Highland Lass ! 

Reaping and singing by herself ; 

Stop here, or gently pass ! 

.Alone she cuts and binds the grain. 

And sings a melancholy strain ; 

0 listen ! for the Vale profound ^ 

Is overflowing with tlic sound- 

No JJighlengale did ever clmiiiit 
More welcome notes to weary bands 
Of travellers in some shady haunt. 

Among Arabian sands : 

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard 
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird 
Breaking the silence of the seas 
Among the farthest Hebrides. 

Will no one tell me what she sings ?— 
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow 
For old, unhappy, far-off things, . ' 
LAnd battles long ago : 

■’br is it some more humble lay, 

Familii'ir matter of to-day ? 

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain, 

That has been, and may be again ? . , 

What’er ths theme, the Maiden sang < 
As if her song could have no ending ; ; 

1 saw her singing at her work, 

And o’er the sickle bending ; — 
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1 listened, motionless and still ; 
And, as I mounted up the hill, 
The music in my heart I bore. 
Long after it was jieard no more. 


X 

ADDRESS 


KILCHURN 


CASTLE. 

AWE 


UPON Ldlnf 


*' From the top of the hill .1 most mipA-ssive 
9(»ne opened upon our view, ruined 
Cattle on an Island (for an •.Island the flood 
had made it) at some distance troin the shore, 
^^backed by a (‘ove of the Mounuini Cruachan, 
'down which came a fuaninif; stream The 
Castle occupied every hxit of the Island that 
was visible to us, appcarini; to rise out of the 
water, — mists rested upon the mouutam side, 
MTith spots of simshuie ; there was a niUd 
desolation in the low grounds, a soloinu i;rau- 
deur in the monnt.iins,* and the Castle was 
wild, yet stately-- not dismantled of turrets 
— nor the walls broken down, though obvi- 
ously a ruin .” — Extract from the Journal of 
<. a; Comt*anion. 

Child of loiid-lliroatod War ! the inoiiii- 
tain Stream 

Roars in thy hearing ; but thy hour of 
rest 

Is come, and thou silent in thy age ; 
Save when the wind sweeps h'y and 
sounds arc caught 

Ambiguous, neither wholly thine nor 
theirs. 

Oh ! there is life that breathes not ; 
Powers there are 

VThat touch each other to the quick in 
modes 

Which the gross world no sense hath 
to perceive, • 

No soul to dream of. What art Thou, 
from care 

Cast off — abandoned by thy riiggcd 
‘ Nor by soft Peace adopted ; though, in 
|f place 

'' And m dimcnsion.such that thou niight'.-t 
seem 

, But a mere footstool to yon sovereign 
Lord, 

Huge Cruachan, (a thing that meaner 
hills 

Might crush, nor know that it hade] 
sufleTed harm ;) 

Yet he. not loth, in favour of thy claims 
■ Xo reverence, suspends his own ; sub- 
; initting 

Alt that the God oi Nature hath conferred. 
All that be holds in common with the 
stars. 

To the memjonal luajesty of Time 
>^linpersbA|ted ia thy ca^i decay I 


( Take, .then, thy seat. Vicegerent un- 
#1' reproved ! 

Now, while a farew'ell gleam of evening 
light • . 

fondly lingering on thy shattered 
front, 

)o thou, in turn, be paramount ; and 

)ver the pomp anW beauty of a scene 
Vhosc mountains, torrents, lake, and 
woods, unite 

“o pay thee homage ; and with these 
are joined, 

In veiling admira^on {imd respect, ' % .. 
Twer Hearts, which in thy presence , 
might be called 

Youthful as Spring. — Shade of departed 
Po^cr, 

Skt?et«>n of unfleshed humanity. 

The cnronicle were welcome that should 
call ♦ 

Into the coinn'iss of distinct regard 
Thji toils and struggle of thy infant 
years ! ^ 

Yoi» foamiag flood seems jnotionless 
as ice * * 

Us dizzy tui^ulcnse eludes the eye, 
b'rozcii by dustance ; so, majestic File, 
To tlfl". ptTcepi^^Qji ^)f this A^. appear 
Thy fierce beginnings, softened *hiid 
subdued 

And quieted in character— the strife. 
The pride, the furv uncontrollable. 

Lost on the acrid heights of the Cru- 
sades ! I 


\ 


XI 

ROB ROY’S GRAVE 

The history of Rob Roy is sufficiently known ; 
his m'avc is near the head of Loch Ketterlne, 
m one of those small pinfold-like Burial- 
grounds. of neglected end desolate appear- 
ance, which the traveller meets with in the 
.Highlands of Scotland. 

A famous man is Robin Hood, ^ - 
The English ballad-singer’s joy ! 

And Scotland has a thief as good. 

All outlaw of as daring mood ; 

She ha^cr brave Ron Ro^ 

Then clear the weeds from off his Grave, 
And let us chant a pfisslng stave, 
in honour of that Hero brave ! 

Heavgn gave Rob RSiy a dauntless' 
heart 

And MTondrous length and stretxgfh of 
arm ; ^ 

Nor more to quell his foes, 

Or WSfeV^his frihnds from narm* 

1 The tradition is, tkat the Castle was built - 
! by a Lady during the absence of her Lord ia 
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Vet4|ra5 R<A) Roy as wise itts brave ; .. 

V Forgive me if the phrase be strong j — 
r A Poet worthy of Rob Roy 

^Must^scorn a timid song. 

' Say, them, that he was wise as brave : 

As wisfe in thought as bold in deed : 

For in the principles of things 
^ ^ He sought his moral creeds 

Said generous Rob, “ What need 

books ? ^ /i 

Burn all the statutes and Ihcir shelves^ 
They stir us up against our kind : 

And worse, against oiirselves. 

e j/f 

We have a passion — make a law. 

Too false to giude us or control ! 

And for the law itself we fight 
In bit'lerness of soul. • 

A. • g 

And, puzzled, blinded thus, we lo^ 
DisUuctions that are plain and few ; 
These*find I graven on mv heart : 

V. 'J7iat tells me what rb dc». 

The creatures scegof flood and field. 

And those#lhat tfavel on tto wind f 
With them no strife can ta^ ; they live 
In peace, and 'x>eatse,of mind. 

For why ? — berauscf the good old«rulc 
Suflccth*theni, the simple plan, 

TJhat they should take, who liave the 
• power, V 

• And they should keep who can. 

A lesson that is quickly learned, 

A signal this which all can see ! 

Thus nothing here provokes the strong 
To wanton cruelty. 

All freakish ness of mind is checked : 

He Earned, who foolishly aspires ; 

Wliile to the measure of his might 
Each fashions his desires. 

All kinds, and creatures, stand and fall 
Bv strength of prowess or of wit : 

’Tis God’s appointment who must sway. 
And who is to submit. 

Since, then, the rule of right is plain. 

\And longest life is but a day ; 

Jto have Ay ends, maintain rily rights, 
ril take the shortest way.” 

■I And thus among these rocks he ItvedJ 
Through summer heat and winter snowV 
Tbet^Bagle^e frsf$ lord above, ,, 

. ^ '^AnoTOob was lord below. 

So was it — would, at least, have been 
\ But through untowardness of fate ; 

For Polity was yieu too 

He came an a^if^'fHate ; 

Or shall we say an age too soon ? 

For. were the bpd Man living nowt 

‘ .■ 


How Aight he flourish in his pride. 

With buds on every bough ! 

Then rents and factors, rights of chase, 
Sherifls, and lairds and their domains, 
Would all have seemed but paltrv 
things. 

Not worth a moment’s pains. 

Rob Roy had never lingered here. 

To these few meagre Vales confined; 
cut thought how wide the world, the 
times 

■flow fairly to his mind ! 

• 

And to his Sword he would have said 
‘‘ l->o Thou inv sovereign will enact. 

From land to land through half the earth ! 

J udge thou of law and fact ! 

’Tis fit that we should do our part, 
Becoming, that mankind should learn 
That we are not to be surpassed 
In fatherly concern. 

Of old things all are over old. 

Of good things none arc good enough ; — 
We’ll shew that we can help to frame 
A world of other stall. 

I, too. will have my kings that take 
From me the sign of life and death : 
Kingdoms shall shift about, like clouds, 
Obedient to my btealji-” 

And, if ^he word had b^en fulfilled. 

As might have been,’ then, thought 
of joy ! [Boast, 

France would have had her present 
And we our own Rob Roy I 

Oh ! say not so ; compare them not ; ' 

I would not wrong thee. Champion 
brave ! 

Would wrong thee nowhere ; least of all 
Here standing bv thy grave. 

« 

For Thou, although with some wild 
thoughts, 

Wild Chieftain of a savage Clan ! 

Hadst this to boast of ; thou didst love 
The liberty of man. > 

And, had it been thy lot to live 
With us who now behold the light. 

Thou w'oiild’st have nobly stirred thyself. 
And battled for the Right. 

For thou wert still the poor man’s stay, 
^The poor man’s heart, the pAdibr man’s 
hand ; fstrength'. 

And all the oppressed, who wanted 
Had thine at their coihmabd. 

Bear witness many a pensive sigh 
Of though-^Jul Herdsman' when he 
strays 

Alone upon Loch 'Vool’s heights, 

Afid by |j«ch Lomond s braes I 
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Andi far and^uear, through vale afid 
, » ; hill. 

Are faces that attest the same ; 

The proud heart •flasliing through the 
eyes, " I 

At sound of Rod Roy’s name. 

-;,V' XII 

■V SONNF.T 

^ COMPOSED AT CASTLE • • 

, Degenerate Douglas ! oh. the unworthy 
, Lord! • 

^Whorn mere despite of heart could so 
far please, 

' .And love, of havoc, (for wifh such diseast 
Fame taxes him,) that he could send forth 
- ‘ word 

To level with the dust a nohle horde, 

A brotherhood of venerable Trees. 
Leaving an ancient dome, and towers 
like these. 

Beggared and outraged ! — Many hearts 
deplored 

The fate (»f those old Trees ; and oft 
with pain 

The traveller, at this day, will stop and 
gaze 

On wrongs, w’Jurh Nature scarcely 
seems to heed : 

For sheltered places, bosoms, nooks, and 
bays. 

And the pure mountains, and tlfe gentle 
Tweed, 

And the green silent pastures, yet remain. 
XIII 

YARROW UNVISITFD 

(SSee the various Poems the seme of which is 
laid upon the banks of the Yarrow ; in par- 
ticular, the exquisite Ballad of Hamilton 
beginning 

*' Busk ye, busk ye. my bonny, bonny BriJh, 
Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome Marrow’! ” — ) 

From Stirling castle we had seen 
^*The mazy Forth unr" veiled ; 

trod the banks of Clvde, and Tay, 
nd with the Tweed had travelled ; 
.".’-ABd w'hen we came to Clovenford, 

Then said my winsomtr Marrow,*^ 

“ Whate'er betide, we ll turn aside, 
''And see the Braes of Yarrow.” 

, ** Let Yarrow folk, frae Selkirk town, 

, Who have been buying, selling, ^ 

Go back to Yarrow, ’tis their own; 

, Each maiden to her dwelling ! 

Yarrow’s banks let herons feed. . 

' ' tmres couch, and rabbits burrow ! 

'But we will downward with the Tweed 
“.^Kot -turn aside to Yarrow. 

, There's Galla Water. Leader Haugbs, 


N 


And Dryborought where with cBIBin’fe./ 
V TWeed 

The lintwhites sing in chorus? 

There 's pleasant Tiviot-dale, a land • • " ; 
~'ade blithe with plough at\,d harrow; y 
Thy throw' away a needful day • 
o go in search of Yarrow ? 

[What'e Yarrow but a river bare, '- ♦ 

~"hat glides the dark hills under ? 

There are a thousand such elsewhere 
s worthy of ^our wonder.” 

-^Strange w'ords they seemed of slight ^ 
and scorn ; * ^ 

My^Tuc-love sighed for sorrow'; 

And looked me in the face, to think 
I thus could speak of Yarrow ! 

“Oh! ^groen,” said 1, “are Yarrow’s'- ' 
%h»hus, 'itf' 

And %vc‘et is Yarrow flow’ing ! 

Fair hangs the apple frae the rocl^' 

But we will Icjive it growing. • 

O’er hilly pain, and open Strath, ■}k 
We‘11 wander Scotland thorough ; 

But« thoiiglkso near, ^ will not turn 
Into the ddiW «f Yarrowfc • 

Let beeves hfnhetbred kine partake 
The s^’cets of Burn^mill meadow ; 

The. sw'aii on still St. Mary’s Lgke 
Float double, swan and shadow I 
We will not see them ; will not go. 

To-day, nor yet to-i¥iorrow ; « 

F.noiigh if in our hearts w'c know 
There’s such a place as Yarrow. 

Be Yarrow stream unseen, unknowm I 
It must, or wc shall rue it ; 

We have a vision of our own ; - -‘T ■ , 

Ah ! why' should W'e undo it ? 

The treasured dreams of times lohgpgst, , 
We’ll keep them, winsome Marrow^ 

For when w'c’re there, although "tis 
fair, 

’Twill be another Yarrow ! 

If Care with freezing years should come„ 
And wandering seem but folly,—- 
Should we be lotli to stir from home. 
And yet be melancholy ; J 

Should life be dull, and spirit* low, • ^ 
’Twill soothe us in our sorrow, . > , ■ 

That earth has something yet to showi 
The bonny holms of Yarrow I ” 


XIY • 
SONNET 




, JN THE PASS OF KILLICRANKV, 

An inifiiion being ^pected, October, tSoj 
.Six thouiStth^^eterseas practisid iz. ; 

war’s gamcT" ^ 

Tried men, at Killlcra^y were arrayed 
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equal host that if ore the 

. Shaft ierds»and herdsmen. — Like a whirl- 
■i ifind came * ^ 

The highlanders* the slaughter sprted 
like dame ; % 

And Garry* thundering down his moun- 
tain road, • j 

Was stopped, and could not breatl^^ 
beneath the load . 

Of the dead bodies.— Twas a day/ of 
shame Z 

For them whom^recept and the pedantry 
Of cold mechanic baltle do enslave*. 

O for a single hour of that Dundee, 

, Who on that day the word of onset gave ! 

'■ Like conquest would the Men England 
sec ; , A 

And her Foes find alike in glorio* grave. 


- , V V 

ilHE MATRON OF .^DHOROUGII 
AND^pR HUSBAND ' 

•At Jedbo^ough, companioti and I wrnt into 
private lodgings for a ipvT^d.'iys ; and thr 
, following Verse^were felted forth by thf* 
character and noihestic *'>ituation of our 
Hostess. 0 ^ 

Age! •twine thy brows with fresh 
spring flowers, 

"/ And call a train of laughing Hours ; 
.'And bid them dance, and bid them sing ; 
And thou, too, mingle in the ring ! 

' Take to thy heart a new delight ; 

If not, make merrj^ in despite 
■ That there is One who scorns thy power 
,^But dance ! for under Jedboroiigh 
Tower, 

, A' Matron dwells who, though .she 
bears 

. The weight of more than seventy j’^ears, 
Lives in the light of youthful glee. 

And' she will dance and sing with thee. 


. Nay ! start not at that Figure — 
• there ! 

Him who is rooted to his .-.hair ! 

Look at him — look again ! for he 
?^"\;Halh Icmg been of thy family. 

' 'tfpiVith legs that move not, if they can,® 

^ ' And useless arms, a trunk of man. 



LjVith all its brawsry dti in times 
[When all alive with merry chimes, 

Upon a sun-bright morn of May, 

It roused the Vale lo holiday. 

I praise thee, Matron I and thy due 
Is praise, heroic praise, and true 1 
With admiration I behold 
Thy gladness unsubdued and bold : 

'JiJiy looks, Ihy gestures, all present 
The picture of a life well spent : 

This 4o I see ; and something more ; 

A strength iinthought of heretofore ! 
Delighted am I for thy sake ; 

And yet a teher joy partake. : 

Oiir Hiiiiian-nature throws away 
Its second twilight, and looks gay ; 

A land of promise and of pride 
Unfolding, wide as life is widc- 

Ah ! her helpless Charge 1 enclosed 
Wif' .-i himself as seems, composed ; 

To fear of loss, and hope of gain. 

The strife of happiness and pain, 

Utterly dead ! yet in the guise 

Of little infants, when their eyes ''• / * 

Begin to follow to and fro ’ 

The persons that before them go. 

He tracks her motions, quick or slow. 

Her buoyant spirit can prevail 
Where common cheerfulness would fail; 
She strikes upon him with the heat 
Of July suns; he feels it sweet; 

An animal delight though dim I 
*Tis all that now remains for him. 

The more I looked, 1 wondered more-*—. 
And, while I scanned them operand o’er. 
Some inward trouble suddenly 
Broke from the Matron’s strong black 
eye — 

A reirinant of uneasy light, 

A flash of something over-bright ! 

Nor long this mystery did detain 
My thoughts ; — she told in ptfhsive 
strain 

That she had borne a heaw yoke, 

Been stricken by a twofold stroke 
111 health of body ; and had pined 
Beneath worse ailments of the mind. 

So be it ! — but let praise ascend 
To Him who is our lord and friend I. . 

Who from disease and suiTering 
Hath called for thee a second spring';;;' 
Repaid thee for that sore distress 
By no untimely joyousness ; ' " 

Which makes of thine a blissful state;* ■ 
And cheers thy melancholy Mate I , / 

XVI ■ 


‘f. . 

Fly, some .kind Harbinger, to Grasmere*-, 
dale ! ' ■ ' - 
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Fly upon wing round field and 

height, 

But chiefly let one Cottage hear the 
tale ; ' , 

There let a mystery of joy prevail. 

The kitten frolic, like a gamesome sprite. 
And Rover whine, as at a second sight 
,'Of near-approaching good that shall 
. not fail : 

And from that Infant's face let my 
appear : * 

Yea, let our Mary's one companion 
child— - 

That hath her six weeks* solitude 
beguiled 

With intimations manifold and dear, 
While we have wandered over wood and 
wild — (cheer. 

Smile on his Mother now with bolder 

XVII 

THE BLIND HIGHLAND BOY 

A TALE TOl.O DY THE FIRE-SIDE, AFTER 
RETURNING TO THE VALE OF GRAS- 
MERE 

Now we are tired of boisterous joy. 

Have romped enough, my little Boy ! 

* J ane hangs her head upon my breast, 
And you shall bring your stool and rest ; 
This corner is your own. 

There ! take your seat, and let me see 
That you can listen quietly ; 

And, as 1 promised, I will toll 
That strange adventure which befel 
A poor blind Highland Boy. 

A Htghlaiffd Boy ! — why call him so ? 
Because, Yny Darlings, ye must know 
That, under hills which rise like tv)wcrs, I 
Far higher hills than these of ours ! < 

He from his birth had lived. 

He ne'er had seen one earthly sight 
Ui 0 <^sun, the day j the stars, the night , 
Or tree, or butterfly, vir flower, 

^ fish in stream, or bird in bower. 

Or woman, man, or child. 

And yet he neither drooped nor pined. 
Nor Had a meUmcholy mind : 

For God took pity on the Boy, 

'.And was Ins friend : and gave him joy 
Of which we nojthing know. 

' His Mother, too, no doubt, above 
^ Her Other children him did love * 

For, was she here, or was she there, 

^ ,She thought of him with constant care, 

. And more than mother's love. 

" .And proud she was of heart, when clad 
, )ii crimson stockings, tarfan plaid, 

' .V Ai>d bonnet with a feather gay, 

. ^ To Kirk be on the sabbath day 
; , jin luM'SJjf ■ 


A*dog too, had he ; not for need, 

But onl to play with and to fei 
Which would have led him, if t 
Of company or friends, and^eft 
Without a better guide. 

d then the bagpipes he could Wow— 
lid thus from house to hoflse would 
Rof . 

nd all were pleased to hear m>d see, 
or none made sweetCT melody 

Than md the poor blipd Bpy- 

Vet he had many a resltess dream ; '% 

Both when he hea^d the eagles screain. 
And when he heard the torrents roai*. 
And heard the water beat the shore 

Near which Ihek cottage stood* 

Be.s^Jc^a^ake their cottage stood, 

Not\i»alJ like ours, a pe^aceful flood: 

But one of ir’ghty size, and strange i 
That, rough or smooth, is fulkof chc.nge, 
And stffriiig in its bed 

For to this lake, by nigb^ flay, 

The g.'cat Set- water fin As its w,'iy 
Through lon^! lung windAigs of the hills ' 
And drinks u]^ sll Me iretty rills 

^And rivers Targe and strong : 

Then hurries back the road it came — 
Returns, on errand stifl the same ; 

Tills did it when the earth was new ; 

And this for evermore will do, 

As long as earth shall last.. 

And, with the coming of the tide. 

Come boats and ships that safely ride 
Between the woods and lofty rocks ; ' 

And to the shepherds with their flocks 
• Bring tales of distant lands. “ * 

And of those tales, whate’er they were. 
The blind Boy always' had his share ; 
Whether of mighty towns, or vales ' 

With warmer suns and softer gales. 

Or wonders of the Deep. 

Yet more it pleased him, more it stirre<J, 
When from the water-side he heard 
The shouting, and the jolly choc'ts ; 

The bustle of the mariners 

In stillness or in storm. 

Wt what do his desires avail ? 
rbr He^iust hevqr han'dM sail ; , 

Nor mount the mast, nor row. nor float - ' 
In sailor’s ship, or fisher's boat, 

4Jpon the rdc^Qg waves. 




His MotTS^Ittf^l9|^bt, and said,e 
What sin woul^^^i^n her bead 
If she should suffer tnls : My Son, 
Whate'et you do, leay^ this undone ; 
dl^ngor fi'Sp ** ' 
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Yh US lived he by Loch I^even’s side • 
Still sounding withjthe soundingrtidc, 
Aad^he^d the biUoV^rs leap and dance, 
Witli^iit "shadow of mischance, 

Till he was ten years old. 

When one day (and now mark me wel 
Ye soon shall know how this bcfci) 

Ife in a vessel of his own, • ^ 

On the swift flood is hurrying down, 

: Down to the migh^ Sea. 

In such a vessel never more ^ 

May human creature leave the shore ! 

If this or that way hi^should stir, , 

Woe to the poor blind Mariner ! 

For death will be his doom. 

But say wrhat bears him ? — Yejaveseen 
The Indian’s bow, his arrows keen, • 
Rare beasts, and birds with phimage 
bright ; 

Giiisvwhich, for wonder or delight. 

Are brought in shii^ from far. 

Such gifts had ltM)se seafaring men 
Spread rn^uiid mat haven mii the glcn ; 
Each hut, pcA:hance, nu^it have its 
own ; • ' ^ ^ 

And to the Boy they all were knowm — 
ye knew and prized then? ill. 

. ,^The rarest was a Turtle-shell 
. Which he, poor Child, had studied well ; 

' A shell of ample size, and light 
As the pearly car of Ampbi trite. 

That sportive dolphins drew. 

And, as a Coracle that braves 
On Vaga's breast the fretful waves. 

This shell upon the deep would swim. 

And gaily lift its fearless brim 
Above the tossing s^fge. 

And this the little blind Bov knew ♦ 
And he a story strange yet true 
Had heard, how in a shell like this 
An English Boy, O thought of blis.*. ! 

Had stoutly launched from shore ; 

Launched fro;|fi the margin of a bay 
Among the Indian isles, where lay 
' -fcs fatliof’s ship, and had sailed far — 

To join Inat gallant ship of war. 

In his delightful shell. 

Our Highland Boy oft visited • « 

The house tha^held this prize ; and, led'«| 
^ By choice or chance, did thither &ome 
, One day when no one was at home, 

And found the door unbarr^. 

While there Jhe sate« alone and, Vidmd, 

That stefly flaslibd uppn/^'^imd ; — 

A bold thought rou'-^liiin, and he took 
The shell from out its secret nook, 

And bore it on bis head. 


He launched lii^ vessel, -7-ahd in pride 
Of spirit, from l^och Leven’s side. 
Stepped into it — his thoughts all free 
As the light breezes fhut with glee 

Sang through the adventurer's 
hair. 

A while he stood upon his feet ; 

He felt the motion— took his seat ; 

Still better i)leasoLl as more ana more 
Tl»e tide retreated from the shore, 

And sucked, and sucked him in. 

Aiid there he is in face of Heaven, 

How rapidly the Child is driven ! 

The fourth part of a mile, I ween, 

He thus had gone, ere he was seen 
By any human eye. 

But when he was first seen, oh me 
What shrieking and what misery I 
b'or many saw ; among the rest 
His Mother, she who loved him best. 

She saw her poor blind Boy. 

But for the child, the sightless Boy, 

It is the triumph of his joy ! 
riie bravest traveller in balloon. 

Mounting as if to reach the moon. 

Was never half so blessed. 

And let him. let him go his way. 

Alone, and innocent, and gay F 
For, if good Angels love to wait 
On the forlorn unfortunate. 

This Child will take 110 harm. , 

But now the passionate lament. 

Which from the crowd on shore was sent 
The cries which broke from Cild and 
young . * 

In Gaelic, or the English tongue. 

Are stifled — alfis still. 

And quickly with a silent crew 
A ht^at is ready to pursue ; 

And from tlie shore their course tbejP 
take. 

And swiftly down the running lake 
They follow the blind Bc^- 

But soon they move with softer pactt'i 
So have ye seen the fowler chase 
Oil Grasmere’s clear unruffled breast 
A youngling of the wild- duck’s ifest 
With deftly-lifted oar t 

Or as the wily sailors crept 
To seize (while on the Deep it slept) 

The hapless creature which did dwell 
Erewhile within the dancing shell. 

They steal upon their prey. 

With sound the least that can be made. 
They follow, more and more afraid. 

More cautious as they draw mere near ; 
But in his darkness he can h'ear, 

,^Aiid guesses their intent 
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** Lfi-gHa^Leugha ** — he then cried out. 
Lei-gha — Leugiia ” — with pager shout ; 
. Thus did he cry. and thus did pray. 
'And what he meant was, Keep away. 
And leave me to nivself ! 

'i 

;^Alas 1 and when he felt their hands 

■ - you’ve often heard of magic wands, 

That with a motion overthrow 
; A palace^ of the proudest show. 

Or melt it into air : 

'So all his dreams- - that iiiv ard light 
With which his soul had shone so bright,— 
All vanished ; — ’I was a heartfelt ero‘'S 
To him, a heavy, bitter h^ss. 

As he had ever knowc'i. 

But hark ! a gratulaling voire, 

• .With which the verv hills rejoice : 

- "Tis from the crowd, who tremblingly 
Have watched the event, and now can see 
That he is safe at last. 

And then, when lie was brought to land. 
Full sure they were a happv band. 
Which, gathering round, did on the banks 
Of that great Water give Chjd thank*?. 
And welcomed the pc»or Child. 

And in the general joy of heart 
if;;The blind Bov’s little d<')g took part ; 
k*; He hjapt about, and oft did kiss 
'’.''His master’s hands in sign of bliss. 

With sound like laiiicnt.ition. 


But most of all. his Mother dear.- 
She who had fainted with her fear, ‘ 
Rejoiced when wakii^ she espies 
The Child ; when she can trust her eyes. 
And touches the blin(F Bo^.t 

,^ip led him home, and wept amain, 
When he w'as in the house again : 

Tears flawed in torrents from her eve*^>; 
iihe kissed him — how could she chastise ? 
She was too happy far. 

I Tiius, after he had fondly braved 
The perilous Deep, the Boy was say^l , 
And, though his fancies had been md, 
Yet 1/j was pleased and reconciJfed 
Tt» live in peace on shore. 

And in the lonely Highland dell 
Still do ttiey keep the Turtle-shell ; 
ArKkliiJig the story will repeat 
j (Jf the Blind boy's adventurous feat, 

I And how he was preserved. ^ 

1 Note . — It is recorded in Daiiipier’s V^oyages,, 
Ih.it 'a boy, son of the captain of a Man-ol-War,. 
S(:at(*d Jiiniself in a Turtle-aiell, and floated la 
, it from the sbqj^ to his father’s ship, which lay 
at anchor at the distance of'half a mile. Ini 
deference to the«wpiidjn af a Friend, I have 
I substituted such a shell for the less elegant 
. vissel in w'hich iny blinu Voyager did actually' 
. entrust himself to the dangerous current of 
’ Loch Leven, us was iclaled to me by an eye- 
witness. 


j MEMORIALS OF A TOUR IN SCOTLAND 

z8i4 


SUGGESTED BY A BE AUl II- I'L KUIV I’l'jON | 
ONE OF THE ISLANDS OF LOCH LO- | 
MOND, A PLACE CHOSEN 10K > 

, .. KllTRF.AT or A SOLITARY INDI- ' 

» r ’ VIDtJAl, T'KOM WHOM THIS >IA1)1TA- 

' TXON ACQriKKD THE N.\MK OF 

THK BROWN IK S CKLL 

barren heath, bleak moor, and 
quaking ten, 

' ;Or depth of labyrinthine glcii ; 
i'l Or into trackless forest set 
Witli trees, whose lofty umbrage met ; 
World- wearied Men withdrew of yore ; 

their trust, and prayer "their 
store ;) 

And in the wilderness,.were bound 
Fo such apartments as thev found ; 

^ :^'with a new ambition raised ; 
t Ood might suitably be praised. 



Ht^h lodged the Warrior, like a Mrd 
of prey ; 

Or where broad waters round him lay : 
But this wild Ruin is no ghost 
Of his devices — buried, lost ! 

Within this little lonely isle 
There stood a consecrated Pile ; 

Where tapers burned, and mass was 
* sung, ^ 

For them whose timid Sfiirits clung 
To mortal succour, though the tomb . 
Had hxed, for ever fixed, their doom I 


Upon those servants of another world 
When madding Power her bolts had 
buried, ' ' 

Their shook « — it fell, 

.And pcrishedTs^^l^ne narrow cell ; 
Whither, at length, a Wretch retired 
Who neither grovelled nor aspired ; . . • 
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lie, struggling in the net of pride, 

TJfe future s^med, the past defied ; 

StiU tempering, from the unguilty <orge 
“Of vain conceit, an iron scourge ! 


The otter crouching undisturbed. 

In her dank cleft ; — but be thou curbed, 
O froward Fancy ! 'mid a scene 
Of aspect winning and serene ; 

For those offensive creatures shun 
d The inquisition of the shn ! 

I'roud £einnant was he of a fearlessX And in this region flowers delight, 
Kace, 

Who stood and flourished face to face 
Wifti their perennial hills ; — but Crime, 

Hastening the stern decrees of Time, 

Brought low a Power, which from its 
home • 

Burst, when repose grew wearisome ; 

And, taking impulse from the sword. 

And, mockfeg its own plighted word,* 

Had found, in ravage widely dealt. 

Its warfare’s bourn, its travel’s belt ! 


All, all were dispossessed, save *^iXi 
whose smile 

Shot fightning through this lonely Isle ! 
No right had he but what h aniade 
To this small spo^, his leafy bhade : 

But the ground la^ within that ring 
To which b« only ‘flared to cjhig ; • 

Renouncing herd*, as woriSb piaii dead. 
The craven few wh<* bt.wec44he head 
Beneath the change ; ^whu heard a claim 
How loiK^! yet lived in peace * vith 
sliarue. 

VI 

'^From year to year this shaggy Mortal 
went 

(So seemed it) down a strange descent : 
Till they, who saw his outward frame. 
Fixed on him an unhallowed name ; 
Him, free from ail malicious taint. 

And guiding, like the Patmos Saint, 

A pen unwearied — to indite, ^ 

In his lone Isle, the dreams of^iight ; 
Impassioned dreams, that strove to span 
The faded glories of his Clan ! 


Suns that through blood their western 
harbour sought. 

And stars that in their courses fought ; 
TjS^wers rent, winds combating with 
woods? 

Lands deluged by unbridled floods ; 

, And beast and bird that from the spell 
Of sleep took import terrible ; — ^ 

These types m\s(erious (if the show 
Of battle and the routed foe • 

Had failed) would furnish an array 
Of matter for the dawning day ! 


viix 

How * disappeared He 
and toad, ■ 

\iixieritors of his abode ; 

W.P. . 


.AfafT'thc newt 


ll^nd all is lovely to the sight. 

IX 

Spring finds not here a melancholy 
• breast. 

When she applies her annual test 
To dead and living ; w'lieii her breath 
QiiickAis, as now, the withered heath ; — 
Nor flaunting Summer — when he throws 
His soul into the briar-rose : 

Or calls tiie lily from her sleep 
Prolonged beneath the bordering deep ; 
Nor Autumn, when the viewless wren 
Is warbling near the Buownie’s Den. 

X 

Wild Relique ! beauteous as the chosen 
spot 

In Nysa’s isle, the embellished grot ; 
Whithbr, by care of Libyan jove, 

(High Servant of paternal Love) 

Voung Bacchus was conveyed — to lie 
Safe from his stcp-daine Rhea's eye ; 
Where bud, and bloom, and fruitage, 
glowed, 

Close-crowditig round the infant-god ; 
All colours, — and the liveliest streak 
A foil to his celestial cheek ! 

II 

COMPOSED AT CORA LINN 

IN SIGHT OF WALI. ace’s TOWER 
“ — How Wallace fought for Scotland, left the 
name 

Of Wallace to t)e found, like a w'ild flower, 

All over his dear Country ; left the deeds 
Of Wallace, like a faniilv of ghosts. 

To people the steep rucks and riwr banks, 

Her natural s.*iuctiiaries with a local soul 
Of independence and stern liberty.” — Af.S. 

Lord of the vale ! astounding Flc^od ; 
The dullest leaf in this thick wood 
Quakes — conscious of thy power ; 

•The caves reply with hollow moan j 
And vibrates, to its central stone. 

Yon timc-cemcnted Tower ! 

•And yet how fair the rural scene I 
"For thou, O Clyde, hast ever been 
Beneficent as strong ; 

Pleased in refreshing dews to steep 
The little trembling flowers that peep 
Thy shelving rocks among. 

Hence all who lovtf' their country, love 
To look on ttee — delight to rove 
Where they tby voice can hear , 

-R 
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And, to the patriot-warrior’s Shade, 

Lord of the vale ! to Heroes laid 
In dust, that voice is dear ! 

Along thy baiik^ at dead of night 
Sweeps visibly tne Wallace Wight ; 

Or .stands, in warlike vest. 

Aloft, beneath the moon’s pale beam, i 
A Champion worthy of the stream, ‘ 
Yon grey towers living crest ! 

But clouds and envious darkness hide* 

A Korni not doubtfully descried : — 

Their transient mission o’er, 

O say to what blind region flee e 
These Shapes of awful phantasy ? 

To what untrodden shott: ? 

Less than divine command they spurn ; 
But this we from the mountains learn. 
And this the valleys .show ; 

That never will they deign to hold 
Communion where the heart is cold 
To human w'eal and woe. 

The man of abject soul in vain 
Shall walk the MarathonLan plain ; 

Or Ihrid the shadowy gloom. 

That still invests the'guardi.in Pass, 
Where stood, sublime, Leonidas 
Devoted to the tomb. * 

And let no Slave his head incline. 

Or kneel, before the votive shrine 
By Uri's lake, W'here Tell 
Leapt, from Ins storm-vext boat, to 
land. 

Heaven’s Instrument, for by his hand 
That day the Tyrant fell. 

HI 

EFFUSION 

IN THE PLEASrRE-C.KOT ND ON THE 
BANKS OF THE UKAN, NKAK DUNKKLD 
*' The waterfall, by a loud roaring, warded us 
when we must expect it. We were lirst, how- 
ever, conducted into a bmall apartment, where 
the Gardener desired xis to look at a picture of 
Os.sian, which, whiie he, was telling the Uisloiy 
of the young Artist who executed the w jrk, 
disappeared, parting in the middle — flying 
a^uiifVer as by the touch of magic— aud \ol we 
are at the entrance of a splendid apartment^ 
ivhich w.'is almost dizzy and .dive with water- 
falls, that tumbled in all directions ; the great 
casc.ade, opposite the window, which faced us, 
being reflected in innumerable mirrors upon thisi 
ceiling and against the walls.” — Extract fromth^ 
Journal of my Fellow Traveller. | 

What He — who, mid the kindred throng | 
Of Heroes that inspired bis song, j 

Doth yet frequent the hill of storms. I 
The stars dim-twiojdiiig through their 
forms ! 

What t Ossian here — a painted ThraB, 
Mute fixture on a stuccoed wall ; j 


To serve — an unshspected screen 
> For ^how that must not yet be seen ; 
And, when the moment comes, to part » 
And vanish by mysterious art ; 

Head, harp, and body, split asplider, 

FFor ingress to a world of wonder ; 

A gay saloon, with waters dancing 
Upon the sight wherever glancing ; 

One loud cascade in front, and lo ! •* 

A thousand like it, white as snow — 
Streams on the walls, and torrent-foam 
As active round the hollow dome, 

' Illusive cataracts ! of their terrors 
Not stripped, nor voiceless in the nllifrors, 
Tlmt catch the .pageant frois the &ood 
Tiuinderiug adowii a rocky wood. 

What pains to dazzle and confound I . 
What strife of colour, shape and ‘sound 
In thk quaint medley, that might .«eem 
l^pviscd out of a sick man’s dream ! 
Strange scene, fantastic and uneasy 
As ever made a maniac dizzy, ^ > 

When diseiif hanted from the mood 
That loves on sullen thoughts to brood ! 

0 Nature— in thv kjhangefiil visions, 
Through tjiy itiojt abrupt' transitions 
Smooth, gsac^cfiil, tender, or sublime- — 
Ever aversivfo fTan^mimc, 

Thci^ncithcr do thfjy know nor us 

Thy servants, who can trifle tens ; 

Else verily the sober powers 
Of rock that frowns, and stream that 
roars, • 

Exalted by congenial sway 
Of Spirits, and the undying Lay, 

And Names th^t moulder not away. 

Had wakened some redeeming thought 
Mtire Wf>rthy of this favoured Spot ; 
Kecallcd some feeling — to set free 
The Bard from such indignity ! 

The Eltigies ^ of a valiant Wight 
I once beheld, a Templar Knight ; 

Not prostrate, not like those that rest 
Oil tombs, with palms together prcst» 

Hut sculptured out of living stone, 

.\iid standing upright and alone. 

Both hands with rival energy 
Employed in setting his sword free 
1'roTii its dull sheath — stern ^ntinel 
Intent to guard St. Robert’s cell ; 

As if with memory of the affray 
Far distant, when, as legends say, 
fThe Monks of Fountain’s thronged to ' 
force 1 / • 

Froifl its dear home the Hermit’s 
i corse. 

I That ill their keeping it might lie. 

To CT^n their abbey’ .s sanctity. 

'So haeP-tftfaia^ushed into the grot 
Oi sense despl^e^^^ world forgot, 

1 On the banks of the River Nid, near Knaiei- 
borough. 
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i{ad tqm turn from his loved retreat. 
Where' alt af-stoiie and rock-hewn seat « 
Still bint that quiet best is found. 

Even 1^ the Living, under ground ; 

But a po4d Khightf the sel^sh aim 
Defeatiqg. ptit the Monks to shame, ^ 
There where yoii see his Image stand 
Bare to the sky. with threatening brand 
WlHch linking Nip is proud to ^ow 
Reflected in the pool below. 

Thus, IJk? the men of cQfliest days. 
Our sires sct forth their grateful praise ^ 
Uncouth the workmanship, and rude ! 
But, nurscid in mountq^n solitude, 

Might some aspiring artist dare * 

To seize whate’er, through misty air, 

A ghost, by glimpses, may present 
Of irni table lineament, ^ 

And give the phantom an array , p 
Thst less should scorn the abandoned 
^ay ; 

Then fet him hew with pa dent stroke 
An Ossian out of mural roov, 

And leave the figurative Man — • 

Upon thy j^iargiv roaring l^an ! — ^ 
Fixed, like the Templar txe steep. 

An everlasting wa^.h tp Itfcp ; 

With local sanctities in ti^t, 

More predous than A hermit’s dusiit ; 

And virtws through the mass infused. 
Which old idolatry abused. 


O’erlooks the torrent breathing sfiowers 
On motley bands of alien flowers 
In stiff confusion set or sown. 

Till Nature cannot find her own. 

Or keep a remnant of (he sod 
Which Caledonian Heroes trod) 

I mused, and, thirsting for redress, 
^Recoiled into the wilderness. 

IV 

• - YARROW VISITED 

SEPTCMDER, 1814 
^ (See pase 236) 

And is this — Yarrow ?— This the Stream 
Of w'hich my fancy ch«Tishecl, 

So failhfullv, a* waking dream ? 

An image that Itath ])LTislicd ! 

O that some Minstrel’s harp w'orc near. 
To utter notes of gladness. 

And chase this silejice from the air. 
That fills my Jic;art with sadness ! 

Yet why ?-‘a silvery ciirrent flows 
With uncontrolled moanderings ; 

Nor have these eyes by greener hills 
Been sf>othed, in all mv wanderings. 
And, through her depths. Saint Mary’s 

Lake 

Is visibly delighted ; 

For m)t a feature of those hills 
Is ill tlie min-or slighted. 


What though the Granite would deny 
All fervour to the sightless eye ; 

And touch from rising suns iii vain 
Solicits a Memnonian si fain ; 

Yet, in some fit of anger sharp, 

The W'ind might force the deep-grooved 
harp 

To utter melancholy moans 
hjot unconnected with the tones 
Qf soul-sick flesh and weary bones : 
While grove and river notes would levd, 
Lw deeply sad. with these to blend ! 

Vain pleasures of luxurious life. 

For ever with yourselves at strife ; 
Through town and country both deranged 
By aftectations interchanged, 
all the perishable gauds 
That hea\^n -deserted man applauds ; 
Wfien will your hapless patrons learn 
To watch and ponder — to discern 
The freshness, the everlasting youth, 

6f adibiration sprung from truth ; 

From beauty infinitely growing • 

Upon a mind with love o’erflowing — 

To sound the depths of every Art 
That seeks its wisdom through thejj^art ? 

Thus (where *the ,»r.i/ifsive Pile, iJl- 
giraced 

With baubles of theatric taste, 


A blue sky bends o’er Yarrow vale. 
Save where that pearly whiteness 
Is round the rising sun diflused, 

A tender hazy brightness ; 

Mild dawn of promise ! that excludes " 
All profitless dejection ; 

Though not unwilling here to admit 
A pensive recollection. 

Where was it that the famous Flower 
Of Yarrow Vale lay bleeding ? 

His* bed perchance was yon smooth 
mound 

On which the hej-d is feeding ; 

And haply from this crystal j^ool, 

Now peaceful as the morning 
The Water-wraith ascended thrice — 

And gave his doleful warning. 

* Delicious is the Lay that sings 
The haunts of happy Lovers, 

The path that leads them to the grove, 
• • The leafy grove that covers: 

• And Pity sanctifies the Verse 
That paints, by strength of sorrow, 

The unconquerable strength of love ; 
Bear witness, ruefuj Yarrow ! 

But thou, that didst appear so fair 
To Fond imagination. 

Dost rival in the light of day 
Her« delicgte creation : 
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Meek loveliness is round thee spread, 

A softness still and holy ; 

The grace of forest charms decayed. 

And pastoral melancholy. 

That region left/the vale unfolds 
Rich groves of lofty stature. 

With Yarrow winding through the pomp/ 
' Of cultivated nature ; 

And, rising from those lofty groves. 
Behold a Uuin hoary ! ^ , 

The shattered front of Newark’s Towers, 
Renowned in Border story. [bloom 

Fair scenes for childhood’s opening 
For sportive youth to stray in ; 

For manhood to enjoy his strength ; 
^And age to wear away in ! 

'Yon cottage seems a bower of bliss, 

' A covert for protection 
Of tender thoughts, that nestle there — 
The brood of chaste affection. 

How sw^eet, on this autumnal day. 

The wild-wood fruits to gather. 


And on my True-love's forehead pldnt , 

*A crest of blooming heather 1 

And what if I enwreathed my own i \ 

'Twere no offence to reason ; i 

The sober Hills thus deck their l^ows 

ITo meet the wintry season. « 

I see — but not by sight alone, ^ 
Loved- Yarrow, have I won thee; 

A ray of fancy still survives— 

Her sunshine plays upon thee 1 
Thy ever-yoiAhful waters keep 
'A course of lively pleasure ; ^ 

And gladsome notes my lips can br^the, 
Accvordant to the« measure. 

The vapours linger round the. Heights# 
They melt, and soon must vanish ; 

One hojr is theirs, nor more is mine — 
Sid j^nought, which I would banish. 

But that 1 know, where’er 1 go. 

Thy genuine image. Yarrow ! , * 

Will dwell I'ith me — to heighten joy, 
Ai)d cheer my mind intSorrow. 


— -e — — 4t 




POEMS DEDICATED TO ‘NATIONAL 
INDEPENDENCE Alf^D LIBERTY' 


PART 1 
I 

COMPOSED ItY 11IE SEA-SIDE, NEAR 
^ CALAIS, AUGUST, l8o2 

Fair Star o^ evening. Splendour of the 
west, (brink 

Star of my Country ! — on the horizon’s 

Thou hangest, stooping, as might seem, 
to sink 

On England’s bosom ; yet well pleased 
toreU, 

Meanwhile, and be to her a glorious 
crest 

Conspicuous to the Nations. Thou, I 
think, 

Should’st bo my Country’s emblem; 
and should'st wink, 

Bright Star r with laughter on her ban- 
ners, drest 

In thy fresh beauty. There ! that 
duskv spot 

ISeneath thee, that is England : there she 
lies. 

' Blessings be on you both ! one hope, one 
lot. 

One life, one glory ! — I, with many a 
■ fear 

For my dear Country, many heartfelt 
sighs, [here. 

Among men who do not love her, linger 


II 

CALAIS, AUGUST, l802 

Is it a reed that’s shaken by the wind, 

Or what is it that ye go forth to see ? 

Lords, lawyers, stiitesmen, squires of 
low degree. 

Men known, and men unknown, sick, 
lame, and blind, [kind, 

Post forward all, like creature> of one 

With first-fruit offerings crowd to bend 
the knee 

In France, before the new-born Majesty. 

*Tis ever thus. Yc men of prostrate 
mind, 

A seemly reverence may be paid to 
X)Owcr ; 

But that's a loyal virtue, never sown 

Jn haste, nor springing with A transient 
shower : 

When truth, when sense, when libexty 
were flown, 

what hardship had it been to wait an 

• hc^u: ? . [prone ! 

Shame on you, feeble Heads, to slavery 


Coinpo9^,«.;«rCalaU, on the road leading lo 
7, 1602 

JoKBS ! as fromCShaiS southward you 
and 1 
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Ven^a<iing side by side, this public 

Streamed with the pomp of a too-f^redu* 
lous day,^ 

When* fmth* was pledged to new-bom 
Liberty : \ 


A homSiess sound of joy was in the sky i 
From hour to hour the antiquated Earth,! 
Bsut like the heart of Man : songs, gai- 
lands, mirth. 

Banners, and happy faces, far and nigh ! 
And now, sole register th^ these things 
ivere, ' ^ i 

Two solitary greetings have I heard, 

** Good morrow, Cttizend'^ a hollow \y>rd. 
As if a dead man spake it ! Yet despair 
Touches me not, though pensive as a 
bird 

Whose vernal coverts winter bath laid 
bare,® ^ f 


• 1801 ^ 

I GRIEVFD for Bj-ionaparte, with a vain 

And an VftitJunt^ig grief ! TIic tenaer- 
est inpod v • « 

Of that Man's mind— what'*can it be ? 
what food • % 

Fed his first hopes ? what knowledge 
coiil|} he gain i * • 

'Tis not m battles that from youth wc 
train 

The Governor who must be wise and 
good. 

And temper with the sternness of the 
brain 

Thoughts motlicrly, aud meek as woman- 
hood. 

Wisdom doth live with children round 
her knees : 

Books, leisure, pex-fcct freedom, and the 
talk 

Man holds with week-day man in the 
hourly walk 

Of the mind's business : these are the 
degrees 

By which true Sway doth inount ; this 
is the stalk 

True Power doth grow on ; and her 

^ < right| are these. 


CALAIS, AUGUST I 5 , l803 

Festivals have I seen that were nq> 
names : * • 1 

This is young Buonaparte's nataji*day. 
And his is henceforth an established 
sway — 

Consul for life. With worship Frainj^Sipf o- 
mlaims • ' 

Her approbation, ar<d''With pomps and 
games. 

, ^ July 14, 1790. * See Note. 


Heaven grant that other Cities may be^ 
gay ! . X 

Calais is not : and 1 have bent my way 
To the scaicoast, noting that each man 
frames • 

His business as he likes. Far other 
show 

My youth here witnessed, in a proudci 
time ; [lime I 

The senselessness of joy was then sub- 
Jiappy is he. who, caring not for Pope, 
Consul, or King, can sound himself to 
know 

The destiny of Man, and live in hope. 

VI 

ON THE EXTINCTION OF THE VENETIAN 
KEPUULIC 

Once did She hold the gorgeous east in 
fee ; 

And was the safeguard of the west : ' the 
worth 

Of Venice did not fall below her birth, 
Venice, the eldest Child of Liberty. 

She was a maiden City, bright and free ; 
No guile seduced, no force could violate ; 
And. when she took unto herself a Mate, 
She must espouse the everlasting Sea. 
And what if she had seen those glories 
fade, [decay ; 

Those titles vanish, and that strength 
Yet sliall some tribute of regret be paid 
When her long life hath reached its 
Anal day : 

Men are we, and must grieve when even 
the Shade [away. 

Of that which once was great, is passed 

VII 

THE KING OF SWEDEN 

The Voice of song from distant lands 
shall call 

TOff that great King shall hail the 
crowned Yputh [Truth, 

Who, taking counsel of unbending 
By one example hath set forth to all 
How they with dignity may stand ; or 
fall. 

If fall'they must. Now, whither doth it 
tend ? 

And what to him and his shall be the 
end ? [appal 

That thought is one which neither can 
Nor cheer him ; for the illustrious 
Swede hath done 

The thing which ought to be ; is raised 
above 

All consequences : work he hath begun 
Of fortitude, and piety, and love. 

Which all his glorious ancestprs approve : 
The heroes bless him. him their rightful 
soa,> 


9 See Note. 
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VIII 

TO TOUS8A1NT L*OUVERTURlC 

^ Tousbaint. the most unhappy man of 
menl 

Whether the whi»i]ing Rustic tend his 
plough 

Within thy hearing, or thv head be now 
Tallowed in some deep dungeon’s ear- 
less den ; — 

O miserable Chieftain ! where and when 
Witt thmi find patience ? Yet die nrf>t ;• 
do thou 

Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful 
brow : . « 

Though fallen thyself, never to rise 
again, 

Lrve, and take comfort. Thou hast 
left behind 

Powers that will work for thcc ; air, 
earth, and skies . 

There’s not a breathing of the common 
wind 

That will forget thee ; thou hast great 
allies : 

Thy friends arc exultations, agonies. 

And love, and man's unconquerable 
mind. 

IX 

SF.PTKM13FR 1, l802 

Among thp capricious arts of tyranny that dis- 
nacfd those tunes was the chasing of all 
Negroes from h ranee by decree of theaovera- 
meiit : we had a fellow-pa&senger wTin was 
one of the expelled. 

Wk had a female Passenger who came 
From Calais with us, spotless in array, — 
A white-robed Negro, like a lady gay. 
Vet downcast as a woman.^ fearing 
blame : 

Meek, destitute, as seemed, of hope or 
aim I 

She sate, firom notice turning not aw'ay. 
But on all proffered intercourse did lay 
A weight of languid speech, or to th.c 
same 

No sign of answer made by word or face : 
Yetstill her eyes retained their tropic fire 
That, burning independent of the mind. 
Joined with the lustre of her rich attire 
10 mock the Outcast — O ye Heavens, be 
kind I 

And feel, thou Earth, for this afflicted 
Race f 

X 

COMPOSED IN THE VALLEY NEAR DOVER, 
ON THE DAY OF LANDING 

Herb, on our native soil, we breathe 
once more. 

The cock that crows, the smoke that 
- ' curls, that sound 

Of bails ^osa boys who in yon 
meadow-ground 


In white-sleeved shirts arp playing# 

and the roar ; • • 

Of the waves breakmg on the chalky 
shore : — 

All, all are English- pft have I Rooked 

I round • 

with joy in Kent’s green vales ; but 
* never found 

Myself so satisfied in heart before. 
Europe is yet iii bonds ; put let tnat 
pass. 

Thought for another moment. Thou art 
fc free. 

My Country ! and ’tis joy enough ^d 
pride . ' 

For v>ne hour’s jlbrfect bliss, to tread 
the grass 

Of England once again, and hear and f>ee. 
With 'such a dear Companion at my 


SEPTEMRER, l802. NEAR DOVEl^ 

Inland, witp^ a hollow vale, I s1:ood ; 
And saw, wlule sea was calm and air 
* was clear, • ^ 

The ioasl of France — tnr coas^of France 
how ne^lf f* • 

Drawn almo&C«jnW frightful neighbour- 
hood. 

1 shruAk ; ft»r verily the barrier flood 
Was like a lake, or river brfghtiind fajy, 
A span of waters ; yet what power is 
there ! 

What iiiightiiiess for evil and for good ! 
Even so doth find protect us if we be 
Virtuous and w'ise. Winds blow* and 
waters roll. 

Strength to the brave, and Power, and 
Deity ; 

Yet in themselves are nothing 1 One 
degree 

[ Spake laws to them, and said fhat by 
' the soul 

I Only, the N ations shall be great and free. 

' XII 


THOUGHT OF A BRITON ON THE SUBJU- 
GATION or SWITZERLAND . 

Two Voices are there : one is of the sea. 
One of the mountains ; each a mighty 
• Voice : • 

In both from age to age thou didst re- 
joice, 

They were thy chosen music, Liberty t 




ere came a Tyrant, qndwith holy glee 
hou fvught'st against mm « but hast 
vainly striven : 

Thou from thy Alpine holds af length 
.?rt driven, 

Wher&^fn^^Jon^t mupnurs hearej^by 

Of one deep bliss^hina ear bath been 
bereft '• 
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L floods should thunder 


Then H'.leave* O cleave to that which 
still is left ; ■ * 

Fofr, blg;h>souied Maid, what sorrow 
muld i1;.be 
That Mosuitain ; 
before, 

And Ocean bellow from his rocky shore, 
Aiyl neither awful Voice be heard by 
thee ! • 

XIII 

wkiTTEN IN LONDON, SEF^EMnER, l 802 

O Friend ! I know not which way i 
must look 

For comfort, being. as^T am, oppres<», - 
To think that now our life is onlv drest 
For show ; mean haudy-work of crafts- 
man, cook. 

Or groom ! — Wc must run gflttering 
like a brook ^ 

In the open sunshine, or we are unblcst ; 
The krRaithiest man among us is tJie be^t : 
No grandeur ik)w in natur^or in lifH)k 
Delights us. Rapine, avarice, expense. 
This is idolatry ;^nd these wc adore : 
Plain’ living an<Fhigh thiiilj^ing ar® no 
more : * ", 

The homely beauty »f good old 
cause , 1 

Is gone ; oiut peace, our fearful innocence. 
And pure religion breathing household 
laws. 

• XIV 

LONDON, I802 

Milton ! thou sbould’st be living at 
this hour : 

England hath need of thee : she is a fen 
Of stagnant waters : altar, sword, and 
pen. 

Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and 
bower, 

Have forfeited their ancient English 
dower fnien ; 

Of inward happiness. We are selfish 
Oh ! raise us up, return to us again : 

And give us mamicrs, virtue, freedom, 
power. 

^1'hy soul was like a star, and dwelt 
, aparta 

Thou haclst a voice .whose sound was' 
like the sea : 

Pure as the naked t.eavens, majestic, free. 
So didst thou travel on life’s common *| 
way, » • 

In cheerful godliness ; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on herself did lay. 

XV 


Gre«t men have heerui.i.,iung us ; 

hands that pennerJ. -"' 

And tongues that uttered wisdom — 
better nohe : 


The later Sidney, Marvel, Harrington, 
Young Vane, and others who called MiP 
ton friend- 

These moralists could act and compre;, 
bend : • 

They knew how genuine glory was put 
on ; 

Taught us how rightfully a nation shone 
In splendour : what strength was, that 
would not bend 

Bukin magnanimous meekness. France, 
’tis strange. 

Hath brought forth no such souls as wc 
bad then. 

Perpetual emptiness ! unceasing change ! 
No single volume paramount, no code, 

No master spirit, no determined road ; 
But equally a want of books and rtieii 1 

XVI 

It is not to be tJiought of that the Flood 
Of British freedom, which, to the open 
sea ^ r«iuity 

Of the world’s praise, from dark anti- 
Hath flowed. “ with pomp of w'atcrs, Un- 
withstood,” 

Roused though it be full often to a mood 
Which spurns the check of salutary 
bands, 

That this most famous Stream in bogs 
and sands 

Should perish ; and to evil and to good 
Be lost for ever. In our halls is hung 
Armoury of the invincible Knights of 
old : [tongue - 

We must be free or die, who speak the 
That Shakspeare spake ; the faith and 
morals hold 

Which fkilton held. — In every thing 
wc are sprung (fold. 

Of Earth’s first blood, have titles inaiii- 

XVII 

Wii^N I have borne in memory what 
has tamed 

Great Nations, how emiobliiig thoughts 
depart 

When men change swords for ledgers, 
and desert 

The student’s bower for gold, some 
fears unnamed 

I had, my Country ! — am I to be blamed ? 
Now, when I think of thee, and what 
thou art, 

kVerily, in the bq^tom of my heart, 

^Of those unfilial fears I am ashamed. 

For dearly must we prize thee ; we who 
And 

In thee a bulwark for the cause of men ; 
And I by niy affection was beguiled : 
What wonder if a Poet now and then, 
Among the many movements of his mind. 
Felt for thee as a lover oi a child I 
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xvin 

OCTOBER, 1803 

Onb might believe that natural miseries 
Had blaiXted France, and made of it 
a land * 

Unfit for men ; and that in one great 
band ^ 

Her sons were bursting forth, to dwell 
at case. 

But ’tis a chosen suU, where suii and 
breeze ‘ ‘ 

Shed gentle favours ; rural works arc 
there. 

And ordinary business without cate : 
Spot rich in all things that can soothe 
and please ' 

flow piteous then that there should be 
such dearth 

Of knowledge ; that whole myriads 
should unite 

To work against llicmselves such fell 
despite : 

Should c nine in phrensy and in drunken 
mirth, 

Impatient to pul out the only light 
Of Liberty that yet remains on earth ! 

XIX 

TfiKRE is a bondage worse, far worse, 
j to bear 

Than his who breathes, by mof, and 
floor, and wall, 

Tent ill, a Tyrant’s solitary Thrall: 

'Tis his who walks about in the open air. 
One of a Nation w’ho, henceforth, must 
wear 

Their fetters in their souls. For who 
could be, # (free 

Who, even the besft, in such condition. 
From self-reproach, reproach that he 
must share 

With Human -nature ? Never be it ours | 
To see the sun how brightly it 'will 
shine. 

And know that ncble ieclings, manly 
powers, 

Instead of gathering strength, must 
droop and pine ; 

And eartli with all her pleasant fruits 
and flowers ( 

Fade, and participate in man’s decline. 

XX 

OCTODER,^803 4 

These times strike monied worldlings 
with dismay : 

Even rich men, brave by nature, taint 
the air 

With words of apprehension and despair : 
While tens of tnousands, thinking on 
the affray. 

Men unto whom sufficient for the day 


And minds not stinted car uiitiUed arc 
' given, 

Sound, healthy, children of the God of 
heaven, . ' 

Are cheerful as the rising 
/what do we gather hence but firmer 
faith 

That every gift of noble origin 
Is breathed upon by Hope’s perpetual 
breath ; 

That virtue and the faculties within 
Arc vital, — aftid that riches are akin 
ll'o fear, to change, to cowardice, «and 
death ? ^ 

•XXI 

England ! tl\e lime is come when thou 
sliould'st wean 

Thy hgart from its emasculating food ; 
l\e^uth should now be better under- 
stood ; [seen 

Old things have been unsettled; vrahave 
Fair seed-tj^ie, better harvest * might 
have been 

But for thy trespasses ;* and, at this day. 

If f|ir Greeiys Egypt, Vadia, ^frica. 

Aught goocf watre destined, thou would’st 
step • 

England ! all nations in this charge 
rtgree : • [hate, 

But w'orse, more ignorant in love and 
l’'ar — far more abject, is thine Enemy*. 
Therefore the wise pray for thee, tliough ^ 
the freight 

Of tliy offences be a heavy weight : 

Oh grief that Earth’s best hopes rest 
all with Thee ! 

XXII 

OCTOBER, 1803 

When, looking on tJie present face of 
things, 

1 see one M an, of men the meanest too 1 
Raised up to s-way the world, to do, 
undo. 

With might V Nations for his underlings, 
The great events with which old story 
rings 

Seem vain and hollow; I find nothing 
great : 

Nothing is left which I can \Tnerate; 

So that a doubt almost within me 
springs 

Pf Providence, such emptiness at length 
Seems at the heart oi things. But, 
Ol-eat God ! 

1 measure back the steps which 1 have 
trod ; 

AiAZt-.^pnihle. seeing whence proceeds • 
th^lMBf^ • • 

Of such poor irSSmments, with thoughts 
sublime 

I tremble at the sorrow of the time. 
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\ . xxin 

TO TH£ MEN OF KENT. OCTOBER,* 1803 

Vanguard of Liberty, ye men of Kent, 
Ve children *of a Soil that doth advance 
Her haughty brow against the coast M 
France, 

Now is the time to prove your hard!-, 
0 ment ! 

To France be words of invitatioft sent ! 
They from their fields can sec the coun- 
tenance • 

Of your fierce war, may ken the ghtterir^ 
lance. 

And hear yon shouting lorth your brave 
intent. 

Left single, in bold parley, ye, of yore, 
IMd from the Norman win a gallant 
wreath ; • 

Confirmed the charters that were»vcArA 
before ^ 

No parleying now ! In Britain is one 

.We all are with you now from shore to 
shore : — • " 

Ve rapn of Kent, f is victory pr deatlV 

* • • • 

-\xiy 

WiiAT if our numbers barely could defy 
The ariOimetic of babes, must foreign 
hordes. 

Slaves, vile as ever were befooled by 
words. 

Striking through English breasts the an- 
archy 

Of Terror, bear us to the ground, and tie 
Our hands behind our backs with felon 
cords ? 

Yields every tiling to discipline of 
swords ? 

Is man as good as man, none low, none 
high ? — 

Nor discipline nor valour can withstand 
The shock, nor quell the inevitabk* rout. 
When in some great extiemity breaks 
out 

A people, on their own beloved Land 
Risen, like one man, to combat in the 
sight 

Of a just god lor liberty and right. 

XXV 

LINES ON IHE EXPECTED 
INVASION 
•• •1803 -f 

Come ye — who, if (which Heaven avert !) 
the Land 

Were with herself at strife, woulrJjKf^e 
^oiir stand* . 

• I.ike gallant Falklan(jL. b>^ the Monarch’s 
side, [pride — 

Andf^ike Montrose, make Loyalty your 


Come ye — ^who, not less zealous, might 
display 

Banners at enmity with regal sway. 

And. like the Pynis and Miltons of that 
day, • 

Think that a State would live in sounder 
health 

If Kingship bowed its head to Common- 
wealth — 

Ye too — whom no discreditable feai! 
AVcyild keep, perhai>s with many a fruit* 
less tear. 

Uncertain what to choose and how to 
itecr — 

And yp — who might mistake for sober 
sense 

And wise reserve the pica of indolenco — 
Come ve — wliate’er j’our creed — O waken 
ail, I call ; 

Whatever your tem|>er, at your Country’s 
Resolving (this a freo-bom Nation can) 
To have one Soul, and perish to a man. 
Or save this honoured Land from every 
Lord 

But British reason and tlic British 
sword. 

XXVI 

ANTICIPATION. OCTOBER, 1803 

Shout, for a iiiighly Victory is won ! 

On British ground the Invaders ar^aid 
low ; * 

The breath of Heaven has drifted them 
like snow. 

And left them lying in the silent sun, 
Never to rise again ! — the work is done. 
Come forth, ye old men, now in peaceful 
shoig 

And greet your sons ! drums beat and 
tl'umpct^ blow ! 

Make merry, wives ! ye little children, 
stun 

Your gran dame’s cars with pleasure, of 
your noise 

Clap, infants, clap your bands \ Divine 
must be 

That Inumpli, when the very worst, the 
pain. 

And even the prospect of our brethren 
slain. 

Hath something in it which the heart 
enjoys : — 

In glory will they sleep and endless 
sanctity. 

XXVII 

NOVEMBER, 1806 

Another year !— another deadly blow ! 
Another mighty Empire overthrown ! 
And We are left, or shall be left, alone ; 
The last that dare to struggle with the 
Foe- 
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*Tis well 1 froni this day forward wc 
shall know 

That in ourselves our safety muSt be 
sought ; 

That by oui own tight hands it must be 
wrought ; 

That we must stand unpropped, or be 
laid low. 

O dastard whom such foretaste doth not 
cheer I 

We shall exult, if they who rule thelnnd 
Be men who bold its man y blessings dear. 
Wise, upright, valiant ; not a servile 
band, • 

Who are to judge of clanger which thej^ 
fear, 

Ahd honour which they do not under- 
stand. 

XXVIII 

01 ) 1 -: 

1 

Who rises on the liaiiks of Seine, 

And hiiuis her temples with the civic 
wreath ? 

What joy to read the promise of her 
mien ! 

How sweet to rest her wide -spread wings 
beneath s 

^ But they are ever piavina:, 

And twinkling in tlie light. 
And, 1 f a breeze be straying. 
That breeze she will invite ; 
And stands on tiptoe, conscious she is 
fair. 

And calls a look of love into her face, 
And Spreads her arms, as if the general 
air « 

Alone c^ould satisfy her wide embrace. 

— Melt, Princi pall ties, before her melt ! 
Her love ye htiiled — her wrath have felt ! 
But She through many a change of lorin 
hath gone, • 

And stands amidst you now an arm xl 
creature. 

Whose panoply is not a thing put on. 
But the live scales of a portentous 
nature ; 

That, having forced its way from birth 
to birth. 

Stalks round — abhorred by Heaven, a 
terror to the Earth ! 

11 

1 marked the breathings of her dra- 
gon crest ; 

My Soul, a sorrowful interpreter. 

In many a midnight vision bowed 
Before the ominous aspect of her spear ; 
Whether the mighty beam, in scorn up- 
held. 

Threatened her foes, — or, pompously at 
. / re5t» 


Seemed to bisect her orb&d shidfl, • 
As stretches a blue bar of solid cloud 
Across the setting sun and all the fiery 
west. 

■ • 

I 111 • 

So did she daunt the Earth, a Ad God 
• defy 1 

And, ^heresoe’er she spread her soire- 
reignty. 

Pollution tainted all that ivas most pure. 
— Have we not known- — and live wc not 
\ to tell — 

That Justice seemed to hear her fi'iliBl 
.knoll ? .. 

Faitli buried deeper in her own deep 
breast 

Her stores, and sighed to find them in- 
scoMre 1 

Aihl^npc was maddened by the drops 
that fell 

From shades, her chosen place of skort- 
livod re^J. * 

Shame followed shaiiKN and woe sup- 
planted woe — * 

Is tkiis the ^)nly chants that^time can 
sJiow ? • t 

How long A^l vengeance sleep ? Ye 
patient Heavens, how long f 
— Iiihfm cJaciilatioA ! from the tongue 
Of Nations wanting virtue to *e strong 
Up to the measure of accorded might, 

And daring not to feci the majesty of . 
right ! 

IV 

Weak Spirits are there — who would 
ask. 

Upon the pressure of a painful thing, ‘ 
The lion’s sinews, or the eagle's wing; 

Or let their wishes loose, in forest -glade, 
Among the lurking powers 
Of herbs and lowly flowers. 

Or seek, from saints above, miraculous 
aid — * 

That Man may be accomplished for a 
task 

Which his own nature hath enjoined ; 

— and why ? [him. 

If, when that interference hath relieved 
I He must sink dotvn ft languish 

In worse than former helplessness — and 
lie 


I Till the caves roar, — and, im- 

t becility 

• Again engenaenng anguish. 
The same weak wish returns, that had 
before deceived him. 


But ThotlS^iif^me l^isposer ! m&y'st 
not speed 

The course of things, and change the 
creed 
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batb been held aloft before 
inen*^ sig}it 

Siace the first framing of societies. 
Whether, as< bards have told in ancient 

^9n£f • 

Buiit up l)y soft seducing harmonies ; * 
Or preSt together by the appetite. 

And by the power, of wrong. 

PART II * 

I 

ON A CfiLEBRATED EVFNT IN ANCIENT 
HISTORY ' 

A Roman master s^nds on Grecian 
ground, ^ 

And to the people at the Isthmian 
Games 

Assenibled, He. by a herald’^ voice, 
proclaims • p 

The Liberty of Greece : — the ^^ords 
gebound 

Until hU voices in one voice^re dr<iwned 
GUd acclamation by wnich air was 

rent ! • ' 

And birds, high #>'ing in thp elernei^t, 
Dropped wi the»earth. astonished at the 
sound ! , _ • 

Yet wore the thonghtturgrieved ; and 
still that voice* s (ear ; 

tiaunts, ^ith sad echoes, ntusing Fancy’s 
All ! that a Conqueror's words sliould be 
so dear : 

Ah ! that a boon could shed such rap- 
turous joys I 

A gift of that which is not to be given 
By all the blended powers of Earth and 
Heaven. 

II 

UPON tHE SAME EVENT 

When, far and wide, swift as the beams 
of paorn 

The tidings passed of servitude repp-aled. 
And of that joy which shook the Istb* 
mian Field, 

The rough i£tolians smiled with bitter 
scorn. 

** ’Tis known/’ cried they, ** that he, 
A, who would adorn 
Ifis envied temples with the IsthmianJ 
crown, [own, 

:^Must either win, through effort of his 
The prize, or be content to see it worn 


Sons of the brave w^o fought at Marathon, 
Your feeble spirits ! Greece her head 
hath bowed, ^ 

As if the wreath of liberty ther- _af ' 
Woifld’ffx itself bs smoothly as a c^oud. 
Which, at Jove's will, descends on 
'pelion^s top.” 


TO THOMAS CLARKSON, ON THE FINAL 
FASSTNCr OF the BII.L FOR THE 
ABOLITION OP THE SLAVE TRADE ' 

march,* 807 

Clarkson i it was an obstinate hill to 
climb : 

How toilsome — nay, how dire — it was, by 
thee 

Js known; by none, perhaps, so feelingly: 
Buf Thou, who, starting in thy fervent 
prime, 

Dids^ first lead forth that enterprise sub- 
lime. 

Hast heard the constant Voice its charge 
repeat, [seat. 

Which, out of thy young heart’s oracular 
First roused thee. — O true yoke-fellow 
t>f Time, 

Duty’s intrepid liegeman, see, the palm 
Is won, and by all Nations shall be, worn ! 
The blood-stained Writing is for ever 
torn ; 

And thou henceforth wilt have a good 
man’s calm. 

A great man’s happiness ; thy zeal shall 
find ' [kind 1 

Repose at length, firm friend of hiiman 

IV 

A PROplIFCV. FFBRUARY. l 8 p 7 

High deeds, O Geriiiims, are ^o coific 
from you ! 

Thus in your books the record shaJJ 
found, 

“ A watchword was pronounced, a potent 
soun4 — [dew 

Akmintus ! — all the people quake^ lijte 
Stirred by the breeze ; they rose, a 
Nation, frue. 

True to herself — the mighty GeTinany, 
Slie»of the Danube and the Northern Seg, 
She rose, and off at once the yoke shfi 
threw. I'tfan^ : 

All power was given her in the dreadful 
Those new-born Kings she withered like 
a ffame.” 

— Woe to them all ! but heaviest woe and 
shame 

To that Bavarian who could first advance 
His banner in accursed league with 
France, 


WUllhCUb AL WUlU J 

more deserving brows. — Yet so First open traitor to the German name 1 


COMPOSED BY THE SIDE OF GRASMERE 
LAKE 

1807 

Ci,ouDS, lingering yet, extend in solid 
bars 



2S2 POEMS 


NATIONAL INDEPENDENCE AND LIBERTY 
1 


ntrongh the grey west ; and lo ! these 
waters* steeled 

By* breezeless air to smoothest polish, 
rt- ' yield'' 

A'vividrepetitiorPof the stars ; 

Jove. Venus, and the ruddy crest of 
Mars 

Amid his fellows beauteously revealed 
At happy distance from earth's gioaniiif; 

field. [wars 

Where ruthless mortals wage inecssunf 
Is it a mirror ? —or the nether Sphere 
Opening to view the abyss in which she 
feeds • 

Her own calm fires ?— But list : a voice 
is near ; 

Gfeat Pan himself low- whispering 
through the reeds, 

” Be thankful, thou ; for, if unholy 
deeds 

Ravage the world, tranquillity is here ! ” 

VI 

Go back lo antique ages, if thine eyes 
The genuine mien and character would 
trace 

Of the rash Spirit that still holds her 
place, 

Prompting the world's audacious vani- 
ties ! 

Go back, and see the Tower of Babel rise ; 
The pyramid extend its iiionstmiis base, 
'For some As|>irant of our short-lived 
race. 

Anxious an aery name to iminorlalisc. 
There, too, ere wiles and politic dis- 
pute 

Gave specious colouring to aim ana act. 
See the hrst mighty Hunter leave the 
brute — 

. To chase mankind, with men in armies 
packed 

For his he Id -pas time high and absolute, 
While, ,to dislodge his game, cities r.?e 
sacked ! 

VII 


With omnipresent munnur as they rave 
£>ownitheir steep beds, that never shall 
be still : 

Here, mighty Nature I in, this school 
r sublime i 

1 weigh the hopes and fears of suffering 
Spain : 

'For her consult the auguries of timb, .r .. 
And through the human heart explore my 
way ; 

And look and listen— -gathering, whence 
1 may. ' 

rriumph. and thoughts no bondtl^e 
can res' rain. 

VIII 

COMPOSED AT THE SAME TIME AND ON 
THE SAME OCCASION 

I lyi^PEu niy pen ; and listened to the 

That sang of trees up- torn and v^sels 
lost — * 

A midnight* harmony ; and wholly 
• lost • 

To yie gonial sense i^^n by c^iains 
confineJ , , 

Of business, em, pjpasure ; or resigned 
To timely slt^. Thought I, the im- 
passioned slraia, 

Which, without aid of nuifibers, I 
sustain, 

Like acceptation from the World will 
find. 

Yet some with apprehensive ear shall 
drink 

A dirge devoutly breathed o'er sorrows 
past : 

And to the attendant promise will give 
heed — 

The prophecy, —like that of this wild 
blast. 

Which, while it makes the heart with 
sadness shrink. 

Tells also of bright calms that shall 
succeed. 

IX 


COliFOSED WHILE THE AUTHOR W'AS 
ENGAOFD IN WRITING A TRACT, 
OCCASIONED BY THE CONVENTION 
OF CINTRA 

iSo8 

Not 'mid the World’s vain objects that 
enslave 

The free-born Soul — that World whose 
vaunted skill 

In selfish interest perverts the will. 

Whose factions lead astray the wise and 
brave — 

Not there : but in dark wood and 
rocky cave. 

And hollow vale which foaming torrents 

fin. 


HOFFER 

Of mortal parents is the Hero born 
tBy w'hom the undaunted T 3 ^olese are 
led? 

Or is it Tell's great Spirit, from the dead 
Returned to animate an age forlorn ? 
fife comes like Phcebusjtlyrough the gates 
ofimorn 

When dreary darkness is discomfited. 

Yet mark his modest state ! upon his 
^>..*J^ead. 

ThatsKhple crest, a hgron’s plun^, is , , 
worn. 

O Liberty 1 they stagger at the shock 
From van to rear — and with one mind . 

. would fiee. ^ ^ 
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But balf their host is buried *. — rock on 
rock • 

Descendin^beneath this godlike War- 
ri^p see^! 

Hills, t^rehtSp woods, embodied 

bcsn^ 

The T>Tant, and confound his cruelty. 


' • 

Adva?}ce — come forth from thy Tyro- 
lean ground. 

Dear Liberty .1 stem Nfinph of sou! 
untamed : 0 

Sweet Nymph. O riglitly of the moun- 
taius named ! • » 

Through the long chain of Alp^ from 
mound to mound 

And o'er the eternal snows, like Echo, 
bound ; • 

Take Echo, when the hunter ti^/at 
dawn 

Ha^roiised her from her sleep : and 
forest-lawn, » 

Cliffs, woods ^id caves, her viowjess 
steps rosour^ 

And babbie of iTCr pastime ♦-—Ou, Chead 
Power ! • * 

With such invisible mo^n speed thy 
flight, , 

Through* hanging clouds, from "craggy 
height to height, 

Through the green vales and through 
the herdsman's bower — 

That all the Alps may gladden in thy 
might. 

Here, there, and in all places at one hour. 

XI 


FEELINGS OF THE TYROLFSE 

The l.and we from our fathers had in 
trust, 

And to our children will transmit, or die : 

This is our maxim, this oiu: piety ; 

And God and Nature say that it is just. 

That which we would perform in arms — 
we must ! 

We read the dictate in the infant's eye ; 

' In the wife's smile ; and in the placid 

4 sky ; 

And, at o)ir feet, amid the silent dust 

Of them that were before us. — Sing aloucf 

Old songs, the precious music of the 
heart ! 

Give, herds and flecks, your voices id 
the wind P* • ^ ^ 

While we go forth, a self -devoted crowd. 

With weapons grasped in fearless hands, 
to assert 

Our virtue, and to vindicate 

* xir 

Alas 1 what boots the long laborious 

quest 


Of moral prudence, sought through gopd 
and ill ; ' , . 

Or pains abstruse — to elevate the will, > 
And lead us on to that transcendent rest 
Where every passion shall the sway 
attest 

Of Reason, seated on her sovereign hill ; 
What is it but a vain and curious skill. 
If sapient Germany must lie deprest, 
Beneath the brutal sword ? — Her 
* » haughty Schools 

Shall blush ; and may not we witl 
sorrow say, 

A few strong instincts and a few plain 
rules. 

Among the herdsmen of the Alps, have 
wrought 

More for mankind at this unhappy day 
Than all the pride of intellect and 
thought ? 

XITI 

And is it among rude untutored Dales, 
There, and there only, that the heart- 
is true ? 

And, rising to repel or to subdue, 

Is it by rocks and woods that man 
prevails ? 

Ah no ! tljoiigh Nature’s dread protec- 
tion fails, 

There is a bulwark in the soul. This 
know 

Iberian Burghers when the sword they 
drew 

In Zaragoza, naked to the gales 
Of fiercely-breathing war. The truth 
was felt 

By Palafox, and many a brave compeer. 
Like him of noble birth and noble mind ; 
By ladies, merk-eyed women without 
fear : 

And wanderers of the street, to thrhom 
is dealt 

Th'e bread which without industry 
they find. ^ 

XIV 

O'er the wide earth, on mountain and 
on plain. 

Dwells in the affections and the soul 
of man ' ^ 

A Godhead, like the universal Pan ; 

But more exalted, with a brighter train 
And shall his bounty be dispensed in \ 
vain. 

Showered equally on city and on field. 
And neither hope nor steadfast promise 
yield 

In these usurping times of fear and pain ? 
Such doom awaits us. Nay, forbid it 
Heaven ! 

We know the arduous strife, the eternal 
laws 
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, *fo wliich triumph of $ill gQo4 is 
, given, 

sacrifice, and labour w^hout pause, 
Etw to Jhe death : — ejse wherefore 
should the oyji 

' Of man converse with immortality ? 

XV 

ON THE FINAL SUBMISSION OF THE 
TVaOLESE 

It was a moral end fe.r which they^ 
foiiglit ; 

Else how, when mighty Thrones were 
put to shame, & 

Could they, po()r Shepherds, have pre- 
served an aim. 

A resolution, or enlivening thought ? 

Nor hath that moral gtxid been vainly 
sought ; 

For in their magnanimity and fame 
Powers have they left, an impulse, and 
a claim 

Which neither can be overturned nor 
bought. 

Sleep, Warriors, sleep \ among your 
hills repose ! 

We know that ye, beneath the stern 
control 

Of awful prudence, keep the niivan- 
quished soul : * 

And when, impatient of her guilt and 
woes, 

Europe breaks forth ; then. Shepherds \ 
^lall ye rise 

For perfect tniiinph o’er j’oiir Enemiev*?. 

XVI 

Hail, Zaragoza ! If with unwet eye 
W'ft can approach, thy sorrow to behold. 
Yet is the heart not pitiless nor cold ; 
Such spectacle demands not tear or sigh. 
These* desolate remains are trophies 
high 

Of more than martial cxuirage in the 
breast 

Of peaceful civic virtue : they attest 
>Thy matchless worth to all posterity. 
Blood flowed before thy sight without 
remorse ; 

Disease consumed thy vitals ; War 
upheaved 

The ground beneath thee with volcanic 
force : 

Dread trials ! yet encountered and 
sustained 

Till not a i^Teck of help or hope remained. 
And law was from necessity received. 

XVII 

Say, what is Honour ? — 'Tis the finest 
sense 

Qf fusiice whi^h the human mind can 
frame, 


Intent each luflcing ftgUty to 
Aiid 


oxii 


When lawless vio- 


offence 

Suffered or done. 

lence ^ ■ c 

Ibvades a Realm, so pressed th&t in the 
scale * 

Of perilous war her weightiest armies 

Honour'* is hopeful elevation,— wjieti^ 
Glory, and triumph. Yet with pplitic 
skill 

E/idangercd States may yield to terms 
unjust ; ” ' w 

St 0(^0 their proud beads, but not unto 
the dust — 

A Foe's most favourite purpose to iul- 
fil : 

Happy t^ccasions oft by self-miFtrust 
ArV cited ; but infamy doth kill. 

XVIII 


ul^f- 

An empty noise of death the battle’s 
* roar, ^ 

If vifal hopj be wantf|g to restore. 

Or mrtitudo b*' wanting to sustain. 
Armies or kfti^loms. , We have he^d a 
strain ^ 

Of triiim])h, how tht labouring Pauuj^e 

A weight of hostile corses : drcnc^ied 
with gore 

I Were the wide fic|ds, the hamlets heaped 
with siaiii. 

Vet see (the mighty tumult overpast) 
Austria a Daughter of her Throne hath 
sold ! 

And her Tyrolean Champion we behold 
Murdered, like one ashore by shipwreck 
cast. 

Murdered without relief. Oh 1 blin<l 
bold. 

To think that such assurance can stand 
fast! ■ . 

XIX 

Drave Schill I by death delivered, fak^ 
thy flight 

From I’russia’s timid region. Go, and 
•• rest ♦ 

With heroes, 'mid the islands of the 
Blest, ' ' 

9r in the fields of empyrean light. 
av meteor wett thou .crying ’ a dark 
night; 

Yet shall thy name, conspicuous aq4 
* sublime, " ' ' ' ' 

Sf^ta«d 4 n the spacious firmament of time;. 
FixedaS a star : Such glpry is thy right. 
Alas ! it may not be : for earthly tame 
Is Fortune’s frail dependant ; yet there 
lives ' ' 
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\ Ju&ge> who, as man claims by merit, 
gives ; • 

To whose all-pohdering mind a noble 
aim. « 

Faithfillly kept, is as a noble deed:t 
In whose pure sight all virtue doth 
succeed 

e XX 

Call not the royal Swede unfortunate. 
Who never did to Fortune bend the 
knee ; * 

Who slighted fear ; rejected steadfastly 
Temptation : and whose kingly name 
and state • ^ . 

Have “perished by his choice, and not 
his fate ! “ 

Hence lives He, to his inner self en- 
deared i • ^ 

And hence, wherever virtue is j^W^d, 
He Eits a more exalted Potentate, 
Thnmcd in the hearts of men. Should 
Heaven ordain 
That this grcaA Servant of a righteous 
cause ^ 

Must stih hav|; sad or yc^iug thAights 
to endure, - 

Yet may a sym^'athiiiift spirit pause, 
Admonished by these tiuths, and^iucnch 
all 

In thankful joy and gralulation purc.^ 
XXI 

Look now on that Adventurer who hath 
paid 

His vows to Fortune ; who, in cruel 
slight 

Of virtuous hope, of liberty, and right, 
Hdth followed wheresoe’er a way was 
made • 

By the blind Goddess,— ruthless, un- 
dismayed ; 

And so hath gained at lengtli a pros- 
perous he‘ight, [might 

Round which the elements of worldly 
Beneath his haughty feet, like clouds, 
are laid. 

O joyless power that stands by lawless 
force ! [hate, 

Curses eye his dire portion, scorn and 
Internal darkness and unquiet breatlf; 
And, if old judgments keep their sacred 
course. 

Him from that height shall Heaitha 
I)rcclpital!e 

By violent and ignominious death. 

XXII 


Is there a power that can sust'V's 
• cheer 

The captive chieftain, by a tyrant’s 
, doom, 

t See Note tc Sonnet VII, page 243. 


Forced to descend into his destined 
tomb — 

A dungeexn dark ! y^here he must wiste 
the year. 

And lie cut ol! from*all his heart holds 
dear ; 

What time his injured country is a 
stage 

Whereon deliberate Valour and the rage 
Of righteous Vengeance side by side 
appear,' 

Filling from morn to night the heroic 
scene 

Witn deeds of hope and everlasting 
praise : — 

Say can he think of this with mind 
Serene 

I And silent fetters ? Yes, if visions 
I bright 

Shine on his soul, reflected from the 
days 

When he himself was tried in open 
light. 

XXIII 
1810 

All » where • is Palafox ? Nor tongue 
nor pen 

Reports of him, his dwelling or his 
grave I 

Does yet the unheard-of vessel ride the 
wave ? 

Or is she sw'allowcd up, remote from ken 
I Of pitying human-nature ? OnCe again 
Mcthmks that we shall hail thee, Cham- 
pion brave, 

Redeemed to baffle that imperial Slave, 
And through all Europe cheer despond- 
ing men 

With new-born hope. Unbounded is the 
might 

Of niartjTdom, and fortitude, and right, 
Hnrk, how thy Country triumphs ! — 
Smilingly 

The Eternal looks Upon her sword that 
gleams, 

Like his own lightning, over mountains 
high. 

On rampart, and the banks of all her 
streams. 

XXIV 

Im due observance of an ancient rite. 
The rude Biscayans, when their children 
lie 

Dead in the sinless time of infancy, 
.Attire the peaceful curse in vestments 
white ; 

And, in like sign of cloudless triumph 
bright, [brows 

They bind the unoffending creature's 
With happy garlands of the pure white 
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. Then do a festal company unite 
In choral song ; and, while the uplifted 
cross 

Of Jesus goes before, the child is borne 
Uncovered to his ^ave : *tis closed, — 
her loss 

The Mother then mourns, as she needs 
must mourn ; 

But soon, through Christian faith, is 
grief suliducd ; 

And joy returns, to brighten forliluile.* 

XXV 

'F£KL1NGS OF A NOllLE BISCAYAN AT^NE 
OF THOSE Pl'NEKALS 
l8lO 

“YifT, yet, Biscayans ! we must inecL our 
Foes 

With firmer soul, yet labour to regain'' 
Our ancient freedom ; else ’twere woise 
than vain 

To gather round the bier these festal 
,1 shows. , 

A garland fashioned of the pure white 
rose I 

Becomes not one wht>sc father is a 
slave : 

Oh, bear the infant covered to his grave ! 
These venerable mountains now oriclobC 
. A people sunk in ai>atliy and fear. 

If this endure, farewell, for us, nil good ! 
.The awful light of heaveiily innocence 
Will fail to illiuninate the infant’s bier ; 
And guilt and shame, irom whicli is iiu 
defence, 

Pescf^iid on all that issues from our 
blood. 

XXVI 

THE OAK OF OrENNICA 
The ancient oak of (jiieniica, says Laborde in 
his accoiuit of Biscay, 1 %. a most venerable 
natural uiomunient. I'crdmand and Isabella, 
in the year I47<>, after hearing ma.ss in tnc 
' church (if S.iiita Maria dc la Antigua, it’p.ur( J 
to this tree, under win 'h they swore to the 
Biscayans to main tain their fueros (priTnleges) 
VJiat other interest belongs to it in the 
'' minds of this pcojilc will .ippear from the 
following. 

SUPPOSED ADDRESS TO THE SAME 
Id 10 

Oak of Guernica ! Tree of holier power ' 
' Than that which in Dudoiia did en- 
shrine I 

.(So faith too fondly deemed) a voice 
divine 

Heard from the depths of its aerial 
", bower — ' 

IHlow cans! thou flourish at this blighting 
hour ? 

What hope, what joy can sunshine 
, bring to thee. 


I Or the soft breezes from the Atlantis 

I • sefi, 

[ The dews of morn, or April’s tender 
I shower ? - , , . 

Stroke merciful and welcome would that 
be 

Which should extend thy branches on . 
the ground. 

If never more within their shady rouhd 
Those lofty-minded Lawgivers shall 
meet, 

Peasant and lord, in their appointed 
% seat, % 

Guardians of Biscay’s ancient liberty.. 

• ' X.VVII 

INDIGNATION OF A HIGH-MINDED 
SPANIARD 

^ • 1810 

We c9ii endure that He should wa.ste 
our lands. 

Despoil our ^mplcs, and by swordT and 
flame * , [came ; 

Rethrn us to the dust irom which we 
Such rfood a 'tyrant’s apfictite demands : 
And we can bp'ok the t! .ought that by 
his hands^. 

Spain may be overpowered, and he 
j possess, ‘ 

For his delight, a solemn wilderness 
Wlicre all the brave lie dead. But, 
when of bands 

Which he will break for us he dares to 
speak. 

Of benefits, and of a future day 
When our enlightened minds shall bless 
his sway ; 

the strained heart of fortitude 
proves weak ; „ 

Our groans, our blushes, our pale cheeks 
declare * 

That he has power to inflict what we 
lack strength to bear. 

XXVIII 

Avaiint all specious pliancy of mind 
In men of low degree, all smooth pre- 
tence ! 

I better like a blunt indiflcrence, 

And self-respecting slowness, dfsinclined. 
To win me at flrst sight : and be there 
joined 

Patience and temperance with this 
%. high reserve, - 
HonouP'that knows the path and will 
not swerve ; 

A'^fections, which, if put to proof, are 

I And piety towards God.^ Such men- of 
old 

I Were England's native growth ; and* 
j throughout Spaim 
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(TfiaiiU 
Tomain : 

Then ior that Country let our hopes 
beboldsb 

For matehed 'with Vthese shall policyt] 
pro^ vain. 

Her artSp her;£>trength. her iron, and 

^ XXIX 
1810 


God) forests of such J And thus from year to year his Walk ' 
-■ I r* they thwart. 

'And hang like dreams around his guilty ' 

' ... bed. 

' XXXI* " ^ 


O^ERWEENiMG Statesmen have full longj 
relied ^ 

6n fleets and ' armies^ and cxteriml 
wealth : 

But from within proceeds a Nation's 
health : 

Which aliall not fail, though po(y men 
cleave with pride * % p 

To the paternal floor ; or turn ajme. 
In th% thronged city, from the walks of 
gadi, ^ 

As being all unworth^o detain 
A Soul by contezltplation sanctified. ' 
There are who callnot langiysh^n this 
strife, ^ • . 

Spaniards ot every /fan^ Jjy’whom the 
good 

Of such high course Was felt and uader- 
, . stood ! 

' Who to their Country's cause have 
^ bound a life 

Erewhile* by solemn consecration, given 
To labdW^, and to prayer, to nature, and 
to heaven.' 

:• .V ’ ' XXX 

. THE FRENCH AND THE SPANISH GUERILLAS 

Hunger, and sultry heat, and nipping 
blast ■ 

'From bleak hiU<top, and length of march 
by night 

ll'hrough l^vy swamp, or over siiow- 
' clad mght — 

These hai'd.sliips ill-sustained, these 
" dangers past, 

'*nie roving Spanish Bands arc reached 
, at last, 

tged, a^d dispersed like foam : but 
as a flight 


^ SPANISH GUERILLAS ' " 

j8ii 

They seek, are sought ; to daily battle 
• led. 

Shrink not, though far outnifhlbered ’ 
by their Foes, 

For they have learnt to open and to . 
close 

The ridges of grim war ; and at their 
head 

Are captains such as erst their country 
bred 

Or fostered, self-supported cliicfs, — ^like 
those 

Whom hardy Rome was fearful to 
oppose ; 

Whose desperate shock the CartHF^ 
giiiian fled. 

In One who lived unkn^fvn a shepherd’s ' 
life 

KedoubLcd Viriatus breathes again; 

And Mina, nourislied in the studious 
shade, 'V. 

With that great Leader * vies, who, 
sick of strife ^ 

jiAnd bloodshed, longed in quiet to be 
laid 

In some green* island of the western 
main. 

XXXII 

1811 

The powe/ of Armies is a visible thing. . 

Formal, and circumscribed in time and ' 
space ; 

But 'who the limits of that power shall ' 
trace ", 

Whicli a brave People into light can 
bring ?■ 

Or hide, at will, — for freedom combating . 

By just revenge inflamed ? No foot ■ 
may chase, 


as a tiient follow, to a fatal place 

5pl scattereS quail, by signs do reunite, i 'i 


'-^0 these, — and. heard of once again 
;■ ' are chased « 

.'■"li^th .combinaMk>us of long-pragtised 
-iu-t . 

' Gtme they, viewless as the buried 
dead : a. 

• ; Where now? — Their sword is fne | ^ 
Foeman’s heart I 

' ? '' .1 See Laboede's character of the Spanish 
' pebple; from tNMi'hmmt of these last 


I wing 

wLike the strong wind, or sleeping like . 
’4 the wind *' ri 

within its awful caves. — From year tq 
year . 

*'^'^Springs this indigenous produce far 


and near, 

No craft this subtle element can bind, . 
Ri'^ing like waiter^ from the soil, to And 
111 every nook a lip that it may cheer- 


a Sertorius- . .,j 


ajS t'OEMS TO NATIONAL IN^PENDENCE AND LIBE^TV 

^..^....^. J^ .-L- -f; 


xxxm 

/' j ' < ' i8it 

' 'JB&tRa pSMse t ,the poet claims at least his 

‘ I^at^^Kuoiis Liberty hath been the 
'scope 

■o^;OI his pure song, which did not shrink 
:!'■ ,k' from hope 

In the worst moment of these evil days ; 
jpfom hope, the paramount du^v .that 
Heafyen lays, 

"'F<ir its own honour, on man's suffering 
heart. ♦- 

.^.l^river may from our souls one truth 
t; ' depart — 

' ' ^That ah ‘accursed thing it is to gaze 
On prosperous tyrants witli a dazzled 
'■ eye ; 

Nor— touched with due abhorrence of 
. their guilt ■ 

For whose dire ends tears flow, and blood 
is spilt, 

Ana justice labours in extremity — 
Forget thy weakness, upon which is 
built, 1 ft 

O wretched man, the throne of tyranny ! 


XXXIV 

- . THE FRENCH ARNfV IN RUSSIA 
^ i8ia-i3 

Humanity, delighting to behold 
A fond reflection of her own decay. 

Hath painted- Winter Ukc a traveller 
old^ 

Propped on a staff, and, through the 
sullen day. 

In hooded mantle, hniping o'er the plain. 

As though his weakness were, disturbed 
by pain : 

Or, if a juster fancy slmuld allow 
An undisputed symbol of coriiniaiid. \ 
The chosen sceptre is a witliered boigh, i Of 
Infirmly grasped within a palsied h:jsd. ' 


He called on Frost's inexorable *tooth 
Life to consume' in Mannood's firmest ' 
hold ; 

Nor spared the reverend- blood that 
* feebly runs ; * 

For why — unless for liberty enrolled 
And sacred home-^ah ! why should', 
hoary Age be J^ld ^ , 

Fleet the Tartar's reinless steed, 

But fleeter far the pinions of the 
Which from S'iberian caves the Monarch 
» freed, 

And sent him forth, with sqnadrozfs of. 

\ his kind, i 

And bade the Snow their ample backi|ii 
bestride. 

And to the battle ride. 

No pitying voice commands a halt. 

;^urage can* repel the dire assault ; 
Distracted, spiritless, benumbed, and 
blind. 

Whole legions sii^ — and, in one instant, 
find . 

Burial Mid death : look for them — and 
^^'descry,' -v ** “ 

When mori; returns, bi&neath the clear 
blue sky^ < 

A soundless waste, a trackless vacancy f 


XXXV 

ON THE same occasion 

1»'S’'e Storms, resound the praises of your ^ 

' King! 

And VC mild Seasons — in a sunny clime, 
Midway on some high hill, while Father 
Time 

Looks on delighted — meet in festal rin^, 
And loud and long of Winter's triumim 
sing ! 

Sing ye, with blossoms crowned, and 
fruits, and flowers. 

Winter's breath surcharged with 

^ sleety showers, , 

suit the helpless aiTd \ And the dire flapping of his hoary wing ! 

'L. . forlorn v* | Knit the blithe dance upon the soft 

f, But niightv Winter the device* shall green grass ; 

scorn. ' With feet, hwds, eyes, looks, lips, report 

vour gain ; 

JForheit was— dread Winter ! who beset. ^Whisper it to the billows ofethe main, 

' Fungmg round van and rear his ghastly And to the aerial zephyrs as they p.TSS. ' 

That old decrepit Winter — He hath slain ' ■ 
' That host, when from the regions of the ^Tliat Host, which rendered all your 
I*. . . I * bounties vain 1 ^ 

They shrunk, insane ambition’s barren^ % wv^rr 

goat— XAX Vi 

vv .'That host, as huge and strong as e'er wy Moscow self-devoted to a blase ^ 

defied \^^eadful sacrifice : by ftussian blood''. 

.Their God, and placed their trust in Lavl^d in fight with desperate hardf-. 

human pride I hood ; ‘ " 

; As fathers persecute rebellious sons, The unfeeling Elements no claim shallT 
-.He smote the. blossoms of their warrior raise ^ 

Toiroh our just .prains 


' -.96 auAvw WV .uius9UD» or (jicir warm 

youth j. 
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For wfiat &e did and sufiered. Pledge 
aure- • - 

Of a deliverance absolute and pure 
She ganre, if Faith might tread the beaten' 
ways . • 

Of Providence* But now did the Most 
High 

Exalt his still small voice ; — to quell that 
Host Jr. ' • ' 

Gathered his power, a manifest ally ; 
He,- whose heaped waves gpiifounded the 
proud boast . j 

Of Pharaoh, said to Famine, Snow, aiftl 
Frost, ^ I 

Finish the strife by deadliest victory*! ’* 

XXXVII 

THE GERMANS ON THE HEIGHTS OF 
HOCKHEIM • ^ ^ 

A BRUPTLY paused the strife ; — th^ticld 
throughout 

Restiflg upon his arms each j^arrior stood. 
Checked in the verv act and deed of 

blood, • 

• With, breath sw#eiided, lil^ a listgning 
scout. ■ • 

O Silence ! thou w^rt ^qth^r of a shout 
That through the texture* of you azure 
don^ • * 

Cleaves its glad way, a cry of harvest 
home 

^ Uttered to Heaven in ecstasy devout ! 
The barrier Rhine hath flashed, through 
■Pf, b;lttle-smoke, 

. On men who gaze heart-smitten by the 
view, 

As if all Germany had felt the sliock 
— Fly, wretched Gauls l ere they t^e 
charge renew 

Who have seen — themselves now casting 
off the yoke — 

The unconquerable Stream his course 
- pursue. 

XXXVIII 

NOVEMBER, 1S13 

Now that all hearts are glad, all faces 

-■'’^ur agedgfsovcreign sits, to the ebb and 
flow [woe* 

■ Ot states and kingdoms, to their joy or 
; Insensible. He sits deprived of sight, 
',-;jj;ABd lamentably wrapt in twofc Id niglit* ■ 
'■■'■^wliom no weafa hopes deceived ;^whos<« 
mind ensued, - ■ [tude, ’ 

' ■ Through perilous war, with regal fortu 
Peace that should claim respect fr^ 
lawless Might. ' 

.'.\|>r^d King of ■Kings, vouchsaf||^ a ray 
. divine 

Tp his forlorn eonditioii ! let thy grace 
j Upott his in mercy shine ; . 


-n^ir 

Perinit his heart to kindle, and to em* 
brace ^ 

(Though It were only for a moment's . 
space) 

The triumphs of. this flour ; for they are ; 
Thine ! 

xxxrx 

ODE j , 

1814 i 

- Carmine possumiu 


Doiiare, et pictinm dicere muneri. , 

Non Incisa nntis maruiora publids. 

Per qus spiritus Kt Vila redit bonis 
Pull mortem diibicus. 

clanus indicant 

Landes, qiiam Pierides ; Uque, 

Si rhartap sileant quod bene feceris, 

Mcrcedeni tuleris. Hor. Car. 8. lib* 4. 

I 

When the soft hand of sleep had closed 
the latch 

Oil the tired household of corporeal sense,' 

And Fancy, keeping unrcluctant watch, ‘ 

Was free her choicest favours to ffis- ' 
pnnsp ; 

I saw, ill wondrous, perspective dis- 
played, 

A landscape more august than happiest . 
skill 

Of pencil ever clothed with light and* 
shade ; 

An intermingled pomp of vale and hill. 

City, and naval stream, suburban grove. 

And stalely forest where the wild deer 
rove : 

Nor wanted lurking hamlet, dusky 
towns. 

And scattered rural farms of aspect 
bright ; 

And, here and there, between the pas- . 
loral downs. 

The azure sea ups welled upoh the sight. 

Fair prospect, such as Britain onl}’ 

* shows ! 

But not a living creature could be seen . 

Through its wide circuit, that, in deep 
repose. 

And, even to sadness, lonely and serene, 

Lay hushed; till —through a portal in 
the sky 

Brighter than brightest loop-hcle, in a 
storm. 

Opening before the sun’s triumphant 
eye — 

Issued, to sudden view, a glorious Form 1 

Earthward it glided with a swift descent : 

Saint George himself this Visitant must 
be ; 

And, ere a thought could ask on what ' 
intent 

He sought the regions of humanity, 

A thrilling voice was heard, that vivified 

City and field and flood ; — aloud it cried — ' " 
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‘‘Though from mv celestial hme. 
Like a CbAinpion. tu mcd 1 come; 
** On my helm the dragon crest, 

** Andr the red cross on my breast . 
“ I, the Cruardian ^ this Land, 

* Speak not now of toilsome duty , 


I Ahilitv like splendour to enduci! : * 

Lntered, with streaming thousands, 
through the gate, 

T saw the banquet s|>read hearath 4 
» Dome of st^te, • 

^ , \ lofty Dome, that dared to emulate 

‘‘well obeyed was that command— j Ihe heaven of sable mgbt 
•‘Whence bright da>s of festive With stirry lustre, yet had powef to 
beautv , I " throw 

Haste, Virgins, haste I — the flowers S<»Iemn effulgence, clear as -solar light, 
which summer gayt _ • * I pon a pripcel} comparty below. 


“Have perished in the field 
“But the green thickets ilenteoush 
shall ^leld *■ 

“ tit garHiids for the l>iai< 
•Thatewill be welcome if bv \oii 
eutwintd 

*HasU, Virgins, haste 
Mitrons graie 
‘ Ch) forth with ri\al louthfulness of 
mind, * 

‘And gither whit m find 


While the \ault rang with choral^har- 

^ moil’s , 

Like some N>mph haunted grot ben^th 
the roaring sea ™ 

—No sf^oncr ceased that peal, than ewf 
I the verge 
ind sou, \t Of (xi^t-itioii hung a d.rge 

l\eit,hed fmm a soft and lonel\ mstru- 
^ nent 

riiit kindled recollections , 

Of agonised affections , 


• Of haril\ laurel and wild holh boughs — And, though some teirs the strain 


lo deck vour stern Defenders nuidrst 
brows ' 

“ Such simple gifts pnpire, 

* 1 hough thc> hue iiiicd a worthiei 
meed 

“ And in dm tune shall share 

Those palms and im iraiithiiu wn aths 
“ I’nto their niirtvred Countrsmen de 
ere eel 

‘ In realms where everlasting freshness 
breathes ’ 

II 

And lo ' with crimson banners proudh 
stre amiiig. 

And upright weapons iimocentlv gleam 
ing, 

\leuig the surface of a spacious plain 
Advance in order the redoubted Bands, 


attende d, 

The mournful passion tneled 
In peace of sy^rit, and fiublnbc content* 


But g irlinds w thr*r , 
elct 


festal shows 

I irt, 

1 ike dre ims themselves , and sweetest 
s Mind 

( Albe It of effect profound) ‘ 

n w IS — inel it IS gone ' ^ 

\ieteri )us i ngland ^ bid the silent Aft 
Kt fleet, in glowing hues that shall not 
faeie , 

Those high achievements even as she 
• arrajed 

With stcemd life the deed of Marathon 
I pon Athenian walls , 


And there receive gieen chaplets from labour for thv civic halls 

the bauds 


Of a fail female train — 

Maids and Malroi s, dight 
In robe s of dazalmg vn hite , 

While from the ciowd bursts forth 
raptiir ms noise 

B> the cloud-npt hills retorted 
And a thiong of ros^ bo\s 
In loose 1 ishioii tell their joys 


And be the guardian spaces 
I Of consecrated places, 

' As nobly graced bv Sculpture’s patient 
I toil , 

a And let imperishable Columns rise 

Fixed in the depths of this courageous 
soil , 

^.r xprcsstve signals of a gloriAais strife, 

And competent to shed a spark divme 

Aiidgrev haired sires, on staffs supported, Into the torpid breast of daily life,— ^ 
Look round, and bv their smiling seem .Records on which, for pleasure of all eyes, 
tosav, ^ • Ihe morning sun^inav shine »■ 

Thus stri\ ts a grateful Country to dis With ^ratula^jon thofoflghly benign * ^ 

plav V * 

ve. Pierian Sisters, sprung from 

[And sage Mnemosynee — ^full lon^ de- 
Anon before m> ^ight a pilace rose barred 
Built of all precious substance's, — so pure [ From >our first mansions, exiled all too 
Aud exquisite, that sleep alone bestows ) long ^ ^ 
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- • rt- ■ ! - 

Frokn many a hallowed stream and grove. 
Dear natiye regions where ye i^nUto 
' rove, ^ *“ • 

. Chantfhe foi^ patriot heroes the!‘.1:‘eward 
;• .ptn^W-dyjmg song 1 • 

Now (for, though Truth descending from 
. -<abO;Ve ■>.'{^5; ^ ^ 

'THe Olympian summit hath d^troycd 

4?^ for aye'"^”'' 

Your kin4»d Deities, Ye live and move. 
Spared firiibeisancc froniiperpetual love 
For privilege TCdcemed of godlike sway) 

, Now, on tne;. margin of some spotifts 
'^fountain',^'’ • # 

top serene of unmolested ^ount<iin. I 
‘Strike audibly the noblest of your Utcs, | 
• And tor a moment meet the soul’s desires ! ; 
' That I, or some more favour^l Hard, 
may hear # 

^ What ye, celestial Maids ! have^flcn 
«yng 

- Of Britain's acts, — may ^tch it with 
rapt ear. 

And give the weasure to our Hritish 
k)ngiip ! ^ • • 

' .So shall the characters -of that proud 
: page • • . 

Support their mighty theme from age s 
- to age ; * * 

' jAnd, in the desert places of the earth, 
'/.‘When they to future empires have given 
•/ birth, 

^ , $D shall the people gather and believe 
bold report, transferred to every 
clime ; 

' And the whole world, not envious but 
\ admiring, 

' And to the like aspiring. 

Own — that the progeny of this fair Isle 
'/• Had power as lofty actions to achieve 
As were performed in man's heroic prime; 

' •' Nor wanted, when their fortitude had 
held 

Its even tenor, and the foe was i^uelled, 
.A corresponding virtue to beguile 
The hostile purpose of wide-wasting 
" \ Time — 

',.':^at not in vain they laboured to secure. 
For. their great deeds, perpetual memory, 

;; j^d fame as largely spread as land ancf 
•i'j >ea, 

4i^.'By Works of spirit high and passion 


And to inflict shame’s salutary ' stings ' 
On the 'Remorseless hearts of men grown V;, 
old . 

In a blind worship; men perversely - 

bold * ^ ■ 

Even to this hour, — yet, some Shall y 
now forsake 

Their monstrous Idol if the dead e’^y' 
spake, 

,To warn the living; if truth were ev^r.V; 
told 

; By aught redeeini^d out of the hollow^. 
gnravif : 

O iinirdf-red Piiiice I meek, loyal. 

I pious, brave ! 

I The power of retribiitifii once wfts given t, ' 
Hut tis a rueful thought that wilTdw ^ 
bajids 

So often lie the thunder-wielding han^ = 
Of Justice sent to earth from highest 
Heaven ! ~ .> 


OCCASIOiVFU BV THE BATTLE OF - 4 *^ 
WM'IULOO y,' 

(Tho last six linos intended for an luscriptionl pT 
- rEURTAKY, lSl6 

Intrfpid sons t»f Albion ! not bv you :■ 

Is life despised ; ah no, the spacious-' 
earth 

Ne'er saw a race who held, by right of .. 
birth. 

So many objects to wliich love is due : 7 

slight not life — to God and nature 
true ; 

But death, becoming death, is dearer far*. ; . 

When duty bids you bleed in open war:};? 

Hence hath your prowess quelled that"^,^' 
impious crew. ^ 

Hcrmjs ! — for instant sacrifice prepared ijyi. 

Yet filled with ardour and on triumrh*.^!, 

'Mid direst shocks of mortal accident-^-*’* 

To you who fell, and you whom slaughter ^' ■ 
spared ^ 

To guard the fallen, and consummate ' ' 
the event, 

Your Country rears this sacred Monur-j 
ment ! 


',F£BL1NGS OF A FRENCH ROYALIST, Oj 
THE DISINTERMENT OF THE REMArf 
,7 , . OF THE DUKE d’ENGHIEN 


'.yDEAR Rcliques I 
. to 


from a pit of vilest 


SIEGE OF VIENNA RAISED BY 

JOHN SOBIESKI j 

FEBRUARY, l8l6 

O, FOR a kindling touch from that pure' '4' 
flame 

Which ministfAred, erewhile, to a sacrifloe 7^’ 
Of gratitude, beneath Italian skies, 

In words like these ; “ Up, Voice of - 
song ! proclaim 

y ,TbysaiQ.Uy rgpture with celestial ainii' 


y Thy swUy rapture with celestial ainii' Ci 
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stands 


the 




For lo I the Imperial City 
ifeleoaed 

From ftbondaige threatened by 
embattled Ea^t, 

And Christendom respires ; from guilt 
. and shame 

Redeemed, from miserable fear set free 
By one day^s feat, one mighty victory. 
'-Chant the Deliverer’s praise in ever \r 
\ tongue ! ■ , 

, ’*‘The cross shall spriead, the crescent 
. hath waxed dim ; 

. He conquering, as in joyfill Haiven 
• ' .. is sung, 

**He conqueuino THRorr.n (Ion, axi> 
. God uy him.”^ 

XLIll 

OCCASIONED BY THE BATTLE OV 
WATERLOO 
FEBRUARY, l8l6 

The Bard — whose soul is mock as daw'u- 
ing day. 

-Yet trained to judgments righteously 
severe. 

Fervid, yet conversant with holy feaG 
As recognising one Almighty sway : 

He — whose experienced eye can pierce 
the array 

Of past events ; to whom, in vision clear. 
The aspiring heads of future things ap- 
pear, 

'l#fke mountain-tops whose mists have 
rolled away— 

Assoiled from all encumbrance of our 
time,® 

He only, if such breathe, in strains 
devout 

Shall comprehend this victory sublime : 
Shall worthily rehearse the hideous rf)ut, 

. The triumph hall, which from their 
peaceful clime * 

Angels might welcome with a cbi.«^al 
shout t 

XLIV 

Emperors and Kings, how oft have 
temples rung 

. With impious thanksgiving, the Al- 
mighty’s scorn ! 

/How oft above their altars have been 
^ hung 

'Dophios that led the good and wise to, 
‘ mourn 

Triumphant wTong, battle of battle born, 
/ ^d sorrow that to fruitless sorrow clung! 
\NoWi^ from Heaven-sanc]^^ned victory. 
Peace is sprung ; 

Tn this firm hour Salvation lifts her horn. 
X Sm Ode. 

S'*' probp all tfato world’s eQcumbrMtcs did 

■ .\ir%SkS''4- , * 


Glory to arms I 
ndrve 


But, eosiseiouB that t|ie ■ 


^ UCI. yo 

Of^jmlar reason, long mistrusted, fneed^: 
Your flitfrones, ye Powers, frbni diity fear^ 
to swerve I • 

Be just, be grateful ; nor, the opin^spr's 
creed , 

Reviving, heavier chastisement deserve . >.■ 
Than ever forced unpitied^arts to bleed.* ' . ' 

. XLV 
. ODE 

' x8.5 ; . 

iMAciNA'ffoN — ne’er before content. . 

But aye ascending, restless in her pride'/ 
From all that martial feats could yield* 'f 
Tevher fiesires, or to her hopes present-’- 
StoeVt'd to the Victorv, on that Belgic 
field. 

Achieved, this closing deed magnii^ent. 
And with*vhe embrace was satisfied. 

• — Fly, ministers ofiFamc, 

With c\’ery help that from earth and • 
iieaven mgy clairn^ ‘ 

Bear through the -worfd these tidings 
of delight*'. • • 

— Henrs, Days, andt Months, haVe borne . 

thorn in the sight • 

Of mortals, hurrying like a sudden shower^ , 
That land-ward stretches from the sea. 
The morning’s splendours to devour ; * 
But this swift travel scorns the company 
Of irksome change, or threats from sad- 
dening power. 

— Tke shock is givan^ihe Advetsuries,.., 
bleed — ’ ' ' 

Lo, Justice triumphs/ Earth is freed/ ' 
Joyful annunciation! — ^it went forth — 

It pierced the caverns of the sluggi^ 
North — 

It found no barrier on the ridge 
Of' Andes — frozen gulphs became its 
bridge — [freight— 

The vast Pacific gladdens with the 
Upon the l.akes of Asia 'tis bestowed — 
The Arabian desert shapes a willing roads 
Across her burning breast, 

|iFor this refreshing incense ®4rom the 
West ! — 

-Where snakes and lions breed, 

It^hcrc towns and cities thick as stars ^ 
appear, , ' ' ’.V- 

Wher A^er fcojits are gathered. aii4. 
where’er^ 

Vhe upturned soil receives the hopeful ' 
vHttlethe Sun rules, and cross the 
m night — ^ 

The unwearied arrow hath pursiuia 

flight ! " y 
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And in its sparkling progress read . 
Of \irtue crowned with glory's dedt bless 
meed 

Tyrants exuU to hear of kingdoms won, 
\nd slates are* pleased to learn that 
mighty feats are done 
Lven the proud realm, from whose dis- 
• tracted borders 

This messei^Slllof good was launched m 
air, 

France, humbled France, amid her wild 
disorders. 

Feels, and hereafter shall the truth d/ 
Clare , # 

That she too lacks not rf ason to rejoice, 
A.nd utter England s name with sadh 
plausivc voice 

" • • 

gcnimiL glor>, pure nnown • 

And well might it beseem that mighty 
fpwii 

Into whose bosom tarth & laist treasures 
flow, ^ 

Tr» whom all pe^ecuted men retreat 
Tf a mw templt^t^- her vothe Irnf 
High on the shite of sihft- Jhaiiits— to 
greet • • * . 

Tfa< peaceful guest ^^anemg fr im afai 
Bright bqilh< I ibxic as 1 star * 

Iresh risen and beautiful within' — 
there nuct 

ilXpendetice inflmti., pr-)portion just 
A Pile thit (iiaee appio\(s mu lime 
r in trust 

With His must sacied wealth heroic 
dust 

III 


I or them who bravely stood unhurt, or 
blad 

With medicable wounds, or found their 
graves 

Upon the battle field,*or under oceans 
wa\ es * 

Or where rond'icted home m single state. 
And long proci s'-ion there to lie. 

Where their sons ons and illposteritv, 
Unheard by them, their deeds shall oelc 
•brate ' 


a n 

Nor will tin Ciod of peace ind love 
Such martial service disapprove 
He guides the pc stilence — the cloud 
Of locusts trivels on His breath , 
ihc iLgioii thit ui hope w IS ploughed 
His dioii,,lit c msuincs His mildew taints 
with de ith 

He springs the hushed Volcano s mint, 
He j>uts till 1 irth quake on htr still 
design 

Darkens the sun hath bade the forest 
sink. 

And drinking towns and cities, still can 
drink 

C ities and towns — tis Thou — the work 
is Ihiiu 

The In ICC loniido sleeps within Thy 
coiiits — 

He hears the word He flies - 
And niVRs perish m ihcir poits 
1 or th m art aiigrv with Ihine enemies I 
I r 1 thi'sc ind mourning for out errors, 

i ^nd sins that point their terrors. 

We bow our heads b fore Ihee, and we 


But if the V aliant of this land I I'lud 

In reveiential modesty demand, ' And iiiagiiif\ lh> name Almightj God ’ 

That all obs»er\ ance duo to the m be p iid Hut Man is thv most aw f ul instrumeiit, 

Where their scicne progenitors irt Ind lu worlang out a pure intent , 

lvliigs,warriurs high souled poets smit Th gi cloth si the wicked in their daz 
like sages, 

1 iifc^aiids Illustrious sons of long, long And for Ihv iighteous pui pose they pre- 
ages , '' 

Be It not unordauicd that sciUniii nt.s Thme ann from peril einrd, the coasts 
Within the cijcuit of those Gothic walls them who m lh\ laws delight 

Shall bo periormed at pregnant intervals presence turns the scale of doubtful 

t 'sramemr^tion holy th it unites S_ “ght, , 

Ihchvmggenerations with the dead ’^Iremendous God of battles. Lord of 
the deep so d moving sense Hosts 

Of religious eloquence — i v 

By visual pump4 and by th( tie a 

Of sweet ana threatenmg hariAony r ulear — to Tht.e — 

Soft notes, awful as the omen .Father and Judge of all. with fervent 

Of destructive tempests coming i tongue 


\nd escaping from that sadness ■»' But in a gentler strain 

In&o elevated gladness | Of ccmtetnidation, by no sense of wrong. 

While the white-Fob d choir attendant, ( Too quick and keen) mcited io dlsdam 

Under mouldeririK banners pe ndart | Of piti pkadmg from the heart in vain— 

Provoke all pottni symphonies to raise I 10 thfe —To Turr 

bonga of vIsfggQ^jind ppaim*, J|[K^st God of Chfistiaiiised Humanity 


y V 
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Shall praises lyt ppurad forth, and 
thanks ascend, 

That Thou hast brought our warfare to 

an end. 

And that we nee^no second victors ' 
Blest, above aueasiire blest, 
if on 1 by love our Land her hopcb shall 
rest, 

And all the Nations labour to fulhl 
Thy law, and lise htnccfurlh m i>eau 
Hi pure good will • * 

XLVI ^ 

ODE 

THL MORNINO OF 1111 DA\ AlfOlNlFU 
FOR A OLNERAL THWhsOIMNO 
JAMAR\ iS lt'l 6 

1 

Hah, orient Conqiienn of gloomv Night » 
'ihuu that caubt bind the blibs uf Lrati< 
tilde 

On health howc e.i nibciisiblc or rude , 
■Whcthir rh\ piiiictuil \isitati<jus smite 
The haughl> lowers where monaichs 
dwell 

Or Thou, impartial Sun, with prtstuci 
blight 

Chetr’st the low thrcsheild of the jica- 
baiii s cell ' 


Jfaou who df^st warm Earth*s uxiiver^ 
noulelf 

And for Thy bounty wert not unadored 
By pious men of bid « ' 

Once more, heart-chee^mg Sun, I bid 
thee hail ' 

Bright be thy course to^ay« let not thit 
promise fail I ^ 

« iiU' 

'Mid the deep quiet of this mesruing 
. hour, fck 

til n iture seems to hear me while 1 spAk, 
hugs urged ^hat do not vainly seek 
Vpt languagb, ready as the tuneful notes 
lhat stream m blithe succession irom 
the«thtuats 

Of birds, in leafy bower, 

Wl filing a ffirewell to a vernal shower 
— TnCii is a ladiant though a short-lived 
flamf , ^ € 

That biiriis^hr Poets m the dawning 
e isl . 

Viul lit my soul hatlrkmdled at the 
I aiiu . « % , « 

V\ni< 11 lh( ( apW\ it\ of si c]) had ceased . 
But Ht w hu*!|y‘4 nmpoveably the frame 
Of thi louiid world, and built, by laws 
is strong, • ^ 

\ solid r(.tug( t(»r distress — 

Ihc towris of righteousness. 


Not '**5* climb tin sk^ I knows th it from a holier altai came 


III naked spUndour, clctu from mist ir 
ha/c, 

Oi (loud approaching to di\(rt the i i>s, 

Uhich (\tn in dtcpist winttr testily 
lh\ iiowci and nllJfst^, 

Dazzling the \ision that pitbunus to 
gazi 

-Will doth tliiiic asjitct usher m this 
Di^ , 

As apll\ suits thei tw ith th a lupdcst pace 
bubuuttt d to tin chains « . 

Ihit bind tlite to tht jiath which O 'd i 
ordains . 

> lhat tllbu shat traci. I 

y with the luavcns and lartli lliou 
^ pass away ' 

Nor less, the stillness <»f thest trosty 
plains. 

Their utter btillness and the silent giace 
* Of yon ethereal summits white with 
snow, [ity 

(WTiosc tranquil pomp and spotless pur- 
Repoxt of steams gone by 


Hu quick! iiiiig spark of this day’s sacri- 
fuc , 

Knows that the souxee xs nobler whence 
doth rise 

ihe current of this matin Song; 
lhat deeper far it lies 
Ihan aught dependent on the fickle skies. 


Ill 


-by the 


and 


Have we not?’ conquered ?- 
\c iigeful syvurd ! 

Vh no b\ dint of Maguammilv ; 
i ill at embed the basci passions, 
left fret* 

A. loyal band to follow their liogc Lord 
Clear-sighted 1 Lonour. and his staid C mn- 

0 jjt ei s. a 

Along a tiack of most unnatural vears , 
In execution of heroic deeds 
.AVhose memor\, spotless as the crystal 
* • beads 

1 Of mnmg dew upoii *the imtroddeil 

• [ meads, 

above the starry 


To us who tread below) 

Do with the sumcc of this Dav accord, f^hall live enrolled 
— Pivmest Objtcl which the uplifted eye v^pheres 

Of mortal man is suffered to behold ’ Hr, who in concert with an earthly string 
Thou, who upon tho^e snow -clad Heights . Of Britain s acts would sing, * 

' has pound 1 He with enraptured voice will tell 

j lustre, noi forget st the humble | Of One whose spirit no reverse could 

Vale 1 niMlI • 
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(ft One that tAid the f uUng never f jsuled-* 
Who paints how Britain struggldd and 
prevailed 

Sdialf represent her labouring with an eye 
Of cirCuxnspeat humanity 


Shall shbw her clothed with ^rength andlAnd to celLnlies of lavrless force 
skill, • ^•n^hich spurning G 


411 mart tal duties to fulhl , 

Firm as a tocdfain stationary fi^ht 
in motion rapiSt as the lightninf, s f;,lcam 
hicrcc as a dood gatt busstiiif^ at mid 
night r hcani 

lo rouse the wicktd fr ni thru gi 
woe woe to all thst fa^i htr in tht hc^d 
Appalled she jxiay not be and c mitut 
>Kld 

rv 

And thus is missed the s Ic tiiic^^ 
lhat cm belong ti hum in st 13^ 
Alj^hich thf V < nlv shall airiv 
Wild tlir ugh the 'lb^ss tf ^\takntss 
di\e * 

The \ erv hiiml left irt to jrcud 1 h< itl 
Apd oTK brief IS iightlv istt % irt 

For Him vA ) lif^t th iij ay 1 1 i\t th 1 w 
For that Almit,ht> (jOcI to^wB inwt wi 
bay not that wt ha\e ^mCjuislud— I iit 
that we suiMvcf % 


And to desires isIjSse ever waxing horn 
Not alit the light of eaithlv power could 
fill ^ 

Opposed to (^kadeep plots of patiuit 
skill * 


V 

the 


domini u i the 


How dre iJfiil 
• impure ' 

Why should tht. song I ( lards t 11 
cl iim 

That less than power unbeunded cculd 
jgii hot tame 

*niat soul of Lvil — which fi m hell Ut 
loose ( il use 

Had hilled the astonishc d wt rid wiSh such 
As boundless patience nly r< uld Liidurc ’ 
— Widewistfd rc^i ns — cities ^vl ipt m 
flame — 4 

Who sees* max lift a stieanimg < \ 
lo Heaven — whone\trsi\i luav In i\e 
a sigh 

jBut the foundation of 0111 nature sh ikcs 
And with an mfiiuV pain the spirit ichts 
When desolated c luutnes towns u hrt 
Me buttthe avowed attire 
Of warfare wiged with desperite mud 
\g3mst the life cf virtue in mankind 
Assaulting without ruth 1 

The citadels of truth * 

While the fair ^rdens of civility, * 

By Ignorance defaced, 

By violence laid waste 
Berish without reprieve for flower or tr 


spurning God had flung away 
runt rse — 

What c)uld they gun but shad ws ui 
• ,if dress ’ 

— S bad jrorteded propagating werse 
Anti discipline was \ issim s dire excess 
Widens the fat il wib its lints extend 
And at adlicr p isoiis m the chalice blend 
When will ycur trials teach you to be 
wist ’ 

— O I r ti ite L mds c iisult 5 our 
igc lilts 

Nt 111 ri — the guilt is I jiiish tl 
\nd with Iht guilt Iht shunt is fled 
\n 1 with Ih guilt and shunt the Woe 
h itli \ uiishtd [head ' 

liakiii,^ the dust and ishfs frtm her 
N m re thtse ling rings t distress 
Sullv Iht limpid strt irn tf Ihankfulnt s 
W h it r It can gr ititudt mi 1 \ 

S sctmlv IS liif ra liant vtsl of lt> ’ 
W h it st 1 1 s s suit il le IS those that mt \ e 
In ir nipt 1 1 lieiict to spentaneuus 
mt isur s 

Of gl r\ an 1 ftlicitv iiid live 
Suit 11 1 iing tlu wh It lit nt t > sacred 
1 It isuits ^ 


• • VI 

A crduching purpose — a distracted 
will — [scorn. 

Opposed to kme that battened unon 


O Brit 1111 dealer f r than life is dear. 
If t ut there I c 
Ot all thv i-r geiiy 

W h can f rgt t thv 1 rt wess never more 
Bt tint ungrateful Sen all wed to hear 
ihy green leaves lustle 1 thy torrents 
r IT 

Vs SI lings the 11 II Ir m his 
\s frem i f rest 1 lakc 
L I starts a glisttniig snake, 

Iht 1 Id Arch dt spot reappeared, — 
a*, uii 

Wide Buitpe heives impatient to be 
cast 

With all her armed Powers 
On that ITciisive soil like waves 
s upon a thousand shores 

rTht trumpet I It w a universal blast ' 
J^ut lh>u are f it mist m the feld ^ 
yr there stand 

I Receive the triumph destmed to thy 
hand ' H 

All States have glorified thems Ives 
their claims 

Me weighed by Providenc^^ in balance 
even . 
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And now, in preferenlfe to thr. mightiest 

To^'hee the exterminating sword is given. 

of, apgrohation, justlv 


Dread mark 
gained ! 

Exalted office, worthily sustained 1 


• For T^y protecting care, * • 

Their Solemn joy — praising the Eternal 
Lord 

For tyranny subdued* • • 

And for the sway of equity renewed, 

For liberty confirmed, and pemce re- 
stored T' 


I^cserve, O Lord ! within our hearts 
The memory of thy favuur, i • 
That, else insensihly departs, 

And loses its sweet savour ! 

L<xlge it within us ! — as the povwr of 
light 

Lives iiiexhaustibJv in prerimjs gems. 
Fixed on the Iront of iiastern diadems, 

. jSo shine our thankfulness forever !»nght 1 
'What offering, what transcendent monu- 
ment 

Shall our sincerity to Thee j resent ? 

— Not work of liauds ; but trophies 
that may reach 

To highest Heaven — the labtmr of the 
Soul : 

That builds, as Thy uiiernug jirccepts 
teach, 

Upon the inlcrnal conquests made by 
each. 

Her hiipe of lasting glory for the. i\hole. 
^Yet will noi heaven disown nor earth 
gainsay 

The oiitwafcl service of this day ; 
Whether the w<jrshippers entreat 
Forgiveness from (lod’h inercv-scat : 

Oi' thanks and praises to His throne 
ascend 

That He has brouglit our w'aifare to an 
end. 

And that we iie<d iu> second victory! — 
Ha ! W'hat a ghastly sight for man to see ; 
And to the lieavenlv saints in peace who 
dWTlI, 

For a brief moment, terrible : 

Itut. to thy sovereign ]»ciu’lralion, fair. 
Before whom all things are, that were. 
All jiidgmeiiis that have b<‘en. tir eVr 
shall be ; 

Links in the chain of thy tranquilhtv ! 
Along the bosc»m of this favour<*d Nation, 
Breathe Thou, this day, a vital undula- 
tion ! 

Let all w'ho do this land inherit 
Be conscious of Thv moving spirit ! 
Oh, ’tis a goodly Ordinance,-- the sight.! 
Though sprung from bleeding war, is oiip 
of pure delight ; \ 

Bless Thou the hour, or cre the hour ar- 
ri\T. 

When a whole peofHc sliall kneel down 
*■ in pTdycr. 

And, at one moment, in one rapture, 
strive 

With lip ^ud heairt to tell their gratitude 


But hark — the sumincnis 1-— down the 
placid lake 

Floats the soft cadence of the rhiJ^pch- 
- tower beUs ; 

Briifht shines the, Sun, as if his beams * 
‘ would wake ^ 

The lend(T insects sleepiitg in their cells ; 
Bright shines the Sun — and not a breeze 
to shako • 

Tlfc^rops that tip the melting icicles. 

oT^nter now Hts temple gate / 

Inviting w'ords — perchance .ilready^ung 
(As the cro^ press devoutly down the 
aisle 

Of*snme old Minster's \-eiierable pile) 
Fmaa vincea into zealrH s passion sfung, 
'While the tubad engine ^cels the inspir- 
ing blas%^#. e 

And has begnii — its clouds of sound to 
c*st • ^ 

Forth towards cmp>Teal Heaven, 

As it the fretted roof W'cre riven. 

I's, humbler cercmcuiies now await ; 

But in tlx* bosom, w'ith dev»)Ut respect 
The banner of our joy we will erect. 

And strength of k/ve our souls shall 
elevate : 

For to a few collected in His name, 

Their heavenly Father will incline an ear 
(jracioiis to service liallowed by its 
aim ; — 

Awake ! the majest y of God revere ! 

Go — and with foreheads meekly bowed 
Prasent your prayers — go — and rejoice 
aloYid — 

The Holy One will hear ! 

And what, ’mid silence deep, with faith 
sincere, 

in your low and undisturbed estate. 
Shall simply feel and purely meditate — 
’Of warnings— from the unprecedented 
might, 

Which, in our time, the impious have 
»•, disclosed; (posed 

.And more arduous d|.vties thence ini* 
lTpon*thc future advocates of right ; 

Of invsteries revealed, 

^ And judgments unrcpcaled. 

Of earthly revolution ; 

And final retribution, — \ 

To his omniscience will appear 
An offering not unworthy to find place. 
On this high Day of Thanks, before the 
Tlirono of GE^oe | 
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MEMORIALS OF A TOUR ON THE 
^ V ■ . CONTINENT 

1620 

• . * J^EDICATION 

(SFNT WITH tiip:si: i»ofms i.v m«i.. to ) 


Dear Fellow-trAvi*llers ! thinly not that Hip 
M use, 

'I'o You preseiitiniir these mcinojial L.i\>, / 

rf’dtj hope the geaeral eye llinToon would raz«‘ 

As on a inirror thRt gives bark the hues ^ 

Of living Naturqd no — though fm* to ihonse* 
The greenest bo^rs, the most inviting wav'*. 
The fairest landscapes and the brightest da\’'« 
Rydai. Mount. Nmi., 1821. 

I • 

FI.SH-WOMEN. — ON LANDING AT C ALAIS . 
'Tis Scitd, fantastic ocean cloth enfold 
The likeness of whate’er on ftnd is seen . 
But, if the Nereid^Sisters and Ihc'ir yuetii. 
Al)Ov^ whose heit^s the tide gn long |jath 
rolled.* • , 

The Dames r(*seinble whom^sve here be- 
hold. • • 

How fearful were it down througntopeu- 
ing t^ves 

To sink, and meet them in the fretted 
caves. 

Withered, grotesque, immedsiirably old, 


ftcr^ikill •she tried with less ambitiou.s views. 

; For ^'ou she wrought : ^'e onh' ran siipply 
The life, the truth, the beauty ; she confpes 
111 thdl eiijoynieiit which with You abides, 

I'nists to your love and viv'id memory : 

Thus f.ir rontented, that for You her verse 
■ Shall lack not power the '* meeting soul to 
pitTee.” 

W. WORDSWORTH. 

.flbsciire not yet these silent avenues 
Of .stalelic'st arrhiterture, where the 
Fc>rnis 

Of iiun-like feiiidles, with soft motion, 
glide ! 

jii 

BRUGES * 

Till'- Spirit of Antiquity — crLshriticd « 

In suiuptuoiis buildings, vocal in sweet 
song. 

In jiicture, sptaking with httroic tongue.,L^ 
And with devout solenuiities enlwiueci--y 
Mounts to the seat of grace within the 
mind : 


And shrill and fierce in accent ! Fear it | Uence Forms that glide with swan -like 
, not I ^ ; ease along. ftliroiig. 

For they Earth s fairest daughtcTS do 1 Hence niotiuiis, even amid the vulgar 
excel j ... , i To ail hannonious decency confined : 

iinclecaying beauty is their lot ; ' As if the streets wc^re consecrated ground. 


'Their voices into liquid music ^w'ell. 
Thrilling each pearly cleft and sparry 
grot, - • 

The undisturbed abodes where Sea- 
nymphs dwell ! 


II 

BRUGES 

Brugiss I saw attired with golden light 
{Streamed from the west) as with a robe 

The spiraled' fled : and now the sunless without hurry, noseless feet. 

TT I The* fn-MRS-irrown navenient tremd. j 

hour. 


That, slowly making w^ay for peaceful 
night. • 

Best suits witlVilaUeu grandeur, my 
sight 

Offers the beauty, the magnificence. 

And sober graces, left her for defence . 1 
Against the injuries of time, the spite 
Of fortune, and Hie desolating storms 
Of future war. Advance not — spare to 
hide. 

O gentle Power of darkness i these mild 
' hue8^{ .'a'’ ^ . 


The city one vast temple, dedicate 
To mutual respect in thought and deed : 
To leisure, to forbearances sedate ; 

To social cares from jarring passions 
•freed ; 

A deeper peace than that m deserts found- 
IV 

INCIDENT AT BRUGF.S 


In Bruges town is many a street*" 
Whence busy life hath fled ; 


The grass-grown pavement tread. 
There heard we, halting in the shade 
Flung from a Convent-tower. 

U\ harp that tuneful prelude made 
r To a voice of thrilling power. 

J^he measure, simple truth to tell 
^ Wa.s fit for some gay throng : 

Though from the same grim turret fell 
The shadow and the song. 

When silent Vere both voice and chords. 

The stra.n seemed doubly, dear. 

Vet sad as sweet, —for English words 
Had fallen Upon the ear. ^ 
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The M^irn, that 'tibw« along ihe silver' 
Meusf* ' - 

Spreading lier peaceful ensigns, calls thiai;, 
swains / • 

1*1 o tend their silent libats artd ringirig" - 
wains, , 

Or strip the bough ti^hose' ^llow 
Ijpstrews 

The ripening corn bdnealjSt it*' ’As mine 

, ;;; ' ; ' . 

! Turn from the fortified and threatening 
Mil. 

•'.Inw sweet the prospect of yon -water j’ ' 

. ^ Rl‘'ide. ^ 

1 With its grey rocks clusltting in pensive 
shade — ^ 

j That, shaped like old monastic turrets; 
rifte 

1%’^jii the* smooth meadow-ground, 
serene and still 

VTl .* 

^7X-LA-QITArELLE 

Was it to disenchant, ilrid to undo, 

Tli#t wt‘ a^'piuaelied liie St?^t of ^hacle- 
niaiue ? • • 

I'o sweep Iropu^mapy an old romantic 
•strain 


; ft was a breezy hour of eve ; ‘ 

‘1 , And j>innacle and spire 

Quivered and seemed almost to heave, 
j ^Clothed with jpnocuous fire ; 

'But, where we sto-id, the sotting sun 
' ' Showed little of his state : 

'V Arid, if the glory reached the Nun, 

^ ’Twas through an iron grate. 

Not always is the heart unwise. 

• Nor pity idly born, « • 

If cvM a* passing Stranger sighs 
. ^ ftor them who do not ni||piiru. 

\ !^ad is thy doom, self-solared (hn*-, 

'"f Captive, whoe’er thou he ' 

^ ’ Oh ! what is beaut v, what is lovi-. 

■h, ; And opening life- to thee ? 

■ Such feeling jiressed upon my soul, 

' A feeling sanctified 
By one softi-trirkling t<*ar that stole 
From the Maiden at my side ; 

Less tribute, could she yiay than this. 
Borne gaily <‘’er the sea, 

’-.Fresh from the beauty and the bliss 
Of English liberty ? 

' ; * V 

' ' AFTER VISITING TUT FIELD OF WATERLOO 


A wiNtiftn Goddess clothed in vesture Thatffaith which u^ devotion may renew 
wrought , ^ , Whv doe-* thi^ punv Church pre-ent toj' 

i rainbow c<il<iurs ; One whose port “view ’ ' . 

M)Id, ; Ifor leelile columns? and that scanty- 

Whose over bur thened hand could scarceh , ch.iir ! 

bold ! xiii^ sword that one of our weak tiipe^ 

The glittering crowns and garlands which I might ivear ! 

it brought — , Objects ot false pretence, or mcaTily.truc : 

Hoverediiiair above the far-famed Spot. ; If from a traveller’s fortune l4ftight 
She vanished ; leaving prosjiect blank j elaim 


.\ palpable memorial of that day. 

Then would I seek the Pyrenean Breach 
That POLAND clov^i' with huge two- 
handed sway, 

And to the enormous labour left his 
name, 

Where unremitting frosts the rocjty 
crescent bleach. 

VUl 

IN THE CATHEDRAL AT COLOGNE 


and cold 

Of \viiid-sw’(‘pt corn that wide around 
us rolled 

In dreary billows, wood, and meagre cot. 

And moniimonts that soon must '"Isap- 
pear : 

Yet a dread lo al recompense we found ; , 

■ WJiilc glory seemed belraved, while | 
palriot-zeal | 

y. Sank in our liearts, we felt as men j 
should tori 

.‘With such vast hoanls of hidden carnage* O for the help of Angels to Complete 
■“near, ! Phis temple — Angels gf>verned by a plan 

."‘ And horror breathing from the silent ^ 1 hits far pursued (how gloriously!; by 
gi’ound ! •!- Man, 

Yf f rStudioiis that He mighj^not disdain the 

, . ""between NAMUR AND LIEGE ' J Who dwclls in hcavcn ! But that aspir- 
^ <What lovelier home could gentle FancvSi iiig heat 

choose? ’ l^ith tailed; and now, ye Powers! 

Is this the stream. W’hose cities, heights, j whose gorgeous wjngs ^ 

and plains, “■ And splendid aspect yon emblaaonings 

//'War's favourite playground, are with I But faintly picture, Hwere an office meet 
Wr ' crimson stains I For you, on these unfinished ahafts to try 

l^am^iar^as the Morn with pearly dews^.l Tl^mkltii|(ht 
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This vast design might tempt ^ou to re- 
peat • 

Strains that call forth upon emp>Teal 
gsouncU 

ImmortAl Fabrics, rising to the souiifl 
Ol.penetrating harps and voices sweet ! 


.-Where the whirlpool frets and raves - 
Let thy love its anger soothe : “ 

All our hope is placed in Thee ; 

Miserere Domine ! ^ ^ 


XI 


• * 

I>I A CARRIAGE, UPON THE nANK^. Ot THE 
RHINE 

Amid this dance of objects sadness steals* 
0‘er the defrauded heart — while swe^>- 
• ing by. / 

Vs in a fit of Thespiah jollity. ■ 

Beneath her^iie-leaf. crown the gToefi 
Earth reels : 

Backward, in rapid evanescence, wheels 
The venerable pageantry of Timeu ^ 
Jiach beetling rampart, and eacli^wer 
sublime, 

And*«’hat the Dell unwillingly reveals 
Of lurking cloistr^J^ arch, Aroiigli trees 
espied • • 

Near the bright fiver’s edg^. 'S'eL^wbv 

• fcpin? ? • • I 

To muse, to creep, to halt at will, to j 
gaze — ^ • 

f^Jiuch sweet way 'failing — r>f lifesv^pring 
the pride, 

' Her summer's faithful jov— //ni/ still is 
-v, mine, 

•And in fit measure* cheers aiitiiiiinal clays. 


I THE SOURCE OF THE DANUBE 

JCoT, like his gi'»*at Compeers, indig- 
• . • naiitly 

l)oHi Danube spring to life ! ® The 
j wandei^g Stream ‘ ^ 

j (Wl»» love^the Cross, yet l(» the Cres- 
I cent's gleam i' 

I riifolds a willing breast) witli infant glec 
Slips from his prison walls : and Fanrv, 
free 

To follmv ill his track- of silver light- 
Moiints on rapt wing, and with a ' 
iniim'=“nt's llight 

Hath reached the enrincture of that 
gloom V sea 

WhoM* w.ivr's the Or]>hean h'n* forbacl 
to meet 

In conflict ; whose* rough winds forgdt ' 
th(“ir jars 

To waft llie heroic progenv of Greece ; ■ 
When ti»e first Ship sailed for the (iolden 
Flccre--- 

.Vi!C,o — exalted for that daring feat 
To fix in heaven her shape distinct with ' 
stars. 




X 

HYMN 


FOR THE BOATMF.N, AS THEY APPROACH 
THE RAPIDS I’NDER THE CASTl.F OK 
HEIDELBERG 

Jesus ! bless our slender Ikuit; 

By the current swept along ; 

Loud its threateniiigs — let them not 
Drown the music of a song 
. Breathed thy mercy to implore. 

Where these troubled waters roar ! 

..Saviour, for our warning, seen 
Bleeding on the iirecious Rood ; 

If, w'hilc trough the meadows green 
Gently wound the peaceful flood, 

We forgot Thee, do not Thou 
Disregard thy Suppliants now ! 

^ Hither^ like yo1i*aTicient Tower • 
Watohing o’er the river's bed, 

.Fling the shadow of thy pow'cr, « 

Else we sleep among the dead ; ^ ' 

Thou who trod’st the billowy sea, 
Shieffl us in our jeopardy ! 

Guide our Bark among the waves ; 

^ Through tl^^ rocks our passage smooth : 


XII 

ON APPROACin.Nr; THE STAI'H-RACJI, 
LAVTl- 1- «Ri;\NJ- \ 

Uttered by whom, or how inspired — 
designed 

For ivhal strange service, does this con- 
cert reach 

Our ears, and near the dwellnigs ni 
mankind ! 

Mid fields familiarized to human 
speech ? — 

No Mermaids warble — to allay the W‘inSl 

Driving some vessel toward a dangerous 
beach — 

More tlinlling melodies ; Witch answer- 
ing Witch, 

To chant a love-spell, never intertwined 

Notes shrill and wild with art more musi- 
cal : 

FAlas ! that from the lijis of abject Want 
Idleness in tatters mendicant ^ 
strain should flow-free Fancy to ■ 
enthral. 

And with regret and useless pity haunt 

This bold, this bright, this sky-born, 
W'ateri-all ! ^ ^ r 


2 See Nota. 


1 See Note. 


3 See Note. 
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xin 

THE VAl.h OF THE AAR HA NO EC 

From the fierce aspect of this kiver, 
throwing • 

His giant lx>dy o’er the steep rock’ shrink, 
^ack in astoiiishtnent and fear we shrink : 
Hut, gradually a calmer look bestowing. 
Flowers we espy beside the torieni 
growing : 

Flowers that jieep fi^rth from rnaity ii 
deft and chink. 

And, from the whir1wind((P his an«er, 
drink ^ 

JF^ues ever fresh, in n^ckv fortrc's^ blow- 
ing ; 

They suck- -fBcmi bie.ith. that, thif'at<'n- 
ing to destroy. 

Is more benign.'int than the dewv eve- 
Bcantv. and life, .iiul motioni; .is of piv : 
Nor doubt but Hf to whom >on Pine- 
trees nod |('iod, 

Tlimi heads in sign of worship. Nature’s 
.These humbler ri<lnrali<»ns will reeeive. 

XIV 

MEMORIAL 

NEAR THE OUTLET OF THE LAKE OF TIIUN 

*' dj:m 

ANI)Ki\KK\ 

- A/7 -/V/.S I'KkrSDF.S 

An)YS KiniNG 
MDa nXl'IH •’ 

Aloj'S Reding, it will lie remetn 1100x1, was 
CapLiiii-General of the Swiss forces, whieli, . 
wjtli .a iiouraii*' and jierseveiMiiee w<iithy ot - 
Ihtf cause, oppnsi'd th<‘ flagitious and too 
successful attempt of Buonaparte to subju- 
gate their country. 

Aroiind a wild and 'woodv hill 
A gra>^lled pathwav treading. 

We rerohed a votive Stone that bears 
The name of Aloys He.diug. 


It ill befits us to disdain 
The aPtar, to deride the fane. 

Where simple Sufferers bend, fn trust 
To win a happier hour. ^ 

I love, where spreads th5 village lawn. 
Upon some knee-worn cell to gaze : 
j Hail to the firm unmo^g c^osS, 

; Aloft, ’t.'hcre pines thwhranches tos^l^ 
j And to the chapel far withdrawn, 

[ That lurks bv lonely ways ! 

Where ’<?r we roam — along the brink 
1 CA Rhine — or by the sweeping Po, 

I Th’ioiigh Alpine v?le, or champain wide, 
j*W1i;tte’er -we look on, at our sido 
lie Charity ! — to bid us think. 

And fool, if we would know. 




XVI 


Well judged the Friend who placea' it 
there 

For silence and ])rotccli«»n ; 

And haply with a finer care 
Of dutiful affection. 

The Sun regards it from the West ; 

And, while in summer glory i 

He sets, his sinking yields a type 
Of that pathetic storv -■ 


And oft he tempts the patriot Swiss 
Amid the grove to linger ; 

Till 'lll is dun, save this bright Stone 
Touched by his golden finger. 

XV 

COMPOSED. ly ONE OF THE CATHOLIC 
CANTONS 

‘Doomed as we are our native dust 


AFTER-THOTTGHT 

Oil life ! witlioiit thv cherjuered s'*eiie 
Of right an# wrong, of weal and woe, 
Smeess and failure. I^oidd a ground 
For magiianinlitv be found ; 

For laith, ’mid ruined nopcs,r.,ereire ’ * 

Or w’hence could virtue' flow ? 

Pain entered through a ghastly lireach — 
Nor v^nilc sin lasts Inust effort cease : 
Heaven upon earth ’s an cmjity boast ; 
IJnt, for the bowers of Eden lost, 

Merev has placed within our reach ^ 
A portion of God's peace. 

XVII 

SCENE ON THE LAKE OF BRlENTj^ 

** What know we of the Blest abolfr 
But that they sing and that they love?” - ' 
Yet, if they ever did inspire 
A mortal hymn, or shaped the choir, 

' Now% w'here those harvest Damsels float 
I Homeward in their rugged Boat, 

; ( 'While all the ruffling winds are fled — 
Each slumbering on some mountain’s 
head) 

Now, surely, hath that gracious aid 
Been felt, that influence is displayed. 
Pupils of Heaven, in order stand 
The rustic Maidens, every hand 
Upon a Sister’s shqulder laicl, — 

To chant, as glides the boat along, 

A simple, but a touching, song ; 

chant, as Angels do above. 

The cieloclies of Peace in love I 

xvni 

ENOrLIiFRO. THE HILL OF ANGELS.^ 

For gCMJtlcst uses, oft-times Nature takes 
The work of Fancy ifroni her i^iJling 
hands ; 

And such a beautiful creation makes 


1 

f^.ENI 


To wet with many a bitter shower* . A - . . ,v ,■ * See Not 
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• 


reuderfi '^needless spells and magip 
wands, » 

And for the boldest tale belief commands. 

When first nflne eves beheld that famoiis 
Hijf* 

The sacred Emgelbero, celestial Bands, 
With interilibingUng motions soft and 
• stiU, '■ • 

flung round its top. on wings that 
changed their hues at will- 
• 

Clouds do not name those Visitants ; 

they were J 

•The* very Angels wln«c authentic l^s. 
Sung from that heavenly ground Mn 
middle air. 

Made known the spot where piety sluuild 
raise ^[praise. 

A holy Struetijre t<> the Almi^tg|-*s 
Kesplendcnt App.irition ! if in vai“ 

Mv qprs did listen, T was enough togare ; 
And ^'atch the slow departure of the 
train, ^ ^ 

Whose skirts the glowing Mounttiin 
^ tj;iirsl^d to (|titain. • • 

^ XIX • • 

OUR LADY TiTe J?N0W 

Meek Vijigiti Mothei^ more benign' 

Than fairest Star, upon^he height 
Of thy owm mountain, * set to keep 
• Lone vigils through the hours of steep. 
What eye can look upon thv shrine 
I'ntroubled at the sight ? 

These crowded offerings as they hang 
111 stgu of liiiserv relieved, 

Even these, without intent of theirs, 

' Report of comfortless despairs, 

Of many a deep and cureless pang 
And confidence deceived. 

To Thee, in this aerial cleft. 

As to a coiniDou centre, tend 
All sufferers that no more rely 
On mortal succour — all who sigh 
And pine, of human hope bereft. 

Nor wish for earthly friend. 

Add hence, O Virgin Mother mild ! 

1 hough pfrntcous flowers around thee L 
blow, ^ 

Not only from tht dreary strife 
Of Winter, but the storms of life. 

Thee have thy votaries ai)lly styled, • 

, Our Lady of TRe*Snow'. • 

Even for the Man who stops not here, 
But down the irrigunus valley hies, ^ i 
Thy very name, O. Lady ! fliiig-;, * 
O'erdbiooming i^os and gushing springs 
A tender sense of shadowy fear. 

And chastening sympathies ! 

. , ,1 M<wut Right. y 


Nor falls that intermingling shade 
To surnmer*gladsomciies5 unkind : 

It chastens only to requite 
With gleams of fresher, purer, light ; 
While, o'er the flowcf-enamelled glade. 
More sweetly breathei^tho wind. 

But on ! — a tempting downw'ard way, 

A verdant path before us lies; 

Clear shines the glorious sun above ; 
f hail give free course to joy and love. 
Deeming the evil of the day 
Sufheient fl|||fehc wise.. 

• ^ XX 

F.FFUSION. 

IN* riiESE.NCE OF TJIE PAINTED TOWER 
OF TELL, AT ALTORF 

This Tower stAiids upon the spot where grew 
thp Lincli‘u Tiec ai^.niist wliit'h Ins Son is said to 
have been placed, when the Father's archery 
was put to proof under circumstances so 
feunous ill Swiss Story. 

WuAT though the Italian pencil wrought 
not here. 

Nor such fine skill as did the meed bestow* 
On Marat hoiiian valour^ yet the tear 
Springs forth in presence of this gaudy 
sliow% 

While narnnv cares their limits overflow. 
Thrice happy, burghers, pea«aiits, war- 
riors old. 

Infants in arms and ve, that as yc go 
Home-ward or .school-ward, apc' what 'yv 
behold ; 

Henx's before your time, in frolic fancy 
bold ! 

And wJieri that calm Spectatress from 
on high 

I-ooks down — the bright and jplitary 
Moon, W 

Who never gazes but to beautify ; 

And snow-led torrents, which the blaze 
of noon 

Roused into fury, rnurriiur a soft tune 
'That fosters peace, and gentleness recalls : 
J'/ieu might the passing Monk receive a 
boon 

Of saintly pleasure from these pictured 
w'alls. 

While, on the w'arlike groups, the mel- 
lowing lustre falls. 

How* blest the soiiJs who when their trials 
^ come 

I ¥ield not to terror or despondency, 
fliut face like that sweet Boy their mor- 
tal doom. 

Whose head the ruddy apple tops, while 
he 

Expectant stands beneath the linden tree : 
He quakes not like the timid forest game, 
l^ut smiles — the hesitating shaft to free ; 
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r^Bv 


x^&siired that Heaveu its justice will 

4, ' 'proclaim, 

TO hiii Father give its own unerring 
''aini. ^ 

■ XXI 

" THE TOWH^bF SCHWYTZ 
antique h'ancy trimmed — though 
lowly, bred 
-To dignity— 111 thee, O Schwvtz ! are 
. , \ seen * ' 

The geiuiiiic features of^tJie golden 
' moan : wB 

^ Equality by Prudoiico governed, * 

Oj: jealous Nature ruling in her stead; 

And, thoroforo, art thou blest with peace, 

‘‘ ; serene 

As that of the sweet fields and meadows 
green 

In uiiniubitious compass round 
spread. 

Majestic Bkkmc, high on her guardian 
^ steep, 

Holding a central sL.ition of command. 


. xxirt “ 

* FORT PUENTES 
The Ruins of Fort Fuentes form the erost of '' 
a rocky eminence that rises from chg f lain at 
the head of the lake of Cqmo, coinnandiag . 
views up the VaUeline, and toward the, town of 
Chiavciiua, The prospect in the latter direction 
IS characterised by melancholy StmliTnity. We 
rejoiced being favoured wim a distinct vii'w 
of those Alpine heights ; not, as we had exp^bted 
from the lireaking up of the storm, steeped in 
celestial elory, jjet in communion with clouds 
floating or stationary — scatterings from liea^YCu. 
Tltf Ruin is interesting both in mass an«^ in ^ 
detail. An Inscription, upon elaborately-scuJp- , 
tiireh marble lying on. the ground, records that 
tlie' Fort had been erected by Count Fuentes in u. 
the year 1600, during the reign of Philip the 
'J‘liird ; and the Chasid, about twenty ^ars 
after, by one of his Descendants. Marble ' 

I pill| rs of {jateways are yet standing, and a con- 
thee ’ part of the Chapel waUs ; a smooth 

’ • preen turf has taken place of tlie pavement, and 
wo could see no trace of altar or image; but 
ev''rywhcrc something to remind one ot'mrmer 
splendour, anif bf devastation and tumult. In ' 
oiir-jasrent we had passed .tbundance of wild 


Might well be styled this nobl^ body’s ' vines intermingled with bushes; near the ruins 
. I* r ■ were K-'Ome ill' tended, bnti trrnwimr wiliinelv : 


^ Kuaii 

Th‘»w. lodged ’mid mountainous entrench- 
ments deep. 

Its Heart ; and ever may the heroic 
l,aud 

/.Tby iiame.uScHwvrz, in happy frcedoiii 
keep : * 


KANZ DKS VACHES 
OF THE TASS OF ST. 


XXll 

OH HKAKIKG THE 
ON THE TOP 
GOTllAKU 

I LISTEN — but lit) faculty of mine 
Avails those uiodulcitiuns to dc;tect, 
Whicl^^card in foreign lauds, the Swis.s 


-■'Onie ill' tended, bull growing; w’ilUiigly ; 
and rock, turf .Kid fr-ignieuts of the pile, are 
alike t oi'ered *or ^doriied w'iih a variety of 
flowers, among which the rose-coloured pink 
wis grt^ving 111 great l/'antv. While descend- 
ing, wc discowred^on tin* ground, 1 part from 
the path, and .it iT considerable distance from 
the iiiiiied Chapel, a statue of a Child in pure 
wh'te Tiiarble, luiiiijiired bv the expUxsion that 
had driven it so far down the hill. ** How * 
little,” we exclaimed, “ are these tbingSi' valued 
hero ! Could ^'C but transport this pretty 
Image to our ow'ii g.ardcn ! ” — Yet it seemed it 
would have tieen a pitv aiiv one should remove 
it from Its couch in the wilderness, which may 
be lib own lor hundreds of years. — iLXtract from 
Journal. 

Dread hour I when, upheaved by war’s 
sulphurous blast, 

This swcet-visagcd Cherub of Parian - 
I stone 

, So far from the holy enclosure was fc'ast. 
To couch in this thicket of brambles 
alone. 


licl^^c 
anrot 

With tt'uderost passion ; leaving him to • 
piiu* 

(So fame reports) .*ud die, — his sweet- 
breath’d kine 

■ ’Keiueiulienug, and green Alpine pasUii\*s 

dccketl 

■ With vernal floVers- Vet may w'e not 'j'q where the lizard may bask in the ' 

, reject [rtH'Iine, palm 

.'The tale as fabulous. — Hero iT,(;^f.’/thalf-open hand pure Croiu blem- ' 

Mindful how othexts V’- '■ L . 

Arj» <*tir . u* Simple Strain ; ish or specK ; , * 

’ ^ " nTTO ’ rue— upon this Mountain And the green, gilded snake, without 

[eiice — troubling the calm 

* Ar.Mod" himself from dread prt-eiiiin-V 5f the beautiful cpuqtenance, twine 
4vnpiring thoughts, by memory reclaimed, j round his neck ; . , ,i' 

^ ield to th<i Music’s haplv (kind service to Piety 4«e !) 

And joys of distant home iu> heart ei ^ When winter the grove of its mantle 
chain. I * bereaves, ' , j 

? ■ i Nearly SCO years (savs F.lwl, spc.ikiiig of the ; bird {\ikc our oSf/u hoiiourec; red- 

? ' Ficnch invasion) had clapsc'd. when fc^ the breast) may strew 

. «... seen UDon the ■ wi^h and ■ 


Ficnch invasion,) hati ciapsca, 

.'.'’lirsl time, turfign 




*TJtB desolate Slumberer with liuss and ' 
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f^'CENTES once harboured the good and ^ Thither, in time of adverse shocks. 

• the brave, * •. Of fainting hopes and backward wills. 

Nor to her was the dance of soff plea- Did mighty Tell repair of old — 
sure unknown ; [wave ; A Hero cast in Nature's mould. 

Her ban^prsB for festal enioyment did Deliverer of the s ted fay rucks 
While 4he thsiU„of her fifes thro' the ‘ And of the ancient hills ! 

inotmtains was blown : 1 Qf battle-martyrs chief ! 

Now gads the wild vine o’er the pathless j Who. to recall his daunted peers. 

• ascent ; •(sway, ' victory shaped an oiien space, 

O silence* of Nature, how deep is thy ' gathering with a wide embrace. 

When, the whirlwind of human destruc ; into his Miigle lireast, a sheaf 
tion i^^pent. • I Of fatal Aus^iaii siiears.t 


Our tumults appeased, and our strif^ 
• passed awa^ ! / 

XXIV 

I'lIE CHUKCH or SAN SALVADOR, SEEN 
“ FROM THE LAKE OF LUGANO 


Tills Church was almost destroyed by9“;hti^nr 
a few years ago, but the altai and thc^4^c 
of the Patron Saint were untouched. The 
.Moii^t, upon the summit of which the Church 
is buHt, stands aiiud the intncai ics of tin- 
Lake of Lugano ; and is, fro#l a iiiindi ed 


• W 

THE ITALIAN ITINERANT, AND THE SWISS 
GOATHERD 

PART I 

I 

Now that the farewell tear is dried, 

* Hiiaven prosper thee, be hope thv guide ! 

, Hope be thv guide, adventurous Boy ; 

' riie wages of thy travel, joy ! 

, Whether for London bound — to trill 

poLriib of view, ita principal ornaiiiont. risuig | Thy mountain notes with simple skill 
to the height of 3 jOoo feet, and, on one side, | Or on th^ahead to poisc a show 
Dearly pciipendicAar. The a'W'ent w ^oil- Ot Images in seemly row ; 
some; but the traveller ^elio jH-rforms it ; The graceful form of milk-white Steedff 
ivill lie amv^lv rewarded. SpU^idid leiiiliiv, . ()r Bird that soared wUh Ganviiiede : 

r i <>■■ ‘hr.;u«h ..ur tium- wiu bear 

like e.xti‘i«t of plain f.idu'g into the sky ; and ' sightk ss Mill on, with his hair 
fhis again, iii an opposite quarter, with an I Around his pilacid temples curled ; 
horizon of the loftiest and boldest Alps '-unite j And Shakspeare at Ills side — a freight, 
in composing a prospect more diversified by , If clav could think and iniiid were weight, 


magnificence, beauty, and sublimity, than per- 
haps any other point in Kuiopc, ot mi incuu- 
sidcrable an elevation, coniiuai^^ 

Tuoo sacred Pile ! whose turrets rise 
From yon steep mountain’s lof liest stagiy 
Guarded by lone San Salvador ; 

Sink (if thou must) as heretofore. 

To sulphurous bolts a sacrilice. 

But ne’er to human rage ! 

On HcH'eb's top, on Sinai, deigned 
To rest the universal Lord : 

Why leap the fountains from their cells 
Where everlasting Bounty dwells ? — 
That, while the Creature is sustained, 
His God may be adored. 

I'lifEs, fouii^ins. rivers, seasoii«, times — 
Let all reimiid the soul of heaven ; 

Our slack devotion needs them all ; 

.And Faith —so oft of sense the thrall. 


While she, by aid of Nature. clunbs-4*5'^=l“ “ ® 

May hope to be 4fjrgiven. 

Glory, and patriotic Love, ^ 

And all the Pomps of this frail “ spot 
Which men call Earth,” have yearned to 
' seek, , 

Assoeffate with the simply meek* ’ 
kelii'ion in the sainted grove, . 

And in th^allowed grot. 


For him who bore the w'orlil ' 

Hope be tliy guide, adventurous Boy ; 
The W'ages of thy trav'’rl, joy ! 


But thou, perhaps, (alert as free 
Thtmgh serving sage philosophy) 

Wilt ramble over hill and dale, ^ 

A Vendor of the well-wrought Scale, 
W'hose sentient tube instructs to time 
A pifrpose to a fickle clime : 

Whether thou choose this useful part, 
Or minister to tiuer art, [dream. 

Though robbed of many a cherished 
And crossed by many a shattered scheme. 
What stirring wond'-rs wflt thou see 
In the proud Isle of liberty ! 

Afet will the Wanderer sometimes pine 
With thoughts which no delights can 
chase. 


His Mother’s neck entwine ; 

Nor shall forget the Maiden coy 

7tiat would have loved the brigtit-haired 

" Boy I 

^ Arnold Winkelried, at the battle of Sem- 
pach, broke an Austrian phalanx in this miiniier. 
Tlie event Is one of the most famous ir. the annals 
of Swiss heroism ; and pictures and prints of it 
are frequent throughout the country. 

r . .r 
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My Song, encouraged by the grace 
That beams from his ingenuous face. 
For this Adventurer scruples not 
To prophesy a golden lot ; 

Due recompence, and safe return 
To Como's steeps— his liappy bourne ! 
Where he, aloft in garden glade. 

Shall tend, with his own dark-oyed Maul, 
The tow'ering maize, and prop the twig 
Thai ill supports the luscaf)iis hg ; 

Or feed his eye iii patlis sun -proof 
With purple of the trellis-r(^, 

That through the jealous tlR/es esfaju s 
From Cadenabbia's pendent grapes. 

• — Oh might he tempt that (i oat herd 
child 

To share his wanderings ! him whose lo(»k 
Even yet my heart ran scarcely brook. 
So touchingly he smiled — 

with a rapture caught from heaven — 
For unasked alms in jntv given. 

* PART II 

T 

V^TH nodding plumes, and lightlv drest 
Like foresters m leaf- green vest. 

The, Helvetian Mtuintaiiu'ers, on groiiiid 
For Tcll's dread aicheiv renowned. 
Before the target stood— to rlaiiii 
The guerdon of the sit .idu'st aim. 

Loud was the rifle-gun's report -- 
A startling thunder quick and short ! 
But. flymg through thi^ heights around, 
lvch(» prolonged a tell-tale sound 
Of hearts and hands alike “prepared 
The treasures they enjoy li) guard ! ” 
And, if there bo a favoured hour 
When Heroes are allowed to qiiil 
The tomb, and on the clouds to sit 
With tutelary p»»wer. 

On their Descendants shedding grace — 
This was the hour, and that the piw. 


But Truth inspired the Bards tif old 
When of an iron age they told, 

Which to unequal laws gave birth. 
And drove Asirica from the earth. 

— A gentle Boy (perchanee witJi blood 
A.S noble as the best endued. 

But seemingly a Thing desjnsed : 

Even by the sun and air unprized 
For not a tinge or flowery streak 
Appeared upon his tender cheek) 
H«:art-dcaf to those rebimnding nott's, q 
Apart, beAde his silent goats. 

Sate watching in a forest shed. 

Pale, ragged, with bare feet and head ; 
Mute as the snow upon the hill. 

And .as the saint he pravs to. si ill - 
Ah, what avails heroic deed ? 


What liberty ? if no defence *' 

Re \Vf>n for feeble Innocence. 

F'athci^ of ,'dl ! though wilful Manhood 
- read 

Hi 3 piiiiishinent in soid-distressL c. 

(■*rant to the nuurii of- life if!r>n.;tural 
blessedness ! ' > , 

XXVI 

THE eAsT SU'PPEK, BV LEONARD^f DA ' 
VINCI. IN THE REFECTORY OF THE 

rON'VENl OF MARIA DEL^A ORAZIA 

MILAN ' ** 

T^ifp’ searrhiug damps and many an 
^ envious flaw V' ■ 

Have marred this Work ; the calm 
etht'iT'al gr.ice, 

The love deep-seated in the Saviour’s 
f faefl. 

J lir^.**icrcy, gj)odiiess, ha\ e not failed to 
awe 

1 he llleinents : .is they do melt aii4'’..bavv 
The heart oi^thc Beholder -and erase 
(At least for one raptunoment) every 
trace 

Of cKsob -dieiicr to thc.'^rima’ lawi 
Tlie annuiic’afion of thl- dreadful truth 
M.ule to tin* Twr.lve, turvives : bp, forc- 
hriJid. clieelv. 

.Viid hand reposing oil the boaiid in ruth 
Of what it utters, n hile the uiiginlty seek 
rnqueslionable meanings— still bespeak 
A l.'iboiir worthy of eternal youth ! 

^ .\XVII 

Till; ECLIPSE OF THE SUN 
1820 

Hi(;ii on her speculative tower 
Stood .Science waiting for the hour 
When Sol was destined to eiidiu'e 
That darkening of his radiant face 
Which Superstition strove to chase, 
Jirewliile. with rite.s impure. 

Afltial beneath Italian skies. 

Through region.^ fair as Paradise 
VVe gaily ])assed, — till Nature wrought 
A silent’ and unlooked-for change. 

That checked the desultory raqge 
oOf joy and sprightly thought.'^ 

Where’er was dipi>cd the toiling oar. 

The \\ aves danced round us as before, 
j . .s lightly, though of altered hue, 

Mid V'-cent coolness, sucL* as falls 
At noontide^om umbrageous w'.alls 
^AThat serrenThe morning dew. 

1 No vapour stretched its wings ; no cloud 
Cast far or near a murky shroud : ^ * 

The sky an azure held displayed ; 




1 See Note, 
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'Twas sunlight sheathed and gently 
* charmed, • 

Of all its sparkling rays disarmed. 

And as in slumber laid, — 

Or s^n|ethmg night and day betweein 
Like Qioonshide — but the hue was green : 
Still moonshine, without shadow, spread 
On jutting rock, and curved shore. 
Where gazed the peasant fron^his door 
And on the mountain's head. 

It tinged the Julian ste^jis — it lav, 
Lugano ! on thy ample bay : 

The solemnizing veil was drawn d 

O’er villas, tej^ace^,^nd towers ; ^ 

To Albogasio^ oliveliowers, • 

Pnrlezza's verdant lawn. 

Rut Fancy with the speed of fire 
Hath past to Milan's loftiest sfhre, ^ 

And there alights 'mid that aoriSi'^jst 
Of Figures hiimiin and <livine.i 
Wltfcte as the snows r>f A pen nine. 
Indurated by fr<«t. » 

.\wc -stricken beholds the anav* 

./riii^c guards llge Temple ii^ght and il.i\ . 
. *ngels sne'seei — that might from heaven 
hav'C flowu, ^ • 

And V^irgin-saiiifs. wlio dot in vain 
Have striven by p^irity to gain^ 

The beatific crown— 

Sees long-drawn files, concentric rings 
Each narrowing above each ; — tin wings. 
The. uplifted palms, the silent luarblo lips 
The starry zoiu' of sover^ii height - 2 
All steeped in this portentous light ! 

All sulferiug dim eclijise ! 

Thus after Man had fallen tif aught 
These perishable spheres have wrought 
May with that issue be compared) 
Throngs of celestial visages. 

Darkening like water m the breeze. 

A holy sadness shared. 

Lo ! while I speak, the labouring Suii 
His glad deliverance lias begun : 

The cypress waves her sombre plume 
More cheerily ; and town and tower, 

^ The vineyard and the olive-bower. 
Their lustre re- assume ! ^ 

O Ye, who guard and grace my home 
While in far-distant lands we roam. 
What countenance hath this Day pii^«ii 

for you 2, • ■ ^ • 

While we looked round with favoured 
eyes. 

Did sullen mists hide lake and skies , " 
And mountains from your view' ? 

' See Note. 

3 Above the highest circle of figures is a zone 
of metaUic stars 


Or ivas it given you to behold 
Like vision, pensive though not Cold, 
From the smooth breast of gay Winan 
dor mere ? 

Saw ye the soft yet awful veil 
Spread over Grasmefe's lovely dale, 
llelvellyii’s brow severe ? 

1 cu%k ill \ ain — and know tar less 
If sickness, sorrow, or distress 
Have spared iiiv dwelling to this hour ; 
Sad blindness ’ but •irdained to prove 
Our faith in Heaven’s untailing love 
And all-coilFtrolling power. 

.\XV1II 

Tiip; Tumi coTTA(;ic oirls 

I 

How blest the Maid whose: heart — 
tree 

From Love’s uiie.isy sovereignty — • 
Heats with a faiicv ninniiig high. 

Her simvile cares to niagiufv ; 

Whfun Labour, never urged to toil. 
Hath ihcrislif'cl on a healthful soil ; 

Whf> knows not iiniiLp, w'ho heeds not 
pelf : 

Wtiose lieaviest sin it is to look 
Askaiuv upon her prettv Self 
Reflr.ctetl in s«nne crystal brook : 

Whom grief h.ilh spared— who sheds no 
tear 

Hut in sweet pity ; and can hear 
Another’s praise from envy clear. 

II 

Such (but () lavish Nature ! why 
That dark unfathomable eye. 

Where lurks a si>irit that replies 
To stillest mood ot softest skies. 

Yet hints at peace to be o’erthrown. 
Another’s first, and then her own ’) 
Such, haply, yon Italian Maid. 

Cfur Lady s laggard V’jitaress, 

Halting beneath the eliesluiit shade 
To accomplish there her loveliness : 

Nice aid maternal fingers lend : 

A Sister serves with slacker hand ; 

Then, glittering like a star, she joins the 
festal band. 

iti 

How blest (if truth niay entertain 
Coy fancy W'ilh a bolder strain) 

The. HkI-vi-tian Girl — who daily braves. 
In her light skill, the. tossing waves. 

And quits the bosom of the^eep 
Only to climb the rugged steep ! 

— Say w'herice that modulated shout ! 
From Wood-nymph of Diana’s throng ? 
Or does the greeting to a rout 
Of giddy Hacchaiials belong ? 

J ubilani. outcry ! rock and glade 
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Resounded — ^biit the voice obeyed 
The breath of an Helvetian Maid. 

IV 

Hec beauty dazzles the thick wood ; 

,Her Courage aniniaftes the flood : 

Her steps the elastic green -sward meets 
Returning unrcluctaiit sweets ; 

The mountains (as ye heard) rejoice 
Aloud, saluted by her voice ! 

Blithe Paragon of Alpine grace. 

Be as thou art — for througli Ihy veins’ 
The blood of Heroes runs its race ' 

And nobly wilt thou brook the chains 
That, for the virtuous. Life prepared; 

"The fetters W'hich th<' Matron w'ears ; 

The patriot Mother's weight of anxious 
cares ! 

V 

‘‘ Sweet Hir.uLANO tlirl ! ‘ a verv show'er 
0?1&eaiity was thy earthly dower,’’ 
When thou didst flit before mine eyes, 
Oay Vision under sullen skies. 

While Hope and Love arouriflthcfM>lAved, 
Near the rough falls of Inversne^ ' 

Have they, who nursed the l)lr>ssoni, seen 
No breach of jiroinise in the fruit ■" 

Was jo^’, in following joy, as keen 
As giief can be in grief’s pursni I ? 

When youth liad llown did hope still 
bless 

Thy goings — or the cheerfulness 
Of innoc(ncc siirviye t^> mitigate dis- 
tress ? 

’ VI 

But^from our course why turn — to tread 
A way with shadows overspread*; 

Where what we gLullicst would believe 
Is feared ;is what may most deceive ? 
Bright Spirit, not with ninaranlh crowned 
But heath-bells from Ihv native ground. 
Time cannot thin thy flowing hair 
Nor take one rav if light from Thee 
For in rny Fancy thou dost share 
' The, gift of inimortalitv : 

And there shall bloom, with Thee allied. 
The V^>taress by Lugano’s side : 

Ana that intrepid Nymph, on Uri’s steep, 
descried ! 

XXIX 

THE COLUMN INTENDED BY BUONAPARTE 
FOR A TRIUMPHAL EDIFICE IN MILAN. 
NOW LYING BY THE WAYSIDE IN THE 
SIMPLON PASS 

Ambition — following down this far-* 
famed slope 

Her Pioneer, the snow-dissolving Sun, 
While clarions prate of kingdoms to be 
won — j 

1 See addreea to a Highland Girl, p. 23a. 


Perchance, in future ages, here may stop ; ® 
Taught to mistrust hex flattering horo* 
scQpe 

By admonition from this prostrate Stone 
Memento iminscribcd of fride * o*er- 
• thrown ; ^ , 

Vanity’s hieroglyphic ; a ^oice tsope 
In Fortune’s rhetoric. Daughter of the 
Rock, 

‘ Rest wkcre thy course was stayed “BV 
I Power divine ! 

The Soul transported sees, from hint of 
thine, '■ 

Crimes which the great Avenger’s hand 
\ provoke, 

Hci^rs combats whlstlingifa’cr the ensan- 
guined heath : 

What groans ! w-hat shrieks ! what quiet- 
ness in death ! 

xxx 

STANZAS , 

COMPOSj^ IN TH ^SIMPLON PA*SR 

Valj.omiirosa ! I longed^n thy shadiest 
wood 

To slifmber, rMined on Ac mots-coForeS 
fkM,r, 

To listen to Ani<;i’s precipitous flood, 
Whc-ii liie stillness of^evtMimg hath deep- 
euAl its roar , t*. 

To range through the '^emples of P.-es- 
Ti’M, to muse 

In Pompeii jireserved by her burial in 
earth ; 

On pictures to gaze where they drank in 
their hues ; 

And murmur sweet songs on the ground 
of their birth ' 

The Ticauty of Florence, the grandeur of 
Rome, 

Could I leave them unseen, and not yield 
to regi-et ? 

W'ith a hope (and no more) for a season to 
come. 

Which ne'er may discharge the magnifi- 
rent debt ? 

Thj)ii Ic^rtiinate Region ! whose Greatness/ 
iriurned 

Awoke to new life from its ashes and 
f dust ; ** 

Twice- glorified fields ! if in sadness I 
turned 

From your infinite marvels, the sadne*^ 

L was just. ^ 

r ^ • r - 

> Now, risen ere the light-footed Chamois 
retires 

om dew-sprinkled grass to heights 
guarded with snow. 

Toward the mists that* hang overi»the 
land of my Sires. [1 go. 

From the climate of myrtles contegited 
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Vy thoughts become bright like yon i Grayen on her cankered walls, solemni 


edging of Pines 

On the steep’s lofty verge : howittilack* 
en*d the air ! 

But, tmjchcd from behind by the Sun, 
it now shines 

With tlft-eads that seem part of his own 
silvoi- hair. 


*^ties 

Th.it moved in long array before admir- 
ing eyes. 


The Hebr^'ws thus, chirying in joyful 
st.ite 

Thick boughs of palm, and willows from 

Trtbiigh the toil of the wav witti dear 1 „ the brook. 

Friends we divide, ' Marched round the altar — to commemor- 

Though by the same 70phvr our trmplrs : • . 

be. fanned ^ l How. w’hen thoir course they through 

As we rest in the c(xjl orange-bowers side f took. ^ 

' bv side, J ■ (lUid^d bv signs which ne er the sk\‘ 

A vearning survives avhich few hearl'^ ' , . , , , , , .. 

' shall withstand : * Tliev lodged in It .ilx tents and cabins 

ICacIi step hath its value while homew ard _ h>w , i i * v 

• move ; 1 Green boughs wen* liorne, while, for the 

O joy when the girdle of England «lpp**^ !*| bl.ist tlial shoi .k 


love. 


Of Ic^ in the heart made more happv bv ' 
tears ’ ♦ ' 


Oown 1o the earth the walls of Jericho. 
[Shouts rise, and storms of Sfiiind fropi 
lifted tninipels i)Ii>\v ! 


« rr^io, 


•XX'XI 

IJ90V TllTC 


What beast of chase halJh Jiroken from i jovr 
the cover ? - - I Provoke^ 


i And thus, m order, 'mid the sacred grove 
! Fed in l||^* Libvan waste* by gushing wells. 
The priests and damsels of Airimoniair 


..... , ^ I Provoked responses with shrill canticles ; 

Stern Gfmmi listens to as full a cry, • While, m .i ship begirt wnth silver bells. 

As multiludmous a Itarmony ! They round his altar boro tlie liorned (;od. 

Of soimcls as rang the heights of r..atmos | Old Cham, the solar Oeity, who dw'cIK 
over, # ..... • 1 .. 

k Whfen, from the soft conch of her sleeping 
I-over, 

Up-startiiig,Cynthia skimmed the nioiiii- 
tain-dew 

In keen pursuit — and gave, xvhere’er 
she flew. 

Impetuous motion to the Stars above her. 

A solitary Wolf<dog, ranging on 

Through the bleak concave, wakes this 
wondrous chime 

Of aery voices locked in unison, — 

Faint — far-off — neaf — deep — solemn and 
sublime ! — 

So, from the body of one guilty deed. 

'.A thousand ghostly fears, and haunting 
thoughts* proceed ! 


XXXII 

• PROCESSIONS •! 

SUGGESTED ON A SABBATH MORNING IN 
THE VALE OP CHAMOUNY 


.Aloft, yet in a tilling vessel rode. 

When iiniv<*rsal sea the mountams over- 
flow’cd. 

Why speak of Roman Pomps ? the 
haughty claims 

Of Chiefs triumph .’lilt after ruthless wars ; 

The feast of Neptune — and the Cei'eal 
Games, 

With images, and crowms, and empty 
cars ; 

The dancing Salii — on the sliiclcJs of Mars 

Smiting wdth fury : and a deener dread 

Scattered on all sides by the hideous jars 

Of Corybantiaii cymbals, W’hile the head 

Of Cybele was seen, sublimely turreted ' 

At length a spirit more subdued and srift 

Appeared — to govern Christian pageant- 
ries : 

The. Cross, in calm procession, borne 
aloft 

Moved to the chant of sriber litanies. 


To appease the Gods ; or public thanflsj Even such, this day, came wafted on the 
to yield ^ 

Or to solicit’ knowledge of Events, 

Which in her breast Futurity concealed ; 

And that the past might have its true 
intents , 

Feeungly told by living monuments — 

Mankind of yore were prompted to devise 
Kites suck as yet Persepolis presents 


breeze 

^rom a long train — in hooded vestments 
fair 

Enwrapt — and winding, between Alpine 
trcis 

Spiry and dark, around their ^ouse of 
praver. 

Below the icvbed of bright Arcentibre*^ 

. L’Sl^v 
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Still in the vivid freshness of a dream, I rated at an hour and on a spot well suited to the 
The pageant haunts me as it met our eyes ! i Parting of those who were to meet no more. 

e4il1 au 1 1 .1 Our nat'tv ihroiiirh thr vnilrv nf mir 


Still, With those white-robed ShapeS'-a 
living Stream, 

The glacier Pillar^ join in solemn guise l 
For tne same service, by mysteri<Mis ties ; 
Numbers exceeding credible account 
Of number, pure and silent Votaries 
Issuing or issued from a wintry fount : 
The impenetrable heart of that exalted 
Mount ! 


Our party descended through the vailcy of our 
Lady uf the Snow, and our late companions, to 
Art.' We had hoped to meet in„a iew ,'yeeks at 
Geneva ; but on the third succeeclii\g day (on 
the 21 St of August) Mr. Goddhrd perislj^ed, being 
overset in a boat while crossing tiie lake of 
Zurich. His companion saved himself by 
swimniiM. and was hospitably received in, the 
mansion'^of a Swiss gentleman (M. Keller) situ- 
ated on the eastern coast of the lake. The 
corpse of poor Goddard was cast ashore on the 


iir.lv ulo'iin 1 the sa\ne gentleman, who genprously 

idr a noiv gic.iiii p<.rioimed all the rites of hospitality whiol^ could 
Lgircl with il^uitioii Im^ rendered to the dead ns well as to the, living., 
Hc»‘H-:Mised a handsome mural monument to be' 
orerted m the rhiirc!6 of Kusnacht, which re- 
cords the premature fate of the young American, 
and on the shores too of the lake the traveller 
! may lead an inscription pointing out the spot 


They, tno, who send so 
While they the Church engird 
'^low, 

A product of that awful MouiitAin s(‘<’in. 

Poured from his vaults of everlasting 
snow i 

Not virgin lilu‘s marshalled iu bright row. . ^ depiated liy the wavi,. 

Not swans descending with the sti-.ilthv V, . 

tide, ■ T-vi'L'r:n by the sound of pastoral bells, 

I Rude Nature’s J’ilgrims did we go, 
Frfiiii the dread siirninit of the Q.ieen t 
. Of inouiilaiffi, through a deep ravine. 


A livelier sisterly rcseniblaiiee show 
Than the fair F(»rnis, that in long orde 
glide. 

Bear to the glacier band— those Shapes ; Where, in her holv chripel, dwells 
aloft descried. ; “ Our Lady of the f now.” 

Trembling. 1 look upon the seend springs ’ 'Lhc sky waf\l>\ue, the s\c was mild ; 


Of that licentious craving in the mind 
To act the Ood among external things, 
To bind, on apt suggestion, or niibind : 
And marvel luit that antique Faith 
inclined 

To crowd the world with nietainorphosis. 
Vouchsafed in pity or in wrath assigned ; 
Such insolent temptations wouldst thou 
miss. 

Avoid these sights ; nor brood o’er 
Fable’s dark abyss ! 

xxxni 

ELEGIAC STANZAS 

Ttic lamented Youth whose uiiiiniutv clc^th 
gave occasion to these elcgiiic vciscs, w.is 
Frederick <Wilhani Goddard, from BostfYii in 
North America. Ho was iii Ins twentieth year, 
and had resided for some time with ii rlergvman 
in the neighbourhood of Geneva for the com- 
pletiou of his educ.'ition. Accompanied by a 
fcUow-pupil, a native of Scotland, he had just 
set out on a Swiss tour when it was his mis- 
fortune to fall in with a friend of mine who was 
hastening to join our party. The travellers, 
after spending a day together on the road from 
Berne and at Soleiiire, took leave of each other 
at night, the young men having intended to 
proceed directly to Ziuich. But early in the 
morning my friend found his new acquaiiitanct'S, 
■ of his 


who were informed of the object 


joiiruejft I 


Free were, t^e rf'lreapis and groen the 
bowers ; ^ 

As if, All rough assaults unkiKYvn, 

The genial spot had ever shown 
A countenance thart as sweetly smiled — 
'I'he face of summer-hours. " , 

And we were g.iy, our hearts at ease : 
With pleasure dancing through the 
frame. 

We journeyed ; all we knew of care — 

Our path that straggled here and there : 
Of trouble — but the, fluttering breeze ; 

Of Winter — but a name. 

If foresight could have rent the veil 
Of three short days — but hush — ^no 
more ! « 

Calm is the grave, and calmer none 
Than that to which thy cares are gone. 
Thou Victim of the stormy gale ; 

Asleep on Zurich’s shore 1 

Oh Goddard ! what art thou ? — a 
name — ‘ 

A sunbeam followed by a shade ! 

Nor more, for aught that time supplies, 
he gi eat, the experienced, aivl the wise : 

. oo much from this frail earth we claim, 
And Increfo^e are^betr^yed. 




and the friendi he w.is^iii pursuit of. oquipp^^-^5 festive mirth ran wild. 


to accompany him. We met at Lucerne the 
sucoeeding evening, and Mr. G. and his fellow. 


Where, from a deep lake’s mighty urn. 


student became in consequence our travelling } I’Orth slips, like an enfranchised slave, 
oompanUiqis for a couple ot days. We ascended j A sea-green river, proiAJ to ® 

the Kighi together ; and, after contempljting > With current swift and undeflled, 
the sunrise from that noble mountain, we sepa- i php towers of old Lvcernk. 

f See Note. . J. t Mount Kighi — Regina Mtmtiiiiii* 

^ ' i»;vi ' / V , ' ,..1* - 
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parted upon g;rouiid 

Kar-lifted towards the uiiiading skv ; 

But all our thoughts were then of Kar h," 
That gives to common pleasures birth ; 
And ugthina in our hearts we found 
That pr^rnpied^even a sigh. • 

Fetch, Empathising Pojrers of .air. 

Fetch, ye that post o’er seas and lands. 
H«rbs moistened by Virginian dew, 

A most untimely grave to strew * 

Whose turf may never know the care 
Of kindred humau hands !• 

Beloved by every gentle Muse 
'Ho left his Transatlantic home : / 

Rurope, a realised rcmiance. 

Had opened on his eager glance ; 

Wljat present bliss ! — what golden 

^ views ! ^ 

What stores for years to come# ^ 

Though lodged within no vigorous ttame. 
His «oiil her daily tasks renewed, 

BUth^ as the lark on sun-gilt wmgs 
High poised — or as the wtA that sings 
111 shadv placc^i, to proclaim • 
Hcr^ode^t gratitude. • • 

Not vain is sa5ly-uttere?l ^iraise ; 

The words •f truth’s m^srial vow 
Are sweet as morngig fragraiire^shed 
From flclk'ers mid Goi.dmj’s ruins bred ; 
As evening' s fondly-lin goring rays. 

On Rutiit’s silent brow. 

Lamented Youth 1 to thy cold clay 
Fit obsequies the Stranger paid : 

And piety shall guard the Stiiiie 
Which hath not left the spot unknown 
W'hore the wild waves resigned tJieii 
prey— 

And that which marks thy bed. I 

And, when thy Mother weeps La* Thee, 1 
Lost Youth ! a solitary Mother ; 

This tribute from a casual Friend 
A not unwelcome ^id may lend. 

To feed the tender luxury. 

The rising pang to smother.* 

XXXIV 

SKY-PltoSriCCT — FROM THE PL.XIN OI- 
FRANCE 

Lo 1 in the burning west, the craggy nape 
Of a proud Ararat ! and, tlicreiii>on, 

1 The persufiWbn^ ll« ex^ssed «iras no^ j 
groundless. The first humaolfconsolation that ' 
the afflicted Mother felt, was derived from thi; 
tribute to her son’s memory, a fact which the 
author learned, at his own residence, from her 
Daughter, who risited Europe some years 
•ifterwards.— fkildau Is one pf the villages deso- 
lated by the fall of part of the Mountain Ross- 
berg. 


The Ark, her melancholy voyage done ! 
You rampant cloud* mimics a lion's 
shape : 

■.There, combats a huge crocodile — agape 
A golden spear to swallow ! and tl^ 
brown ^ 

.And massy grove, so near yon blazing 
town,’ 

Stirs and recedes — destruction to es- 
cape ! 

Vet all is harmless — as the Elysian 
• shades 

Where Spirits dwell in undisturbed 
reposi' — 

Silerdlv disappears, or quickly fadra : 
Meek Nature’s evening comment cm the 
shows 

That tor oblivion take their daily birth 
From all the fuming vanities of Earth I 

XXXV 

ox ni:iNf; stranded near the harbour 

OF BOULOGNE 3 

Whv cast yp back upon the Gallic 
shore. 

Yc furious waves ! a patriotic Son 
Of England — who in hope her coiist had 
won. 

His project rrowned, his pleasant travel 
o’er ? 

Well — let him ])aoe this noted beach 
once more, 

That gave the Homan his triumphal 
shells ; 

That saw the Corsican his cap and bells 
Haughtilv shake, a dreaming Con- 
queror ! — 

Jviioiigh : riiy C ountry’s cliffs I can 
behold. 

And proudly think, beside the chafing 
si»a. 

Of checked ambition, tyranny controlled. 
And ft^lly cursed with endless memory : 
Trtese local recollections ne’er can cloy ; 
Such ground I from rav very heart en- 
joy ! 

XXXVI 

AFTER LANDING — THE VALLEY OF DOVER 
NOV., 1830 

Where be the noisy followers of the 
game 

Which faction breeds : the turmoil 
where ? that pas.sed 
^Through Europe, echoing from the 
newsman’s blast. 

And hlled our hearts with grief for 
England’s shame. 

Peace greets us : — rambling on without 
an aim 


• See Note. 
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Wc mark majestic herds of cattle, free 

T o ruminate, couched on the grassy lea ; 

And hear far^ofi the mellow horn pro- 
claim 

' The Season's haroaless pastime. Kudcr 
sound f 

Stirs not ; enrapt 1 gaze with strange 
delight. 

While consciousnesses, not to be dis- 
owned. 

Here only serve a feeling to invite 

That lifts the spirit to a calmer lu iglit.- 

And makes this rural stillness more 
F profound. 

^ XXXVII 


AT DOVKk 

Fko.m the Pier’s head, luusjiif*. and with 
increase 

Of wonder, 1 have watched this ^ea-skle 

Town, 

Under the white clilPs batlleineiited ■ whose <»iilv 
crown, j true 

Hushed to a depth of more than Sabbath 
peace : i 

The streets and quays are thronged, but 
why disown 

Th#*ir ii.itur^'l iittiTaiice ■ whence this 
strange rtlea-e 

From social noise - -bllenee eKewhen* 
unknown ? -- ' 

A S]»iril w'hispeied, " Let all wonder 
cease , 

Ocean’s o’eri^owediig iiiuriiiur!!i have set 
tre< 


All that 1 saw returns upon my view'. 
All that I heard comes back upon my 

'I^All that I felt this moment doth renew' ; 
And where the foot w'ith upmanly 
“ fear ^ , 

Recoiled — and wings alone could travel 
—there ^ 

I move at ease ; and meet contending 
themes 

That press upon me, crossing the career 
Of recollections vivid as the dreams 
• Of micinight,— cities, plains, iorests, ^iid 
I mighty streams. ^ 

i W^cie Mortal iievtT breathed I dare to 
J sit 

: Among the interior Alps, gigantic crfw%4 
1 Who triumphed o'er diluviaii power ! — * 
j r and' yet 

! WlVivtare they but a wreck and residue, 
business is to perish ? — 


To which s»td course, these wrinkled 
, Sons I »f Time « 

Labour their proper gre.|.tness to subdue^; 
S]>ealving of death alone, l>eiieifi.h a'cliim* 
When* life an l Capture flW in pleiiitud- 
sublime. i •• il 


h.nicv hath lliiiig for me an ain/ bridge 
Veross tin long deep N'alley, furious 
Rhone* ! 

Arch that here rests ui>on Hie granite 
ridge 

Thy sense from pressuiv ol life's cuniiintii ! Of Mtjiite Rosa -thetd on frailer stone 
dm. . i)f secondary birth, the Juiig-lrau's 

As the dread voice that ''peaks Iroin out cone : 

the 'ca : And. from that arch, down-looking on 

Of (iod's eternal Wild. tJio \'i>ice of: the. Vale 

Time ■ The aspect 1 beliold of every /.one ; 

l.)oth deadcjii. shocks ot tumult, shrieks of A sPa of foliage, tossing w'ith the gale, 
criiiK’, (sill.” . Blithe .Autiinm’s purple crown, and 

The shouts ot foils, and the groans of* Winter’s icy mail ! 


X.WVIII 
DH.SrLTOKY STANZAS 


Far as St.Malrici;, from yon eastern 
Forks, 1 


nroN RKCi.iviNi, rill', I'Khc kdi.no siii-FTS ! U'*wn the main' avenue my sight can* 
i ROM THE PRESS i langc : 

Is then the liiial page before me spread, j all its branch) vales, and all that- 

Nor furtluT outlet left to mind or heart ? i Ki.f ^ 
I’rcsiiinptiK.us ISdok ! too forward to bo | Aitliin them, churcli, and town, aud hut, 
road. I erange. 

How can I give thee licence to depart ? 1 *'nj«y'n«=“t meet ^ vision 

One tribute more: unbidden frolmgs 


start 

Forth from their coverts ; 
objects rise ; 

My spirit is the scene of such wild art 

As on Parnassus rules. W'hcn lightning 
flies. 

Visiblv heading on the thunder’s har- 
monies. 


sliuhtedV bound, 

** “ !\-ife. Death, in amicable interchange ; — 

' But list ! the avalanche — the hush 
profound 

That follow's— yet more awful than fcat 
awful soundT! 

I At the bead <a the Vollais. Note* 
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H not the chamois suited to his place ? 
The eagle worthy of her ancestry ? ^ 

— I-et Empires fall ; but ne’er shjiU Ye 
disgrace 

Your t^blc ‘^jirthright. ye that occupy 
Your coivu’ibsoats beneath the open skv^ 
On Sarnen’s MeJunt.^ there judge of fit 
and right, 

In simple democratic iiiajesty : 

Soft breezes fanning your rough Iwow's — 
the might 

And purity of nature spread before ytmr 
siglit ! 

I'roin this apx)rupriate Court, rcnu\vntj|:l 
* Lucerki: ^ 

Calls me to pace her honoured Bridge ^ 
— that cheers 

J['hQi Patriot's heart with pictures rude 
and stern. ^ 

\i\ uncoil 'h Chronicle of glorious 
Like iiortiMiturc. from loftier solirre, 
ij^Klears 

That \fork of kindred frame, which spans 
the lake ^ 

lust at the point of issue, where it feai> 
loriu and jpiotioii i>f streai^ to 
t^e ; ^ ^ 

Where it begins to stir, yd ^ic('l(‘ss as a 
snake. * • ^ * 

Volumes iof sound, Jroni the CatYedral 
rolled. 

This long-root€‘d Vista jjoiietrate — but 
» see, 

One after one, its tablets, that unfold 
The whole design of Scrii>turc hintuiy ; 


From the first tasting of the fatal Tre**, 
Till the bright Star appeared in casi erii 
skies, [free ; 

'Announcing, One was born mankind to 
His acts, his wrongs, his final sacrifice : 
Lessons for every hea:st, a Bible for alL^ 
eves. 

# 

Our pride misleads, our timid likings kill. 
— Long may these homely Works devised 
of old. 

These siinplt* efforts of Helvetian skill. 
Aid, with congenial influence, to uphold 
The Stale.— the Country’s destinv to 
ifloLild ; [dust 

Turning, for them who pa'»s, the coaimoii 
Of servile opportunity to gold ; 

Filling the soul with sentiiiieiits august — 
,The beautiful, the brave, the holy, and 
the just ! 

No more : 'rime halts not in his noiseless 
inarch — 

Nor turns, nor wjnd-:. as doth the litfuid 
flood; [arch 

Life slips from uudermath us. like that 
Of airy workmansliip wheieon we stood, 

• E.irtli stretched Ik'Iow, heaven in our 
I neighbourhood. 

(jo forth, iny little Bt»ok ' xuirsue thy 
wav ; 

Co ff>rlh. and please the gentle and the 
good ; 

.Nor b<* a whisjjcr stiflfd, jf it say - 
Ihat treasures, yet uiiLouched, may 
grace some liiiiin' Lay. 
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'I'hPse records take, and h.ir’py should 1 be 
wVri* l»ut the Gitt .1 iriL*et Kt'tiini tfi thee 
For kiitdiicbbt*') th.it iievtr ceased tf» how, 
And prompt seli-saenln e to which I owe 
Far more than .iiivhcai! hut iriiiic enn know. 

W. WORBSWOKTH. 


l«.J7 

TO HENRY CR.ABB ROBINSON 
C0MPA.N10N I bv who»e buoyant Spmt cliecred. 

In whose cxpeneiue ttflsting, day by dav 
Treasures I gained with /cal that iieiihci 
feared 

'Hie toils nor felt the crosses of the way, 

R^ual Mount, /'V6,4l4, 1642. 

The Tour of which the following Poems an* very inadequate ri'incnibranres w'.is shortened by 
report, too iv'll founded, of the prevalence of Gholcra at Naples To make spine ninends for what 
was reliictantlv left unseen in the South of Ita^r, wc visited the J'liscaii Sam t mines aniong the 
' Apennines, and the principal Italian Lakes amonpf the Alps. Neither of tho.se lakes, nor of V^enice, 
is there any notice in these Poems, chiefly because I have touched upon them elsewhere. See, iii 
particular, “ Desc.-iptive Sketches,’* " Meniorials^f a Tour on the Continent in 1820” and a Sonnet 
upon the extmctii^u of^the Venetian Republic * ^ 

* “ ^'Of cither soa, an Islander by birth, 

A Mountaineer by habit, would resound 
Your praise, in ’meet accordance with 
'your cLiinis 

Bestowed by Nature, or from man's 
great deeds 

Inherited : — presumptuous thought I— • 
it fled 


MUSINGS NEAR AQUAPENDENTE 

APRIL, 1837 

Ye Apennines ! with all your fertile 
#ales * [shores 

.Deeply embosQmed, and your winding 

I. 1. ■1^'. ,1 • ' ■ . 
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Like vapour, like 
dissolved. 

Not, thereJore, shall my mind give way 
to sadness ; — 

Yon snow-white torrent-fall, plumb 


down^it drop§ 




a towering cloud, ! By skeleton arn s, that, from the mouii^ 
■ tain's trunk * 

Lxtexvded, clasp the winds, with mutual 
moan 

Struggling fur liberty, whil^ undi^niayed 
The shepherd struggles with them. 

Onward thence • 

And downward by the skirt of Green- 
side fell. 

And by (ilenridding-screes, and Tow 
Oleiicoigti, 

Places forsaken now, though loving 

>• 


ever hangs or seems to liatig in air. 

Lulling tfhe leisure of that high perched : 
town, 

AguAPENDENTE, ill her Jolty site 
Its neighbour and its namesake — town, '■ 
and flood « i 

Forth flashing out of its own gloomy \ still 

chasm s The muses, as they loved them iii the 

Bright simheams- the. fiesh vtf.cUire \ days “ 

of this lawn i the old minsttrels and the border 


‘Strewn with grey rocks, and on the 
horizon’s verge. 

O'er intervenient wastt', through glim- 
mering haze. 

Unquestionably kenned, tliat coiic- 
shapied hill 

With fractured summit, no indifferent 
sight 

To travellers, from such comforts as 
are thine. 

Bleak Radieofani ! escaped with jov — 

These are before me : and the varied 
scone 

May well suffice, till noon-tide’s sultr\ 

* heat 

Relax, to fix and satisfv the mind 

Passive yet pleased. What ! vvith this 
Broom in flower 

Close at mv side ! She bids me fly to 
gKset 

Her sisters, soon like her to be attired 

With golden blossoms opening at the 
feet 

Of iny tnvu Fairfield, 
given. 

Given witli a voice and by a look re- 
turned 

Of old corap.'xnionship. Time counts 
not minutes 


balds. — 

But here am I fast bound ; and l^t it, 
pass. 

Tlie sutiple rapture : — who that travels 

To feed his mind with watchful eyes 
could share 

Or wish toarharc it ? — One there sorely 
, was. n 

“ The Wizard of tins North,” with 
Hinxioust hope « ■ 

Brought to, ttiis genial climate, W'heii 
clis»\'isc • • •• 

Preyed upon body^and mind — j^et not 
" the less K 

Mad Ills sunk eye kindled at those 
dear words 

That sp.iki‘ of bards and minstrels 
and his spirit 

Had flow’n with mine to old Helvellyn's 
brow. 

Where once together, in his day of 
j strength. 

The glad greeting ■ Wc st<iod rejoicing, as if earth were free 
\ From sorrow, like the sky above our 
j heads. 

I Ye.u-s followed years, and when, upon 
the eve 


Ere. from accustoineil paths, familiar I Of his last going from Tweed-side, 


fields. 

The local Oniiis hurries rm* aloft. 


thought turned. 

Or bv another’s sympathy was led, 
a<wl’ 


Transported over that cloud -wooin g 1 To this bright lahi^Hope was for him 
hill, ; no friend. 

Seat Sandal, a fond suitor of the clouds. ! Knowledge no help ; Imagination shaped 
With drcara-likc smoothness, to Helvel- tNo promise. Still, in more than ear- 
lyii’s top. deep seats. 

There to alight upon crisp moss and Siirv'ivos for me. and cannot but survive 
range, *The tone of voice which wedded bor- 

Obtaining ampler boon, at everv step,< r^pved words • . 

Of visual sovereignty— hills multitiv To sadness not .their own, wh^n, with 
dinous. ^ faint smile 

(Not Apennine. can boast of fairer) hills Forced by intent to take from speech 
Pride of tw'o nations, w'ood and lake ■ its edge, 

and phaiiis, He said, ” When I an> there, altbpugh 

And prospect right below of deep coves ' 'tis fair, 

shaped ’Twill be another Yarrow,” Prophecy , 
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l^ore than fulhllcd, as gay Campania’s 
shores • 

Soon witnessedi and the city of seven 
hills. 

Her spSrklinf; fountains, and her znoulf^- 
crinf; tomb* ;• 

And tiforc than all, that Kmincnce 
which showed 

Her splendours, seen, not fj^lt, the 
while, he stood 

A few short steps (painful they were) 
apart 


Nor is least pleased, we trust, when 
golden beams. 

Reflected through the mists of age, 
from hours 

Of innocent delight, remote or recent. 
Shoot but a little ifav— ’lis all thev' 
can — 

Into the doubtful future. Who would 
keep 

Power must resolve to cleave to it 
, through life, V 

lilse it deserts him. surely as he lives. 


From Tasso’s Convent-haven, and re- i Samis would not grieve nor guardian « 


tired grave. . ! ^ngels frown 

' If one -- while tossed, as was iny lot to be. 
In a frail bark urged by two sLaider 
i>ars 

Ovei waves rough and deep, that, when 
they bnike, 

D.ished their white loam against the 
palace w’alls 

Of tienoa the superb — should there 
b(‘ It'd 

anrf' sweetened * To ineditati* upon his own ajipoiiited 
tasks. 


' PeadC to their Spirits ! why should 
Poesy 

Yield to the. lure of vain regret, and 
hover ^ i 

III gloom on w'lngs w’ith coii^^cj^ce 
outspread 

T«i wove in suilshiiie ? — Utter thanks, 
iflv Soul ! 

Tempered ivith awe, 
bv coinpaefton 


lior«4bein^who «i the shacVc's sorrow ■ However humble in th(‘mselveb, with 
dw'clli^ • • fliic thoughts 

That 1- so iiear^thc terfn to huiiiaii Raised and sustained bv memory ol 
Appointed by man’s ertintnou heritage, 

Frail asjthc frailesft one witlial^if that 


Him 

Who oftentmips within those narrow ^ 

Deserve a thought) but little known! bounds 

to fame — j Rocked on tb(‘ surge, there tried his 

Am free to rove where Nature's loveliest ! sjnrit’s strength 

And gras]> of piirpctse, long ere sailed 
his ship 

To lay a new world open. 

Nor loss prized 


looks. 

Art’s noblest relics, history’s rich be- 
quests, 

P'ailed to reanimate and but feebly 

cheered | He those impressions w^hich incline the 

The whole world’s Darling — free ti»; heart 

rove at will | To mild, to lowly, and to seeming weak. 

O’er high and low, and if requiring ‘ Hend that way her desires. The dew. 

rest, the storm — 

Rest from enjoyment only. The dew wMiose moisture fell in gentle 

Thanks poured forth * drops 

For what thus far hath blessed iiiv \ On the small hyssop destined to become, 
wanderings, thanks ! Fiy Hebrew ordinance devoutly kept. 

Fervent but humble as the lips can 1 A purifying iustruineiit— the storm 


breathe 

Where gladness seems a duty — let me 
guard 

Those s(%ds of expectation w'hich thjj 
fruit 

Already gathered in this favoured I.aiid 

Enfolds w'ithin its core. The faitk 
be mine, ^ ^ 

That He who guides and govef^s all. 
ap'^roves 

though 


That shook 011 Lebanon the cedar’s 
top. 

And as it shook, enabling the blind 
roots 

Further to forc<* their way, endowed 
its trunk ^ 

With magnitude and strength fit to 
uphold 

The glorious temple — did alike proceed 
'^From the same gracious will, were both 


When' ' gratitude, though disciplined _ an offspring 
to look ■ Of bounty inlinite. 

Bevond these .transient spheres, doth ' Between Powers that aim 

* wear a crown ^ Higher to lift their lofty heads, impelled 

Of earthly hope put on with trembling ! Bv no profane ambition, Powers that 
hand ; thrive 
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By conflict^^ and their opposites, that 
trust 

In lowliness— mid-wav tract there lies 
Of thoughtful sentiment for every mind 
, Preguaut with good. Young, Middle- 
aged, and 01|^, 

'prom century on to century, must have 
known 

-The emotion — nav, more fitly were it 
said — 

The blest tranquillity that sunk so deep 
■Into my Spirit, when 1 pacptl, enchased 
In Pisa’s Camp 


Bearing the world-acknowledged evi^ 
dence • 

Of past exploits, nor fondlv after more 
Struggling against the stream of destiny. 
But with its peaceful majfsty ftonteiiL 
-•-Oh what a spectacle at ev/?ry turn 
The Place unfolds, ’ from pavement 
skinned with moss, 

Or grass-grown spaces, where the he^vi- 
esH'foot 


Provokes no eclwTCS, hut must softly 

_ . tread : 

Carnpo Santo, the siTionth floor i When; Solitude wdth Silence pd'U’ed 


Of its Arcades paved with sepulchral 
slabs, ^ * 

And through each window's open fret- 
work looked 

O’er the blank Area of sarred earth 

Fetched from Mtuiiit Calvary, tir liaplx 
delved 

In precincts nearer ti> the Sa% i<nir's 
tomb. 

By bands of men. humble as l>r,i\'e. A\ht» 
fought 

For its deliviTancc* —a c.qiaeious field 
'hat to deseendants of the dead it holds 


stops short 
f)Vl)est)lation. and to Ruin’s scythe ■ 
■ P^cay siihiuits nof, 

But where'er my steps 
I Shall wander, chiefly let me cull xyith 
; care 

Tt^e ilfiages of genial beauty, oft 
liwMftvelv to bo pensive in themselves 
But by reflexion made $ 0 , which do best 
• Xml litliect serve to crown with fiv^raiit 
wre.'it life 

' Lifp's cup when almost fcllecl with vears, 
like mine. 


BiehK. :Ul'vingiiuile lueuion to breathes. ' — Hhw lova'iv robed, A forcfiooif* light 

.r f f l.nt-k iiirrU* i.-Sir.h ....1 . * 


and sliatk'*. 

Each ministwnwg tii* e.arh, didst thou 
appear • 

Sayon.i. (Jiu'i'n of territory fai# ^ 

As' aught that inaiveJlons coast thro* 
all its length 

Yields ill the Stranger’s eye. Kemeni- • 
hrance holds 


These atieliing far tlian aught which 
scentc walls 

May w'ell the ir epitaphs can speak. 

heat v’s long-departed 

ReUi.v, to (ix and satisT. . 

Passive yet jilcased. ^ch, penlmi.-, 

Broom in flower i 

Close at my side ! She irislied, Pietv. : 

^th of cloistral As a selected triiasure thy one cliff. 

Her sisters, sf>oii like he • Th.it, wliile it wore for mVlancholy crest 

With golden blf»ssoTns .-d hv a/ure sky, \ shattered Convent, yet rose proud 
feet ^ DUS ministers tf> have 

Of my ow'u Fairfield, l aud that which Clinging to its steep sides a thousand 
given, herbs 

Given with a voice and hy and wuth . And shrubs, whose pleasant looks gave 
turned ... ' pro(»f how' kind 

Of old cnnipamonship, Thle or fived : The breath of air can be where earth 
not minutes feet, * j liad else. 

Ere. frr>m acciistonii'd patlc Leaning- ' Seeim*d churlish. And behold, both 
fields, ^ i f'lr and near. 

The local (ioiiius hurries n. on him | Garden and field all decked with orange 
Transported over that ry stands bloom, 

, f decline and , And ])each and citron, in Spring’s 

Seat Sandal, a fond siiitoi I mihlest breeze c 

With dream-hke smotu'.. some sense of ,tRxpanding ; and, along the smooth 




lyii's top. 

There to ahri’ van i.shes before the sight 
rangr>yr unextinguishrd, pomp iiii- 
. Obtainithed, 

’ beauty unimpaired. Grand 
itself, 

!\nd for -.itself, the assemblage, grand 
and fair 

To view, and for the mind’s consenting 
eye 

A type of age in ingn, upon its front 

'k 


shore curved 
Into a natural port, a tideless sea, 

^ that mild breeze with motion and 
t w^th voice • . » 

Softly responsive ; • and, attuned to all 
Those vernal charms of sight and 
sound, appeared 

Smooth sp)ace of turf which from the 
giiardifin fort ■ • 

Sloped seaward, turf whose tender 
April green. 
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In* coolest climes too fugitive, might 
•even here 

Plead with the sovereign Sun for lo^jigcr 
stay _ ^ 


Than his unmitigated beams allow. 

Nor plead in vain, if beauty could 

aught that is 


pr*'- 


Parthenope’s Domain — Virgilian haunt, 
Illustrated with never-dying verse, 

And, by the Poet’s laurel-shaded tomb. 
Age after age to Pilgrims from all lands 
EiidCcU'ed. 

• And who — if not ^ man as cold 
In heart as dull m brain — while paring 

ground 

Chosen by Rome’s legendary Bards 
higl^ minds 

Out of her early struggles well inspired 
Ti^localizc herc'ic aet^---rould Iflok 
Upon the spots with undelighled eve. 
Though even to their last svllahle the 
Lafs 

* And verv nriinrs of those who gave 

them birth 

j Have peristu’d Verily, to her utmost 
I . depth, 

Tinagiiiation feels what Reason fears 
I not 

i To rerognirc, the lasting virtue lodged 
’ ' ■' - • - - deeds 


serve,. 

From mortal change, 
born on earth 

Or ddth on time depend. • 

while on the brink 

Of that high Convent-crested clilT 1 
stood* • 

Modest Savona ! over all did brood 
A^ure poetic Spirit — as the breeze ,• 

Mild — as the verdure, <resh — the sun 
shine; bright — 

Thy gentle t’hiabrera ! — not a stone. 

Muraror Ic-vcl with the trodden floor. 

In Church or Chapel, if my curious 
Missed not the truth, retains a sii 
name 

Of youfy; or old, warrior, or saint, nr > In tlu'se bold tictmus that 
sage, ^ ! assignerl 

To whose dear m^iories his sepulchraj j To the Valerian, Fabi.in. Curiaii Race, 
verse ! \iid others like in fame, ciealed Powers 

Pai^ sifWfde Iributi^ such as nfight h;^e With attributes from History derived, 
flowed • • ^ I Bv }‘oesy irradiate, and yet graced. 

From the clear sprinja^of a^l<yn l^iiclish , Through niarM'Uoiis felicitv of skill, 

heart, ^ ^ . With something more propitious to 

Say rathcr,gpne in natUT. fellowship ' higli aims 

with all who want not skill to couple i Than either. p(*nt within her separate 
grief i si»lien-. 

With praise, as genuine admiration 1 Can oft with justice claim. 

prompts. j And not disdahimg 

The grief, the praise, are severed from ■ Union with those pnriuwal energies 

their dust, I To virtue ronserrate, stoop ye from 

Yet in his page the records of that j _ V'our hr^igh t 


worth 

Survive, uninjured ; — glory then to 
words* 

Honour to word-preserving Arts, and 
hail 

Vc kindred local influences that still, 

* If Hope’s familiar whispers merit faith. 

Await my steps when they the breezy 
height 

Shall range of philosophic Tusruliim : 

Or ^abinc vales explored inspire a wish 

To meet the shade of Horace by the 
side 

Of his Bandnsian fount ; or I invoke 

His presence to ];oint out the spot 
where once 

He sate, and eulogized with earnest pen 

Peace, leisure, freedom, moderate ^de- 
sires 

And all the immunities of rural life 
. Extolled, behind Vacuna’s crumbling 
f' fane. 

Or let^e loiter, soothed with what is 
given 

Nor asking more, on that delicious Bay. 


Christian Titaditions ' at my Spirit's 
call 

Deseeiid, and, on tlie brow of ancient 
Rome 

As she survives in ruin, manifest 

Voiir glories mingled with the brightest 
Ifues 

Of her memorial halo, fading, fading. 

But never to be extinct while Earth 
endures. 

O come, if nndishonoured by the prayer. 

From all her Sanctuaries ! — Open for 
my feet 

Ye Catacombs, give to mine eyes a 
glimpse 

Of the Devout, as, mid your glooms 
convened 

Enr safety, they of yore enclasped the 
^ Cross 

On knees that ceased from trembling, 
or intoned 

Their orisons with voices half -suppressed. 

But sometimes heard, or fancied to bc 
heard. 

Even at this hour. 
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And thou Manicrtine prison. No faculty within us which the Soul 
Into that vault receive me from whose* Can siiare, and humblest earthly weal 
depth ' di'iiiands, 

Issues, revealed in no presumptuous For dipnity nof placed beyond her 
vision, ^ reach, ' 

Albeit lifting Irnmnii to divine. Zealous co-operation of all means 

A Saint, the Church’s Kock, tlic mystic (iiven or acquired, to raise ilS from the * 
Keys mire. 

Grasped in his hand ; and ' with And^ liberate our hearts from low pur- 
upright sword suits. 

Prcfipiirinp his own iinprndc'ut douiii. By gross Utilities enslaved we need 
The Apostle ol the (ientiles ; both More of onnobling impulse frmn the 

prepared past. ^ 

To sufTer pains with heathen sqorn and ^ If t^ the future aught of good must copu' 
hate Sounder and therefore holier than the “ 

Inflicted : — blessed Mon, for so ends 

Heaven Which, in the giddiness of self-applause, 

They follow their deai Lord » We rovet as suprime. O g’-art th( 

Time flows — jior winds, ^Town 

Nor stagnates, nor iirecipitates his Wisdmn wears, or take his treach- 

course, ' emus staff 

But nianv a benefit borne muju lus From Knowledge ! — If the Musf, whom 

bn'ast 1 have served * 

For liuinaii-kind sinks out of siglit. is Thi.s da<', be mistress of a single pearl 
gone, Fit tf» be placed hi tlfJu pure diadem ; 

Nti one knows how , noi seldom is put TVen. not; in vain, inder Hiesej^hestnut 
forth boughs 

An angry arm that snatches good away, Kcclined, 'shall 1 have yielded up my 
Never perhaps t<i reajipear. The Stream foul ' 

Has to our generation brought and To transports from the secondary 

brings founts 

Innumerable gains ; vet we, who now Flowing of time and place, and paid to 
Walk in the light of day, jKTtain full both ^ 

surely Due homage ; nor shall fruitlessly have 

To a chilled age, most pitiably shut out striven. 

From that which is and actiiate.s, by By love <»f beauty moved, to enshrine 
forms, in verse 

Abstactioiis, and by lifeless fact to fact Accordant meditations, which in times 


Minutely linkt'd with diligence unin- 
spired. 

Unrcctified. uiiguided, unsustainod. 

By godlike insight. To this fate is 
doomed 

Science, wide-spread and spreading 

' still as be 

Her conquests, in the world of sense 
made known. 

So with the internal mind it fares; 
and so 

With mqrals, trusting, in contempt or 
fear 

Of vital principle’s controlling law. 

To her purblind guide Jixpedicucy ; 
and so . 

Suffers religious faith. Elate with 
view 

Of what IS won. we overlook or scorn 

The best that should keep pace with ii, 
and must. 

To Else more and more the general mind 
w'lll droop, 

A tvpvou as if bent on perishing. There 
t ’ lives 


Vexed and disordered, as our own, may 
shed 

Influence, at least among a scattered 
few. 

To soberness of mind and peace of heart 

Friendly ; as here to my repose hath 
been 

This flow’cring broom’s dear neighbour- 
hood, the light 

And murmur issuing from yoh pendent 
flood, 

And all the varied landscape. Let us 
now 

Rise, and to-morrow greet magnificent 
Rome.i 

It 

THE FINE OF MONTE MARIO AT ROUE 

I SAW far off the dark top of a Pine 

Look like a cloud — a slender stem the r; 
tie 

That bound it to its native ■'orth— 
poised high 

1 See Note. 
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'Mid evening hues, along the hotizoii | 
• line. 

Striving in peace each other to outshine. 
But when 1 learned the Tree was living 
there, 

Saved fftim the sordid axe by Beau* 
monrt care, • 

Oh, what a gush of tenderness was • 
miTie ! 

The* rescued Pine-tree, with itg sky ■ 
so bright ^ 

And cloiid-likife' beauty, rich in thoughts' 
of home, • | 

Death-parted friends, and days too! 
• swift in flight, * | 

Supplanted the whole maiesty of Rcunc : 
(Then first apparent from the Pinciaft 
Height) 

Croi^ied with St. Peter’s everlasting 
Dome.* „ . 

HI 

\ KT ROlktr. 

Is this, yc Gods, the Capitoliati Tfill ’ 
Yon petty Steej^ 111 truth the hMilfiJ 
«,I^k, # • • : 

Tarpeian named yore, *and keeping , 
still • 1 

That name, a local'riiaffloTii ])n ml to; 

iiioek • ^ 1 

The Traveller’s expectation? — Could. 

our Will I 

J)pstroy the ideal Power Avithiii. ’twiTi* 
done 

riiro' what men see and touch, sJ.ixes' 
wandering on. 

Impelled by lliirsl of all but f leaven- . 
taught skill. 

^■ull oft, our wish obtained, deeply we 
sigh : 

Yet not unreccjinpensed are thev who 
learn, 

Prom that depression raised, to luoiint 
on high 

With stronger wing, more clearly to 
discern 

lUernal things : and, if need be, defy 
Change, with a brow not iiisolonl, 
though stern. j 

• IV 

AT ROMK. REOUrrS.— IR ALH’-STOX TO ; 

N'lEUUHR AND OTHER -MODERN’ HIS- > 
TORIANS 

Those old credulitios, to nature dojjr. 
Shall thc^ no longer bloom upon the ■ 
stock 

Of History, stript naked as a rock I 

'Mid a dry desert ? What is it we Iiear ’ 1 
Ttie ^lory of Inkint Rome must dis- . 

appear, | 


Hex nioriiitig splendors vanish,* and 
their place 

Know them no more. If Truth, who 
veiled her face 

With those bright beams yet hid it not, 
must steer ^ 

Henceforth a humbler course perplexed 
and slow ; 

One solace yet remains for us who came 

Into this world in days when story 
lacked ■ ^ 

Savere researcli, that in our hearts we 
know 

How. for exciting youth’s heroic flame, 

AssontJis power, belief the soul of fact- 


CONTI Ni; ED 

|■oMl*I.At■F^■T Fictions were they, yet the 

SIUIIH 

lnv4»lvod a history of no doubtful sense. 
History that proves by inward evidence 
From what a precious source of truth it 
came. 

Ne'er could the boldest Iiul(.)gist havfj 
diired „ 

Siicii 'leeds to paint, such characters to 
frame. 

But for eoc’val sympathy jirepared 
To greet w'ith instant faith their loftiest 
claim. 

N'one but a noble pec»ple could have 
lo\c‘ti 

Flattery in Ancient Rome’s pure- 
iiiliidi'rl style : 

Not ill lik<- st>rt the l^unic Scald was 
inovetl ; 

Efe, iiiir-»ed ’mid s.r. age passions that 
defile 

Hiimanitv, sang feats that well might 
call ■ 

b'or the blood-thirsty mead of Odin's 
riotous Hall. ' 

j 

VT 

PLEA FOR THE HISTORIAN 

Fokiikar to deem the Chronicler un- 
wise. 

Ungentle, rir iiiitouclied bv seemly ruth. 
Who, gathering up all that Time’s 
ciivirms tooth 

I fas spared of sound and grave realities, 

I 'irmly rejects those dazzling flatteries, 
•De.ir as they are to unsuspecting Youth, 
t hat might have drawn down Clio from 
, the skies 

To vindicate the majesty of truth* 

Such was her office while she walked 
with men, 

\ Muse, who, not unmindful of her Sira 
Ml-riiliiig J'ove, whate'er the theme 
might be 


* Sec Note. 
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Kivered hw Mother, sage Mnemosyne, , 
And taught her faithful servants how the i 


lyre 


the' 


Shoiifd animate, but not mislead, 
pcn.i 

, VII 

AT ROME 

They — wh o have seen 
Roman’s scfwn 

jBreak fnrth at thought of laj’ing down 
his head, * 

When the blank day is over, garret ed 
111 Ins ancestral palace, wIkmo, from 
mom 1 - 

To iiJght, the desecraled floors are worn 
By feet of purse-proud strangers ; they 
— who have read 


IX ' 

AT ALRANO 

-and Monte Calvo would 


Days passed— 
not clear 

LHis head from mist ; anti, as ^:he wind 
! sobbed through ** 

I Albano's dripping Ilex avenue,* 
the noble My dull forebodings in a Peasant’s ea* 
Koiin^i casual vent. She said, " Be of 
good clieer ; 

Our yesterday’s processiOT did not sue 
In vain ; t\\\i sky will change to '^nny 
blue. 

Thanks to our Lady’s grace.” I smllcrl 
to hear, j 

But not in scorn : — the Matron's Faith 
may lack 

In one meek smile, beneath a peasant's j The heavenly sanction needed to ensure 
she<l, Fulliliv^ut : but, we trust, her ux>ward 

How patiently the weight of wrong is i /track 

borne ; ! Stops not at this low point, nor wants the 

They — w’lio have hoard sumo learned I lure i> 

Patriot trnat • Ol flowery the Virgin without fear may 

Of frcedoii. with mind grasping the j own, 

whole theme j I*br by her Son’s blest hand the seed was 

4* roiri ancient Rome, downwards through } v’sowii. . — i « 

that bright dream ' ■ X ‘ 

Of 0.mui<mwe.iltl>. each city a starlike j AiiioU Utrcatii, I spied a gentle 

pOVC 


seat 

Of rival glorv : tlu'y - lallen Tt.ily-> 

Nor must, iior will, noi can, despair ol 
Thee ' 

Vlll 

NEAR KOMI', IN SKrlll Ol' ST. 1*E FI k’-'s 

Lonc. has the dew been dried on tree and 
lawn ; 

O’er man and beast a not unwelcome 
boon 

Is shed, the langiKT of ajipruaching 
noon ; 

To shady rest withdrawing or with- 
draw'ii 

Mute are all creatures, as this couchant j 
fawn. 

Save insect -swarms that hum in air 
afloat, 

Save that the Cock is crowing, a shrill 
note. 


Perched on an olive branch, ^and heard 
her cooing 

Mid new-horn blossoms that soft airs 
were wooing, * 

While all things present told of joy and 
love. 

lint restless Fancy left that olive grove 
7*0 hail the exploratory Bird renewing 
i Hope for the, few, who, at the world’s 
I iiiiduing, 

; On the great flood were spared to live 
and move. 


O bounteous Heaven ! signs true as dove 
and bough 

Brought to the ark are coining evermore, 
(bvon though w'e seek them not, but 
while we plough 

. This sea of life without a visible shore, 

! Do neither x^roinise ask' nor grace in 

Startling and shrill as that ivhich roused ! . i- • 

Ihe dawn, ' what alone is ours, the livc-ng iSow, 


— Heard in that hour, or when, as now, 
the nerve 

Shrinks from the note as from a mis- 
timed thing, . 

Oft for a holy warning may it serve. 

Charged with remembrance of his sudddo 
sting. 

His bitter tears, wrhosc name the Papal 
Chair [to bear. 

And yon resplendent Church are proud 

*• Quern virum -lyra 

— nsumes celebraie clio 7 


XI 

FROM THE ALBAN HILLS, LOOKING TO- 
ti WARDS ROME 

Forgivf.. illustrious Country ! these deep 
sighs. 

Heaved less for thy bright plains and 
hills bestrown 

With monuments dcjcayed or ^jpver 
thrown, ' ' - 

For all that tottering stands or pros- 
trate lies. 




MEMORIALS OF A TOUR IN ITALY 


Than for like scenes in moral visioij • But who is He ? — the Conqueror- 
shown, ') Woi.ilcl he force 

Ruin perceived for keener sympathies ; j His way to Rome ? Ah, no, — round hill 
Faith esushe^. yet proud of weeds, her 1 and plain 

gaud|;y crown ; • 1 Wandering, he haunts^ at fancy's strong 

Virtues • laid low, and mouldering command. 

energies. This spot — his shadowy death-cup in 

Yet why prolong this mournful strain ? — his hand. 

• Fallen Power, • XiV 

Thy fortun^es, twice exalted, might CUCKOO AT LAVICKNA 

MAY 2jS, 


provoke 

Verse to glad notes propht'lic of the hour 


When thou, uprisen, shalt break thy List — ’twas the Cuckoo. — O with what 


double yoke, 


ffehglit 


And enter, with proiftpt aid from the) Heard I that \<'ice and catch it now, 

^ • .1 I. £ - 


Most High, 


tliniigh faint. 


Ou the third stage of thy great destiny. Far oil and faint, and melting into air, 

• 1 Yet not to be mislakrn. Hark URam ! 


i Y et not 
T Those I 
\ Bir 


M T Those louder cries give notice that the 
NEAR THE I-AKE OF ITIR ASYME>%-^ ( Bird, 

For 'tins 'unth,. ught. of , reel. ng- 

Cbi^cked iif>l its vge , uufelLthe ground While allured 

dla tofu, • • From vale to hill, fnmi hill to vale led on, 

Sword dropped not, javeftn kept its We havt pursued, through various lands, 
deadly aim. ^ a long 

Now all is sun-bnefri peace. that .-Viid pleas.mt course : flower after flower 
dav’f shame, h‘*^ l>lown. 

Or glo^^’, not a vestige seems to endure, j Kmbejlibhiiig the ground that gave thrill 
Save in this Kill that took from Iflood ' birth 
^ the name ^ With asi)ects novel to my sight : but 

VVhic.h yet it bears, sweet Stream ! as 

crystal pure. Mt»st f<ur, inosi welcome, when they 

So mav' all trace and sign of deeds aloof dnuik the dew 

From the true guidance of humanity. In a sweet fellc)wshii» with kina'? beloved. 
Thro’ Time and Nature’s influence, j old reinem brain e sake. And oft— 
purify ! where SmiiiR 

Their spirit ; or, unless they for reproof j Display’d her richest blossoms among 
Or warning serve, thus let them all, on ' flh's 

ground orange-trees bedecked with glow'ing 

That gave them being, vanish to a sound. , fruit 

Ripe for the hand, or under a thick 
XIII shade 

NEAK THE SAME LAKE » 'a'ttcr suitrcl K. tllF h-.ur. 

I Ihe lightsome Olives twinkling can- 
■ For action born, existing to be tried, , opy — 

£\.wers manifold we have that intervene Oft have I heard the Nightingale and 
To stir thg heart that would too closely j Thrusli 

screen • Blending as in a common English grove 

Her peace from images to pain allied. Their love-soiigs ; but, w’here’er my feet 
W'hat wonder if at Inidnight, by the might mam, 

side Whate’er assemblages of new and old, 

Of SanguinettA or broad Thrasymgnc, bj^tj-ange and familiar, might beguile the 
The claqg of arms is heard, and phaii- t way, 

toms glide, I A gratulation from that vagrant Voice 

Unhappy ghosts in troops by moonlight ; Was wanting ; — and most happily till 
seen ; ! now. 

And^singly thine, O vanquished Chief ! I For see, Laverna ! mark the far-famed 
whose corse, l*ile, 

Uuburied, lay hid under heaps of slain* • . High on the brink of tlmt precipitous 
1 SanguiaettiQ^ I rock. ^ 


NEAR THE SAME LAKE 
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ImplaFitsd like a Fortress, as in truth 
It is, a ^Christian Fortress, garrisoned 
In faith and hope, and dutiful obedience. 
By a few MonkSi a stern society, 

Dead to the world and scorning earth* 
born joys. 

Nay — though the hopes that drew, the 
fears that drove, 

St. Francis, far from Man's resort, to 
abide 

Among these sterile heights of Apeunjiie/ 
Bound him, nor, since he raised yon 
House, have ceased 

To bind his spiritual Progeny, with ruler. 

, Stringent as flesh can tolerate and live : 
His milder Genius (thanks to the good 
God 

That made us) over those severe re- 
straints 

Of mind, that dread heart-free/ing 
discipline. 

Doth sometimes here predominate, and 
works 

By unsought means for gracious pur- 
poses ; 

For eri^'th through heaven, for heaven, 
by change iul earth. ' 

Illustrated, and niutuallv endeared. 

Rapt though He were ab*^ !' the power 
of sense, 

Familiarly, yet out of the cleansed 
heart 

Of that once sinful Being overflowed 
On sun, moon, stars, the nether elements. 
And every shape of creature they 
sustaiu. 

Divine afTeclions ; and with lioast and 
bird 

(Stilled from afar —such marvel story 
tells— 

By casual outbreak of his passionate 
words. 

And from their own pursuits in field or 
grove 

IVawn to his side by look or act of ^ove 
Humane, and virtue of his mnorent 
life) 

He wont to hold companionship so free. 
So pure, so fraught with knowledge and 
delight. 

As to be likened in his Followers' minds 
To that which oiir first Parents, ere the 
fall 

](^Qtn their high state darkened the 
Barth with fear. 

Held with all Kinds in Eden's blissful' 
bowers. 

Then question not that, ’mid the 
aust^e Band, 

Who breathe the air he breathed, tread 
where he Uod, 

Some true I^anakers of his loving spirit 


1^0 still survive, and, with those geiit1<K 
hearts 

Consorted, Others, in the power, the 
faith, ^ , 

or a baptized imagination, prympt 
To catch from Nature’s hymbleat 
monitors 

Whate’er they bring of impulses sublime* 

Thus sensitive must be the Monk, 
r though pale 

With fasts, with vigils worn, dc]:^esscd 
by years, 

Whom in a sunny glade I chanced to see, ^ 
l^pon a pine-tree's storm- uprooted 
^ trunk. 

Seated alone, with forehead sky-ward 
raised. c 

lands clasped above the crucifix he 
^ ivore 

Appended to his bo»;om, and lips closed 
By the joint pressure of his innsiiig 
mood 

And habit 'of his vow. That ancient 
’'Man — 

Nor ^laplv 'ess the E -other wbr'ni.J 
marked, 

As we approa^cd the Convent gate, 
aloft 

1 l^ookiiig far forth fr(>ni his aerial cell, 

A young Ascetic — Poet, Hero, S'age, 

He might have been, Lover belike he 
was — 

If they received into a conscious ear 
The notes whose first faint greeting 
startled me. 

Whose sedulous iteration thrilled with 
joy 

My heart — may have been moved like 
me to think. 

Ah ! not like me who walk in their 
world’s ways. 

On the gre.nt Prophet, styled Votre 
of (hhe 

Crvtnii amid the wilderness, and given. 

Now that their snows must melt, their 
herbs and flowers 

I^evive, their obstinate winter pass away. 
That aw'ful name to Thee, thee, simple 
Cuckoo,^ 

Wandering in solitude, and e*.^ermore 
Foretelling and proclaiming, ere thou 
leave 

This thy last haunt beneath Italian skies 
^To carry thy glad tidings over heights 
Still loftier, and to clinics more near the 
l*ole. 

Voice of the Desert, fare-thee-well ; 
sweet Bird ! 

If that substantial title please thee sc lie, 
Farewell ! — but go thy way, no need 
* hast thou [boww 

Of a good wish sent after thee; frqm 
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To bower as grecn» from sky to sky as 
clear* 

Thee gentle breezes waft — or airs that 
meet • [fan — 

Thy course ancksport around Ihee softfy 
Till Night, descending upon hill and vale. 
Grants to thy mission a brief term of 
• silence. 

And folds thy pinions up in blesf repose. 
XV 

AT THE CONVENT OP CAMALDOII 

Grieve for the Man who hither came 
* ' bereft, ^ 

And seeking consolation from above# 
Nor grieve the less that skill to him was 
. left 

To paint this picture of his ladu-k'vc : I 
Can she, a blessed saint, the ^^rk 
approve ? Tfhing 

Aiid^, good Brethren of the cowl, a 
So faff, to which with peril he must eiiiig. 
Destroy in pity, or with catV remove. 
That bloom -^hosc eyes— can rticy 
... ^qisist to biiwl , % 

Thcjiiinfts Ibak would ^ stray from 
Heaven ? The dream^ust cease 
To be ; by Faiths not'^ifelu, his soul 
must live ; • ^ [tmd 

Else will^hc* enamoured Monk too surely 
How w'ido a space can part from inward 
peace [give. 

The mt>st profomid repose his cell can 

XVI 

CONTINUED 

The world forsaken, all its busy cares 
And stirring interests shunned with 
desperate flight. 

All trust abandoned in the healing might 
Of virtuous 'action ; all that courage 
dares, 

Labour accomplishes, or patience bears — 
Those helps rejected, they, whose minds 
perceive 

How subtly works man’s weakness, sighs 
may heave [snares. 

For such a One beset with cloistral 
Father of Mercy ! rectify his view. 

If with hft vows this object ill agree ; - 
Shed over it thy grace, and thus s<ihdiie 
Imperious passion in a heart set free : — 
That earthly love may to herself be trut^ 
Give him a soul th^t cleaveth unto the^.i^ 

XVII • • 

AT THE EREMITE OR UPPER CONVENT OF 
CAMALDOLI 

What aim had (hey, the Pair of Monks. 
*in size 


By panting steers up to this convent 
gate ? 

How, with empurpled cheeks and 
pampered eyes. 

Dare tney confront Ihte lean austerities 
Of Brethren who, here fixed, on Jesu 
wait 

In sackcloth, and God's anger deprecate 
Through all that humbles flesh and 
mortifies ? 

strange contrast ! — verily the world of 
dreams. 

Whe^e mingle, as foi mockery combined. 
Things in their very essences at strife, 
Shows not a sight incongruous as the 
extremes 

That everywhere, before the thoughtful 
mind. 

Meet on the solid ground f>f waking life,® 
XVIII 

AT VALLOMBROSA 

Thick ns autumnal leaves that strew the' brooks 
111 Valloinbrosa, where l'.tniri.'ui shades 
High ovcr-arch’d einbower.-'* 

Paradise Lost. 

“ Vallombrosa — 1 longed m thy 

shadiest wood 

To slumber, reclined on the moss- 
covered floor ! ” 

Fond wish that was grunted at last, and 
the Flood, 

That lulled me asleep bids me listen once 
more. 

Its murmur how soft ! as it fall 6 down 
the steep. 

Near that Cell — yon sequestered Re- 
treat higlj 111 air — 

Where our Milton W'as wont lonely vigils 
to keep 

For converse with God, sought through 
, study and prayer. 

The Monks still repeat the tradition 
with pride, 

And its truth who shall doubt ? for his 
Spirit is here : 

In the cloud -piercing rocks doth her 
grandeur abide. 

In tlie jiiiies pointing heavenward her 
beauty austere ; 

In the flower -besprent meadows his 
genius we trace 

Turned to humbler delighis, in which 
% youth might confide, 

That would yield him fit help while 
prefiguring that Place 
Where, if sin had not entered. Love liever 
had died. 


Enormous, dragged, while side by side 
they satCf 

X 


> Sec Note. 

3 See lor the two fi/rsi lineif 
poaed in thk Sitnploq Piies.*’ 


Stanzas com* 
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When with life lengthened out came a 
dev>late time. 

And darkness and danger had compassed 
him round. 

With a thought lir would flee to these 
YiawTvVs rA \v\s vTVine, 

And here once again a kind shcUei be 
found. 

^ And let me believe that when nightly 
the Muse 

Did waft him to Sion, the glorified hill,* 
Here also, .on some favoured height, he 
wo\ild choose 

To wander, and drink inspiration at-will. 
•Valloiubrosa : of thei; 1 first heard in the 
page 

Of that h()liest of Hards, and the name 
for niy mind 

Had a musictd charm, which the winter 
of age 

And the changes it brings had no power 
to unbind. 

And now, ye Miitcinian shades * under 
you 

I repose, nor am forced from sweet fancy 
to part, 

W^hile your leaves 1 behold and the 
brooks they will strew. 

And the realised \ isioii is clasped to my 
heart. 

Even so, and uiiblamed, we rcjr»ire as we 
may 

In Forms that must perish, frail objects 
of sense ; 

Unblaii^ed - if the Soul bo intent on the 
day 

When the Being of Beings shall summon 
her hence. 

For he and he only witli wisdom is blest 
Who, gathering true ]deasures wherever 
they grow. 

Looks up in all places, for joy or for rest. 
To the Fountain w’hence Time and 
Eternity flow. 

XIX 

AT FLORENCE 

Under the shadow of a stately Pile, 

The dome of Florence, pensive and alone. 
Nor giving heed tu aught that passed 
the while. 

I stood, and gazed upon a marble stone, 
Tlie laurelled Dante’s favourite seat. 
A throne. 

In just esteem, it rivals : though no style 
Be there of decoration to beguile * 
The mind, depressed by thought of 
greatness flown. 

As a true man, who long had served the 

^ lyre. 

1 gazed with earnestness, and dared no 
more. 

But In his breast the mighty Poet bore 
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A Patriot’s heart, warm with undying 
fire. 

Bold with the thought, in reverence J 
sate down, t • 

Abd, for a moment, fill^ IhaA. empty 
TViTone. •• 

XX 

BEFOKEt THE PICTURE OF THE BAPT^T, 
RV RAPHAEL, IN THE GALLERY AT 
FLORENCE 

The Baptist might have been orSkin'd 
to cry 

Forth from the towers of that huge Pile, * 
wherein ’’ fwln 

His Father served Jehovah; but how 
Due audience, how for aught but sepm 

I d(‘fy 

Th^ obsfiliate pride and wanton revelry 
Of All" Jerusalem below, her sin 
And folly, if they with united din 
Drnw’ii iiot at once mandate and^pro- 
phecy ^ 

Therefore the Voice spake from the 
Desert, thence 

To ifcr, as t'o her opposite in'ppflCK 
Silence, and <hbliness, and innocence, 

To Her .and to ait Lands its warning sent, 
Crvjiig^X’ith earnestness that might not 
cease, ^ 

” Maki* Straight a highway for the Lord 
— repent ! *’ 

XXT 

AT FLOREN’CE. — FROM MICHAEL ANGELO 

Rapt above earth by power of one fair 
face, 

Hers in whose sway alone my heart 
dt^lights, 

1 mingle with the blest on those pure 
heights [placet 

When Man, yet mortal, rarely finds a 
With Him who made the Work tha. 

Work accords [grace 

So well, that by its help and through his 
1 raise my thoughts, inform my deeds 
and words. 

Clasping her beauty in my soul's embrace. 
Thus, if from two fair eyes mine cannot 
turn, . 

I feel how in their presence dotn abide 
Light which to (rod is both the way and 
guide : 

>.pd, kindling at their lustre, if 1 bum. 
rMy nqble fire emits the joyful ray 
That through the realms of glory shines 
for ave. 

XXII 

AT FLORENCE. — FROSi^ M. ANGELO 

Eternal Lord ! eased of a cumb^us 
load. 

And loosened from the world, I turn to 
Thee; 
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So fare they — the Man serving as her 
SJave. 

Ere long their fates do each to each 
conform : 

\Bolh p'aas into nevik ■being,— "hut tbe 
' Worm, 

Transfigured, sinks into a hopeless 
gi-ave ; 

His volant .Spirit will, he trusts, ascend 
JTo bliss unbounded, glory without end. 

XXV 


Shun, like a shattered bark, the storm, 
and flee 

To tby protection for a safe abode. 

The ci«wn of thorns, hands pierced upon 
theilTee, • 

The m(!ek, benign, and lacerated iacc. 

To a sincere repentance promise grace, 

TA the sad soul give hope of pardon free. 

With justice mark not Thou, ^ Light 
divine, 

My fault, nor hear it with^hy sacred ear ; 

Neither put forth that wav thv arm 

severe; | • after leaving Italy 

* Wash with thy bloo^ inv sins ; thereto j Fair Land ! Thet; all men greet with 
incline • | jov ; how few. 

More readily the more my years require > Whose souls take pride in freedom. 
Help, and forgiveness speedy and en- j virtue, fame, 

tire. ^ d| Part from thee without pity dyed in 

XXIII « I shame : 

^MOKO THK RUINS OF A CONVENT IN TUE j * co,M not-whilc from Venico we with. 

^ APENNINES 1 Led on till an Alpine strait confined our 

Ye Trees ! whose slender rdfits entwine | view 

Altars that pd'ty neglects ; • ; Within its depths, and to the shore we 

■IJJhose infant a^s enclasp the sli|fne ! came 

■ WflToh dejroiion iio;v ^■espect.s ; ! of Lago Morto, dreary sight and name. 

Tf not a straggler from the derd • Which o’er sad thoughts a sadder 

Hera ruminate, nA shrtflldfcd b.rd, I colouring thr‘*w. 

Chanting her low-roiccd hymll, take, Italia! on the surface of thy spirit, 
priA* ... (Too aptly emblemed by that torpid 

In aught that yc would grace or hide — ! lake) 

How sadly is your love misplaced. ' Shall a few partial breezes only creep ?— 

Fair Trees, your bounty run to w'aste ' i depths quickened ; what thou dost 

V*e. too, wild Flowers ! that no 


heeds. 

And ve — full often spurned as w^oeds — 


'Of 

I 


inherit 
the world’s 
awake, 


hopes, dare to fulfil j 


In befuity clothed, or breathing sweet- s Mother of Heroes, from thy death-like. 


ness i sleep . „ vvi 

From fractured arch and mouldering 1 aavi 

•fWall — CONTINUED 

Do but more touchingly recall i As indignation mastered grief, mv tongue 

Man s headstrong violence and Time’s Spake bitter words ; words that did ill 
fleetness, 1 • agree 

Making the precincts yc adorn ! With these rich storesof Nature’s imagery. 

Appear to sight still more forlorn. . And divine Art, that fast to memory 

I clung — tyoung 

I Thy gifts, magnificent Region, ever 
' In the sun’s rye, and in his sister’s sight 
See, whqj-e his diflicult way that Old ■ How beautiful ! how worthy to be sung 
Man wins A In strains of rapture, or subdued de- 

Bent by a load of Mulberry leaves ! — | light ! [shock 

most hard ; T feign not ; witness that unwelcome 

Appears hts lot, to the small Wonnif ^ That follow-ed the first sound of German 

speech. 

Caught the far-winding barrier Alps 
among. 

In that announcement, greeting seemed 
to mock 

Parting ; the casual word had power 
to reach 

My heart, and filled that heart with 
conflict strong. 


XXIV 

IN LOMBARDY 


compared^ * • 

For whpm his toil with early day begins. 
Acknowledging no task-master, at will 
(As if her labour and her ease were 
twins) 

seems to ifork, at pleasure to lie 
still ; — 

And softly sleeps within the thread she 

spins, 
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eoKFosro at kyoal on may morning, 
- 1838 

{ 1 ^ with old lov6 of you, dear Hills ! 
1 share 

iViiW love of many a rival ima^e brought 
From far, forgive the wanderings of my 
thought ; 

Rot art thou wronged, sweet May,} 
when I compare 

,Thy present birth-mom with Ihv last, so 
' fair, ' , 

So rich to me in favours. For mv lot 
Then wa«i, within the famed Kgerian 
Grot 

To sit and muse, fanned by its dewy 
air I 

Mingling with thy soft breath ! That 
morning too, 

Warblers I heard their joy unbosoming 
Amid the sunny, shadowy, Colyseiiin ; 
Heard them, unchecked by aught of 
saddening hue, 

For virtorics there won by flower- 
crowned Springi 

Chant in full choir their Innocent Te 
l^eum. 


XXVIII 

THE PILLAR OF TRAlAN 
Wherr towers are crushed, and unfor- 
bidden weeds 

0 *er mutilated arches shed their seeds ; 
And temples, doomed to milder change, 
unfold 

A new magnificence that vies with old : 
Firm in its pristine majesty hath stood 
A votive Column, spared by fire and 
flood : — 

And, though the passions of man's 
fretful race 1 

Have never ceased to eddy round its 
base. 

Not iniured more by touch of meddling 
hands 

Than a lone obelisk, 'mid Nubian sands. 
Or aught in* Syrian deserts left to save 
From death the memory of the good and ^ 
brave. 

Historic figures round the shaft embost 
Ascend, with lineaments in air not lost : _ 
Still as he turns, the charmed spectator^' 


9c;es ^ 

Group winding after group with dream- 
like ease ; 

Triumphs in sunbright gratitude dis- 
pl^cd, 

' Or softly stealing into modest shade. 

M«So, pleased with purple clusters to 
entwine [vine ; 

Some lofty elm^tree. mounts the daring 

' ' *■' , , -t ^ - 


The woodbine so, with spiral gTaee* kod 
breathes 

Wide-spreading odours from her fldi4refy 
, wreaths. t. • 

*> 

Borne by the Muse from xills'in sfaep- 
herds’ ears 

Murmt^itig but one smooth story fo4all 
years, 

I gladly commune with the mitld and 
heart t ^ 

Of him who thus survives by clamc art. 
His actions witness, venerate his mien. 
And study Trajap as by Plirty seen 
Behold how fought the Chief whose con- 
quering sword 

Stretched far as earth might own a 
single lord : 

liich^ delight of moral prudence schooled. 
How feelingly at home the Sovereign 
ruled ; ^ 

Pest of th^ood —in pagan faith allied 

To more than Man, bv virtue deified. 

• ■ 

McnrorJal pillar 1 *mi^ the wrgjg]^s^f 
Time , * 

Prese ve thf charge with confidence sub- , 
me — 

The exultations, primps, and cares of 
Koine, • 

Whence half the breathing world re- 
ceived its doom ; 

Things that recoil from language ; that, 
if shown 

By apter pencil, from the light had 
flown. to 

A Pontiff, Trajan here the Gods implores, 

7 here '^ets an Iimbassy from Indian 
shores ; 

Lo ! he harangues his cohorts — the' 
storm 

Of battle meets him in authentic form ! 
ITiiharncsscd, naked, troops of Moorish 
horse 

Sweep to the charge 3 more high, the 
1 Dacian force. 

To hof.’)f and finger mailed ; — yet, high or 
low. 

None bleed, and none lie prostrate but 
the foe ; *' 

In every Roman, through all turns of 
Fate, 

Is Roman dignity inviolate ; 

Spirit in him pre-enjinent, who guided, 
Sup^Ets, adorns, and oV'er all presides ; 
Distinguished only by inherent state 
From honoured Instruments that round 
him wait ; 

Rise as he ma^', his grandeur scorns the' 
test ’ 

Of outward symbol, nor will deign to 
rest 

.On aught, by which another 



TftE EGYPTIAN MAID #9S 

^Alas ! tliBt One thus disciplined could With such fond hope ? hisr very speech 
toil is dead ; 

To enslave whale nations on their native Yet glorious Art the power of Time 
soili: ■ defies. 

So emulous of Macedonian fazne,* * And Trajan still, through various enter- 
That, when his age was measured with prise. 

his aim, Mounts, in this fine illusion, towards the 

He^rooped, ’mid else unclouded victories. skies : 

And turned his eagles back witff deep- Still are we present with the imperial 
drawn sighs ; * [Wise I Chief, 

O weakness of the Great ! JO folly of the Nor cease to gaze upon the bold Relief 

Till Rome, to silent marble unconfincd. 

Where now the haughty Empire that Becomes with all her years a vision of the 
^ was spread Mind. 


THE EGYPTIAN MAID 

% ^ OR. 

THE ROMANCE OF THE WATER LILY 
[For^e names and persons in the following pjein, see the “ History of tho renowned Prince 
Arthur and his Knights gf the Kowitl Table ; ” for the rest the Author is answerable ; only it may 
be proper to add, ^at the Lotus, with the l)ust of the Goddess appearing to rise out of the full- 
blown flower, liras s^gested by the beaiitifu' work of ancient art, once included among the Townley 
Ml Tii1r>lWM,|n fjjiif nnr iff the BntishiMuscunffi 

Y, While Merlin paced ffhe Cornish Provoked to enviMs spleen, he cast 

sands. " ^ \ altered look upon the advancing 

Forth-lauking toiffards the r^ks of Stranger 

Scilfy, Whom he had hailed with joy, and 

The pleased Enchanter was aware cried, 

- Of a briglit Ship that seeind to hang “My Art shall help to tame her T>nde — ” 

in air. Anon the breeze became a blast, 

Yet was she work of mortal hands. And the waves rose, and sky portended 
And took from men her name — T he danger. 

Water Lily. With thrilling word, and potent sign 

Soft was the wind, that landward blew; Traced on the beach, his work the 
And, as the Moon, o’er some dark hill Sorcerer urges ; 

ascendant. The clouds in blacker clouds are lost, 

Gfbws from a little edge of light Like spiteful Fiends that vanish, 

To a full orb, this Pinnace bright crossed 

Became. nearer to the coast she By Fiends of aspect more malign, 
drew. And the winds roused the Deep with 

More glorious, with apread sail and fiercer scourges. 

streaming pendant. worthy of the name she bore 

t,-' Upon this winged Shape so fair Was this Sea-flower, this buoyant 

V Sage Merlin gaoed with admiration : Galley ; 

' - Her Uneaments, thought he, 9urpa.ss Supreme in loveliness an& grace 

Aught was ever shown in magical Of motion, whether in the embrace , 
^ass i Of trusty anchorage, or scudding o’er • 

'Was ever built with pati^t care : The main hood rou^ened into faifl and 

Or, at a touch, produced by happie^if valley. 
transformgtioiL 


Behold, how wantonly she laves 


Now, though a Mechanist, whose skill » Her sides, the Wizard s craft confot^nd 


Shames the degenerate grasp of modern 

aciBBiQe* 

* Grave Merlin (wd belike the more 
F(Sr, practising occult and perilous lore) 
Was subject to a freakish will 


Like something out of Ocean sprung 
To be for ever fresh and young. 
Breasts the sea-flasbes, aria hug 
waves 


That sapped good thoughts, or scared Top-gallant high, rebounding and rs- 
IheiB with defiance. bounding i 
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But Ocean under magic heaves, 

' And«cannot#apare the Thing he cher- 
ished t 

Ah 1 what avails that she was fair, 

; ' Luminous, blithe, and debonair ? 

The storm has stripped her of her 
leaves ; 

The Lily floats no longer ! — She hath 
perished. 

Grieve for her, — she deserves no less*. 
So like, yet so unlike, a living Crea- 
ture 1 

Ko heart had she, no busy brai/« ; 

' Though loved, she could not love 
again ; 

- Though pitied, feel her own distress ; 

Nor aught that troubles us, the iools ot 
Nature. 

Yet is there cause for gushing tears ; 
So richly was this Ci alley laden, 

A fairer than herself she bore. 

And, in her struggles, cast ashore ; 

^‘A lovely One, who nothing bears 

Of wind or wave — a meek and guileless 
*' Maiden. 

Into a cave had Merlin fled 
From mischief, caused by spells him- 
self had iiiultored ; 

And while, repentant all too late. 

In moody posture there he sate, 
lie heard a voice, and saw, with half- 
raised head, 

A Visitant by whom these words \vcre 
uttered ; 


** On Christian service this frail Bark 
Sailed"’ (hear me, Merlin !) “ under high 
protection. 

Though on her prow a sign of heathen 
power [flower, 

Was carved — a Goddess with ^ Lily 
The old Egyptian's emblematic nrark 
Of joy immortaJ and of pure affection. 


.Her course was for the British strand ; 
Her freight, it was a Damsel peerless ; 
God reigns above, and Spirits strong 
May gatbUT to avenge this wrong 
Done to me Princess, and her Land 
' W^h she in duty left, sad but nofl 
cheerless. 


And to Caerleon’s loftiest tower • 
Soon will the- Knights of Arthur’si 
: Table ^ 

A cry of lamentation send ; 

. And all will weep who there attend. 

To grace that Stranger's bridal hour. 
For the sea was made unnavigable. 

"Sfadme ! should a Child of royal line 
' ‘Die tlirough the blindness of thv 
; malice ?. 


• Thus to the Necromancer spake 
Nina, the Lady of the Lake, ... 

A gentle Sorceress, and benign. 

Who ne’er embittered any gem man's. ■ 
chalice. • r 


“ What boots,” continued she, ” to 
mourn ? ^ 

To dxpiate thy sin endeavour : 

From the bleak isle where she is laid. 
Fetched by our art, the Egyptian 
Maid % 

May yet to Arthur’s court be borne 
Cold as she is. ere life be fled for evef. 


My pearly Boat, a shining Light, 

That brought me down that sunless 
river, * 

|Will bear me on from wave to wave, 
Aifd back with her to this sea-cave 
Then Merlin ! for a rapid flight 
Through air, to thee my Charge will I 
duliv^. 


The very swiftest of Vhy cars 
M-dSt, when my partCs dory^., ; 

Meanwhile^ for further guidance, look/.^^ 
Into thy b\m prophetic book ; 

And. if th'aitail, consult the Stars 
To learn thy crhirse ; ’ farewell I be 
prompt and steady.” 


This scarcely spoken, she again 
Was seated in her gleaming shallop, ^ 
That, o’er the yet-distempered Deep, 
Pursued its way with bird-like sweep. 
Or like a steed, without a rein. 

Urged o'er the wilderness in sportive 
gallop. 

Soon did the gentle Nina reach 
That Isle without a house or haven : 
Landing, she found not what she 
sought, ^ 

Nor saw of wreck or ruin aught 
But a carved Lotus cast upon the beach 
By the fierce waves, a flower in marble 
graven. 

Sad relique, but how fair the while 1 ' 
For gently each from each retreating 
With back^jurd curve, the leaves re« - 
vcaled 

The bosom half, and half concealed, 

^ Of a Divinity, that seemed to smile 
On Nina, as she passed, with hopeful 
greeting. 

No quest was hers of vague desire, . ' 
Of tortured hope and purpose skaken ; 
Following the margin of a bay, ^ . 
She spied the lonely Cast-away, 
Unmarred, unstripped of her attire, ^ 
But with dosed eyes.— of breath and ' 
- bloom forsaken. . ^ ' 
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*-Th«a. Nina* stooping ^own, embraced; 
■ With tenderness and mild emotioni 
. The Damsel, in that trance embound ; 
And» •while she raised her from thp 
ground, « 

And iit the pearly shallop plhoed, 

Sleep fell upon the air, and stilled the 
• ocean. ^ 

The turmoil hushed, celestial springs 
Of music opened, and there came a 
blending * 

Of fragrance, underived from earth. 
With gleams that owed not to the sun 
their birth, • 

And that soft rustling of invlsilTlc 
wings 

r/hfch Angels make, on works of love 
descending. * j 

% ^ 

And Nina heard a sweeter voice 
Thag if the Goddess of the flower had 
spoken : ^ 

" Thou hast achieved, fSr Daii^e \ 
what none 

i^irg in sfirit could 4iave done ; 
Go, in thy entAprise rejBige ! 

■^.ir,* earth, sea, sky^and hg^ven. success 
betoken.” ^ \ 

So chewed, she left that Island bleak* 
A bare rock of the Scilly cluster ; 

And, as they traversed the smooth 
brine. 

The self-illumiued Brigantine 
Shed, on the Slumberer*s cold . wan 
cheek 

»ad pallid brow, a melancholy lustre. 

Fleet was their course, and when they 
came 

To the dim cavern, whence the river 
Issued into the salt -sea flood, 

Merlin, as 'fixed in thought he stood, 
Was thus accosted by the Dame ; 
Behold to thee my Charge I now 
■; deliver ! 

But where attends thy chariot — 
si where ? ” — 

Quoth Mgrlin, Even as I was bidden. 
So have I done ; as trusty as thy 
barge 

' My vehicle shall prove — O precious 
Charge I 

If this be sleep, 4iow soft ! if dgath, 
how.fair l • 

duch have my books disclosed, but the 
eod is hidden.” 

Hf^pake ; and» gliding into view 
Forth from the grotto's dimmest 
chamber 

two mute Swans, whose plumes 


Changed, as the pair approached the 
U^ht, 

Drawing an ebon car, their hue 
<Like clouds of sunset) into lucid amber.' 

Once zi^e did gentle Nina lift 
The Princess, passive to all changes : 
The car receiv'ed her : — then up-went 
Into the ethereal element 
The Birds with progress smooth and 
• swift 

As thought, when through bright regions 
ijemory ranges. 

Sage Merlin, at the Slumberer’s side. 
Instructs the Swans their way to 
measure ; 

And soon Caerleon’s towers appeared. 
And notes of minstrelsy were beard 
From rich pavilions spreading wide. 

For some high day of long-expected 
pleasure. 

Awe-stricken stood both Knights and 
Dames 

Ere on firm ground the car alighted s 
Eftsoons astonishment was past. 

For in that face tnly saw the last 
Last lingering look of clay, that 
tames 

All pride ; by which all happiness is 
blighted. 

Said Merlin, ” Mighty King, fair 
Lords, 

Away with feast and tilt and tourney ! ; 
Ye saw, throughout this royal House, • 
Ye beard, a rocking marvellous 
Of turrets, and a clash of swords 
Self-shaken, as 1 closed my airy journey. 

Lo ! by a destiny well known 
To mortals, joy is turned to sorrow ; 
This is the wished-for-Bride, the Maid 
Of Egypt, from a rock conveyed 
Where she by shipwreck had been 
thrown ; 

111 sight ' but grief may vanish ere the 
morrow.” 

” Though vast thy power, thy words 
I are weak,” 

Exclaimed the King, ” a mockery hate- 
ful ; 

Dutiful Child, her lot how hard ! 
e Is this her piety's reward ? 

% Those w'atery locks, that bloodless 
cheek ! 

O winds without remorse ! O shore • 
ungrateful ! ' 

Rich robes are fretted by the moth i 
Towers, temples, fall by stroke of 
thunder ; 

Will^that, $r, deeper thoughts, abat^ 
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A F%thec^« torrow few her fate ? 

He will him of his troth ; 

His brain will bum. his stout heart 
split asunder. 

Alas ! and I have caused this woe ^ 
For. when my prowess from invading 
Neighbours 

' Had freed his Realm, he plighted word 
That he would turn to Christ our Lord, 
" And his dear Daughter on a KnigHl 
Ubstow 

Whom I should choose for lov^ and 
matchless labours. 

Her birth was heathen; but a fence 
Of holy Angels round her hovered ; 

A Lady added to my court 
So fair, of such divine report 
And worship, seemed a recompense 
For fifty kingdoms by my sword re- 
covered- 

Ask not for whom, O Champions true ! 
She was reserved by me heT life’s 
betrayer ; 

' She who was meant to be a bride 
Is now a corse : ’then put aside 
Vain thoughts, and si:>ced ye, with 
observance due 

Of Christian rites, in Christian ground to 
lay her,” 

” The tomb,” said Merlin, ” may not 
close 

Upon her yet, earth hide her beauty ; 
Not froward to thy sovereign will 
Esteem me. Liege ! if 1, whose skill 
Wafted her hither, interpose 
To check this pious haste of erring duty. 

My books command me to lav bare 
The secret thou art bent on keeping : 
Here must a high attest be givep. 

What Bridegroom was for her, or- 
dained by Heaven : 

And in my glass significants theie are 
Of things that may to gladness turn this 
weeping. 

For this, approaching, One by One, 
Thy Knights must touch the cold hand 
of the Virmn ; < 

So, for the favoured One, the Flower 
may bloom 

Once more : but, if unchaugeable her 
doom. '■ 

If life departed be for ever gone, t 
Some blest assurance, from this cloud 
jemerging, 

May t^ach him to bewail bis loss ; 

Net with a grief that, like a vapour, 
mw . 

Andmelts^ butgrief devout that shall 

endure* 


• And a perpetual growth secure 
Of purposes which no false thought 
shall cross, 

A harvest of high hopes and nolde enter- 
prises.” • * 

” So be it,” said the King " Moh, 
Here, where the Princess lies, begin the 
trkil ; • 

Knights each in order as ye stand 
Step forth.” — To touch the pallid 
hand 

Sir Agravaine advanced ; no sign he 
won • V 

From Heaven or»earth ; — Sir Kayo had 
' like denial. 

Abashed, Sir Dinas turned away 
Even^for Sir Pcrctval was no dis- 
closure ; 

Tlfough he, devoutest of all Cham- 
pions, ere 

He reached that ebon car, the Wier 
WhereofT'diffuscd like snow the Damsel 
' lay, • 

Fulkthrice ,had crossed himself in nigfik 
composure. * * 

Imagine (.h«it ye. Saints ! who can ?) 
Hoy/ in still air the balance trembled — 
The wishes, peradventure thr- despites 
That overcame some not ungenerous 
Knights*; 

And all the thoughts that lengthened** 
out a span 

Of time to Lords and Ladies thus assem- 
bled- 


What patient confidence was here ! 

And there how manydbosoms panted ' 

While drawing towards the car Sir 
(xawaine, mailed 

For tournament, his beaver vailed. 

And softly touched ; but, to his 
princely cheer 

And high expectancy, no sign was 
granted. 

Next, disencumbered of his harp, 

Sir Tristram, dear to thousands as g' 
brother. 

Came to the proof, nor g;-ieved that 
there ensued 

No change ; — the fair Izonda he had 
wooed 

With love too true, a love with pangs . 
^■oo sharp, •" •• 

From "hope too distant, not to dread . 
another. 

Not so Sir Lanncelot ; — from Heaven's 
grace ,, 

A sign he craved, tired slave ol vain 
contrition ; 

The ra)«al Guiaeyer looked passing ' 
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When his touch failed. — Next camej 
Sir Galahad ; 

He pau5?d, aad stood entranced by 
thatpstdl face 

ose features he had seen in noontide 
vision. 

For late, as near a murniuritig stream 
Hh rested 'mid an arbour grcffi and 
shady, 

Nina, the good Enchantress, shed 
A light around his inoss^^bed ; 

And, at her call, a waking dream 
l^rehgured to his sense the Egyptian 
Lady. • 

Now, while his bright -haired front he 
^owed. 

And stood, far-kcniied by mcintle 
furred with ermine, • 

As o’er the insensate Body hung • 
The^nrapt, the beautiful, the voung, 
Beli^ sank deep into the crowd 
That he the solemn issue w«iLd deter- 
mine. • • 

it sifaiigc ; theaYouth^iad 
worn • • . 

That very raantlfi on si^^iy glory. 
The day when he acnicvei^ that 
matclil^ss feat, 

The marvel of the Perilous Seat, 
Which whosoe’er approached of 
• strength was shorn, 

Though King or Knight the most re- 
nowned in story. 

He touched with hesitating hand— 
Audio ! those'^irds, far-famed through 
Love’s dominions. 

The Swans, in triumph clap their wings; 
And their necks play, involved in 
rings, [land ; — 

Like sinless snakes in Eden’s happy 
*' Mine is she,” cried the knight;— again 
they clapped their pinions. 


Ill silence did King Arthur gaze 
Upon! the signs that pass away or 
tarry ; 

In silence watched the gentle strife 
Of Nature leading back to life ; 

Then eased his soul at length by praise 
Of God, and Heaven's pure Queen — the 
blissful Mary. 

Then said he, “Take her to thy heart, 
• Sir Galahad ! a treastu'e, that God 
givcth. 

Bound by indissoluble ties to thee 
Through mortal change and im- 
mortality ; 

Be happy and unenvi^d, thou who art 
A goodly Knight that hath no peer that 
liveth ! ” 

Not long the Nuptials were delayed ; 
And sage tradition still rehearses 
The pomp, the glory of that hour 
When towards the altar from her 
bower 

King Arthur led the Egyptian Maid, 
And Augels carolled these far-echoed 
verses ; — * * 

Who shrinks not from alliance 
Of evil with good Powers, 

To God proclaims defiance. 

And mocks whom he adores* 

A Ship to Christ devpted 
From the Land of Nile did go ; 
Alas ! the bright Ship floated, 

All Idol at her prow. 

By magic domination. 

The Heaven -permitted vent 
Of purblind mortal passion, 

Was wrought her punishment. 

The Flower, the Form within it, 
What served they in her need ? 

^ Her port she could not win it, 

Nor from mishap be freed. 



**Miiie was site — mine she is, though 
,, dead. 

And to her name my soul shall cleave 
> in sorrow ; ” 

' Whereat^ a lender twilight streak 
Of colour dawned upon the Damsel’s 
cheek ; 

And her lips, quickening with uncer- 
tain red, < 

Seemed from egch other a faint warnitn 
to borrow. • 

Deep was the awe, the rapture high. 
Of love emboldened, hope with dread 
entwining, 

WSen, to the mouth, relenting Death 
Allowed a soft and flower-like breath, 
Pr^^curaor to a timid sigh, 

Tolllt^ eyelids, and a doubtful shining. 


The tempest overcame her. 

And she was seen no more ; 

But gently, gently blame her — 
She cast a Pearl ashore. 

The Maid to J esu hearkened. 

And kept to him her faith. 

Till sense in death was darkened. 
Of sleep akin to death. 

• But Angels round her pillow 
^ Kept watch, a viewless band ; 
And, billow favouring bTlow, 

She reached the destined strand, 

Blest Pair ! whate’er befall you, 
Yrui- faith in Him approve 
W'ho from frail earth can call you 
To bowers of endless love ! 

1830. 
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' the river DUDDON . . S 

r A SERIES Of’ SONNETS , " 

The River Duddon rises upon Wr^niose Fell, on the confines of Westmoreland, Cumbttiand^ 
sad 1 ancashire ; and, havinf^ served as a bemndary to the two last counties for the space of about , 
twenty-five miles, enters the Irish Sea, between the Isle of Walney and the Lordship of ' 

TO THE REV. DR. WORDSWORTH ' . ' 


(with the sontkets to the river ntruDot^, avd other poems in this collection, 


' The Minstrels played their Christmas tune 
To-nii^ht beneath my cottage-eaves 
While, smitten by a lofty moon. 

The encircling laurels, tliick with loaves, 

Gave back a rich and diu/ling sheen. 

That overpowered their natural green. 

Through hill and valley every breeze I 

Had sunk to rest with folded' wings : 

Keen was the air, but could not freeze. 

Nor check, the music of the strings ; 

So stout and hardy were the band 

That scraped the chords with strenuous hand ! 

And who but listened ? — till was paid 
Respect to every Inmate's cLiim : 

, 4 *nie greeting giveu, the music played, 

111 honour of each household luaine. 

Duly pronounced with lusty call, 

And, merry Christmas ” wished to all ! 

O Brother ! 1 revere the choice 
That took thee from thy native lulls ; 

And it is given thee to rejoice : 

Though public care full often tills 
(Heaven only witness of the toil) 

A barren and ungrateful soil. 

Vet. would that Thou, with me and mine, 
Hadst heard this never-failing rite ; 

And seen on othar faces shine 

A true revival of the light 

Which Nature and these rustic powers, 

In simple childhood, spread through ours ! 

For pleasure hath not ceased to wait 
On these expected aiuiual rounds ; r 
Whether the rich laan's sumptuous gate 
Call forth the unelaborate sounds. 

Or they are offered at the door 
That guards the lowliest of the jEKir. 

How touching, when, at midnight, sweep 
Snow-muffled winds, and all is dark, 

To hear — and sink again to sleep 1 


Or, at an earlier r.all, to mark. 

By blazing fire, the still suspense ■ ^ 

Of sclf-complacexi^ innocence ; 

The mutual nod,— the grave disguise 
Of hearts with gladness brimming o’er ; 

And some unbidden tears that rise ' 

For names once heard, and heard no more ; 

orightened by the serenade 
I'A infant in the cradle laid. 

Ah ! not for emerald fields alone, ■ 

With ambient streams more purs ana bright 
Than faUT.d Cytherea's zone • 

/^Uttering before the Thuiderer's sight, 
my heart of hearts endeared 
Tfie grounC where we Were boa^ aari’I’oSAfd ! 
e- * 

Hail, ancieAt Manners ! sure defence, ^ 
Where they«aHlvive, of wholesome laws ; 
Reii/;ants of love w):ose modest sense 
Thus into narrow room withdrawn ; 

Hail, Usages of pristine mould, 

And ye that guard them, Mountains old ! 

Bear with me, Brother ! quench the thought * 
TJiat slights this passion, or condemns ; 

If thee fond Fancy ever brought 
i^'rom the proud margin of the Thames, 

And Lambeth's venerable towers. 

To humbler streams, and gfeener bowers. 

Yes, they can make, who fall to find, 

Short leisure even in busiest days ; 

Moments, to cast a look behind. 

And profit by those kindly rays 

That through the clouds do sometimes steal, 

And all the far-off past reveal. 

Hence, while the imperial City’s din * 

Beats frequent on tliy satiate ear, 

A pleased attention 1 may win 
To agitaUons less severe. 

That neither overwhelm nor doy, 

But fill the hollow vale with joy I 


envying Latian shades — if yet they^. 
^ r throw [Spring | 

A grateful coolness round that crys^il 
Blandusia, prattling as when long ago 
The. Sabine Bard was moved her praise 

Careless^of flowers that in perennial blow 
' Round the moist marge of Persian foun- 
tains cling ; 

v'fteedless of Alpine torrents thundwing 


Through ice-built arches radiant as 
I heaven’s bow ; 

Jseek the birth-place of a native 
f^tream. — . , 

All baA, ye mountains 1 hail, thou morn- 
ing light ! ” [height 

Better to breathe at large on this clear 
Than toil in needless sleep from dream to 
dream : • , 

Pure flow the verse, pure, vigorous, free, 
and bright, [theme l 

For Duddon, long-loved Duddon* is my 
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dtoiLD of the clouds ! remote from every 
taint 

sordicPindiAtry thy lot is cast ; , 

;*rhine are^ the 4ion6urs of the lofty 
. wast^; 

.Not seldom, when with heat the valleys 
rfaint. . 

Thy handmaid Frost with spangled 
tissue quaint 

Thy cradle decks ; — to chaat thy birth, 

. thou hast 

1^0 meaner Poet than the whistling Blast, 
And Desolation is thy Qatron-saint ! 

She guards thee, ruthless Power ! whe 
would not spare 

Those mighty forests, once the bison's 
screen, ^ 

Where stalked the huge deer to^l# 
shaggy lair ^ 

Through paths and alleys roofed with 
dareest green ; 

Thousands of years before th«^ilrnt .air 
Was pierced by wlfizzing shaft of huntPr 

^ • jii 

Hoiwshall I paint thiie ? — this naked 
stone . \ 

My seat, wfcile I give way to such intent ; 
Pleased could my verse, a speaking 
monument, 

^ake to the eyes of men thy features 
known. 

But as of all those tripping lambs not 
one 

Outruns his fellows, so 'hath Nature lent 
To thy beginning nought that doth 
present 

Peculiar ground for hope to build upon. 
Tp dignify the spot th^ gives thee birth. 
No sign of hoar Antiquity's esteem 
Appears, and none of modern Fortune’s 
care; 

thou thyself hast round thee shed a 
■^^leam 

Qf brilliant moss, instinct wth freshness 
rare ; 

■ ’Tompt offering to thy Foster-mother, 
: "Earthly 

* IV 

Taks, cradled Nursling of the mountain, 
take 

This parting glance, no negligent adieu ! 
A Protean change secms wrought wliile I 
pursue 

The curves, a loosely-scattered chain 
doth make ; 

Or rather thou appear’st a glistering 
snuke. * 

Silent, and to the gazer's eye untrue, 

1 The deer alluded to ia the Leigh, a gigantic I 


, Thriddjilg with sinuous lapse the rushes, 
through 

Dwarf willows gliding, and by ferny 
brake- 

starts from a dizzy ste^ the undaunted 
Rill 

Robed instantly in garb of snow-white 
foam : 

And laughing dares the Adventurer, 
who hath clomb 
high, a rival purpose to fulfil ; 

Rise let the dastard backward wend, and V; 
roam. 

Seeking less bold achiovcmenl. where he 
will ! 

V 

SoLF listciior. Duddon ! to the breeze 

d that played 

With thy rlt-ar voice, I caught the fitful 
sound 

Wafted o'er sullen moss and craggy . 
mound — 

Unfruitful solitudes, that seemed to 
upbraid 

The sun in heaven — but now, to form ' 
a shade 

For Thee, green alders have together 
wound 

Their foliage ; ashes flung their arms 
around ; 

And birch-lroes risen in silver colonnade. 

And thou hast also .tempted here to 
rise, 

'Mid sheltering pines, this Cottage rude 
and grev ; 

Whose ruddy children, by the mother's 
eyes 

Carelessly watched, sport through the 
summer day. 

Thy phased associates : — light as endless 

May ' 

On infant bosoms lonely Nature lies. 

• VI 

FLOWF.RS 

Ere yet our course w'as graced with 
social trees 

It lacked not old remains of hawthorn 
bowers. 

Where small birds warbled to their para* 

• mours ; 

And, earlier still, was heard the hum of 

• bees ; " 

Esaw them ply their harmless robberies, 

And caught the fragrance which the ' ^ 

^ sundry flowers, V 

Fed by the stream with soft perpetual ' ' * 
showers, 

Plenteously yielded to the vagrant breeze. ' 

There bloomed the strawberry of the 
wilderness ; ’ 

The trembling eyebright showee] her 
, sapphire blue, • ' 
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The thyme her purple, like the blush cf. 
' Even?'^ 

And if the breath of some to no caress 

Invited, forth they peeped so fair to 
view, e 

All kinds alike seemed favourites of 
Heaven. 

VII 

/ Change me, some God, into that 
breathing rose ! ** „ 

. The love-sick Stripling fancifully sighs, 

' ,The envied flower beholding, as it lies 

On Laura's breast, in exquisite repose ; 

Or he would pass into her bird, that 
throws 

The darts of song from out its wiry 
cage ; 

Enraptured, — could he for himself erfi 
ffage 

The thousandth part of what the Nymph 
bestows ; 

And what the little careless innocent 

Ungraciously receives. Too daring 
choice ! 

' There are whose calmer mind it would 
content 

To be an imculled floweret of the glen. 

Fearless of plough and scythe ; or dark- 
ling wren 

That tunes on Duddon’s banks her 
' slender voice. 


What aspect bore the Man who roved 
or fled, 

First of his tribe, to this dark dell — 
who first [thirst ? 

In this pellucid Current slaked his 

What hopes came with him ? what 
designs were spread 

Along his path ? His unprotected bed 

What dreams encompassed ? Was the 
intruder nursed 

In hideous usages, and rites accursed. 

That thinned the living and disturbed 
the dead ? 

Ko voice replies ; — both air and earth 
are mute ; 

And Thou, blue Streamlet, murmuring 
yield'st no more 

Than a soft record, that, whatever fruL 

Of ignorance thou might'st witness 
• heretofore, * 

? hy function was to heal and to restore,'’ 
o soothe and cleanse, not madden uia 
pollute I 

IX 

M THE STEPPING-STONES 
The struggling Rill insensibly is grown 
into a Brook of loud and stately march. 
Crossed ever and anon by plank or 


And. for like use. lo ! what might seem a 
zone 

Chosen for ornament — stone matched 
with stone r • 

Tn studied symmetry, with in^.erspace 
For the clear waters to pursue their race 
Without restraint. How swiftly have 
they flown, 

Succc^'ding — still succeeding! Here 

the Child 

Puts, when, the high-swoln Flo^ runs 
fierce and wild. 

His budding courage to the proof ; and 
here ® 

Peclinirig Manh'ood learns to note thr 
sly 

And sure encroachments of infirmUyi 
Thinking how fast time runs, life's end 
L h6w near ! 

X 

THE SAME SUBJECT f 

Not so ^lat Pair whose youthful spirits 
*- dance 

Wii h prompt emotif^n, urging thgip^ to 
pass ; . , " - ■ 

A sweet ccAifiision checks the Shepherd- 
ess ; ‘ 

Blusmng she eyes the dizzy flood askance ; 
To stop ashamed — too timid l-o advance; 
Sheventures once again — another pause I 
His outstretched hand He tauntingly 
withdraws — ' 

She sues for help with piteous utter- 
ance ! 

Chidden she chides again ; the thrilling 
touch 

Both feel, when he renews the wished- 
for-aid : 

Ah ! if their fluttering hearts should stir 
too much. 

Should beat too strongly, both may be 
betrayed. 

Tbc frolic Loves, who, from yoti high 
rock, see 

The struggle, clap their wings foif vic- 
tory ! 

XI 

I THE FAfiRY CHA^H 

No fiction was it of the antique age : 

A sky-blue stone, within this sunlM 
cleft. 

Is of the very foot-marks unbereft 
Wb'ch tiny Elves impiessed , — Ob that 
smooth stage 

! Dancing with all their brilliant equipage 
In secret revels — haply after theft 
Of some sweet Babe — Flower stole&g ' 
and coarse weed left 
For the distracted Mother to assuage 
Her grief with, as she might I-^ut^' 
Wh^rcj ! WhiST^ 
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Is traceable a vestige of the notes 
That ruled those dances wild in char- 
?— 

Deep undcrgroiMid ? Orin the upper air,, 
Oa Ibe sUrill wind of midnight ? or 
wherc^oats 

O’er twilight fields the autumnal gos- 
samer ? 

XII • 

HINTS FOR THE FANCV 

On, loitering Muse — the s^ift Stream 
chides us — on ! 

Albeit his deep-worn channel doth 
immui'e • 

Objects immense portrayed in miniature? 
Wild shapes for many a strange com- 
iflarison ! 

Niagaras, Alpine' parses, and ano4l a 
A bodes of Naiads, calm abysses pur<A ^ 
Bright, liquid mansions, fashioned to 
endure 

When tne broad oak drops, ^ leafless 
skeleton, ^ , 

AndUie solidities of mortal pride, ^ 
PalffB^ aod «toweiT are crunfl)lcd into 
dust !— • • , 

The Bard who walks with Disddou for his 
guide, . \ 

Shall find such toys of lancy thickly set : 
Turn from the sight, enamoured Muse — 
we must : 

And, if thoq canat, leave them without 
regret I 

XIII 

“ OPEN PROSPECT 

Hail to the fields — with Dwellings 
sprinkled o*er. 

And one small hamlet, under a green hill 
Clusteriyig. with barn and byre, and 
spouting mill ! [more, 

A glance sufiices ; — ^should we wish for 
Cay June would scorn us. Bur w'hen 
bleak winds roar * 

•Through the stiff lancedike shoots of 
pollard ash. 

Dread swell of sound ! loud as the gusts 
^ that lash 

The matted forests of Ontario’s shore 
. By ' wasteful steel unsmitten — then 
would I 

Tm into port ; and, reckless of the gale, 
Reckless of angry Duddon sweeping by. 
While the warm hearth exalts the mant- 
ling ale, • , • 

Laugh with the generous household 
heartily 

At all the merry pranks of Donnerdale I 
• XIV 

O mountain Stream ! the Shepherd and 
hi|l Cot 

Are privileged Inmates o| deep solitude i 


•Nor' would the nicest Anchorite exclude 
A field or two of brighter green, or plot 
Of tillage-ground, that seemeth like a 
spot 

Of stationary sunshine : — thou hast 
viewed 

These only, Duddon ! with their paths 
renewed 

By fits and starts, yet this contents thee 
not. 

Tnee hath some awful Spirit impelled to 
leave, 

Utterlj^to desert, the haunts of men. 
Though simple thy coiiipauioiis were 
and few : 

And tlirough this wilderness a passage 
cleave 

Attended but by thy own voice, save 
ivhen 

The clouds and fowls* of the. air thy way 
pursue ’ 

XV 

From this deep chasm, where quivering 
sunbeams play 

Upon its loftiest crags, mine eyes behold 
A gloomy niche, capacious, blank, and 
cold : 

A concave free from shrubs and mosses 
grey ; 

In semblance fresh, as if, with •ire 
affray, 

Some Statue, placed amid these regions 
old 

For tutelary service, thence had rolled, 
Startling the flight of timid Yesterday 1 
Was it by mortals sculptured ? — weary 
slaves 

Of slow endeavour ! or abruptly cast 
Into rude shape by fire, with roaring 
blast 

Tempestuously let loose from central 
caves ? 

Or f^bioiied by the turbulence of waves, 
Then, when o’er highest hills the Deluge 
pass’d ? 

XVI 

AMERICAN TRADITION 

Such fruitless questions may not long 
• beguile 

Or plague the fancy 'mid tlie sciilpturp.d 
. , .‘«hows 

f^nspicuous yet where Oroonoko flows \ 
Inure would the Indian answer with a 
1 ' smile 

Aimed at the White Man’s ignorapoc the 
while. 

Of the Great Waters telling how they 
rose, 

Covered the plains, and, wandering 
wl^e they chose, 

Mounti^ through every intricate dftfile;' 
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Triumph^t.— Inundation wide and deep, XIX 

O'er which his Fathers urged, to ridge tkibutary stream 

“.ElseSap^^able. their buoyant way) ^Sht with 

When hope presented some far.distBm 
Sun, m^^and stars, and beast or chase xhat'^fmed from heaven descending.' 

^ yon" pe°’S^ters.^ , their a«ry 

J VVTI height ^ 

^ V lA Hurrying, with lordly Duddon w unite ; 

RETURN Who, ’mid a world of images imprest 

A HARK plume fetch me frccn yon On the calm depth of his transparent' 
b'a«ited yew, breast, 

Perched on whose toi> the Danish Raven Appears to cherish most that TmTeiix 
croaks ; white. 

Aloft, the imperial Bird of Rome invokes The fairest, softest, liveliest of them all I 
Departed ages, shedding where he flew ' • And stvldom hath ear listened to a tune 
' Loose fragments of wild wailing, that be- kLo^v lulling than the busy hum of Noon, 
strew (rocks; Swoln bv that voice — whose murmur 


The clouds and thrill the chambers of the 
And into silence, hush the timorous flocks. 


musical , 

Aniumnces to the thirsty fields a boon 


That, calmly couching while the nightly Dewy aitll fresh, till showers again shall 


dew fall. 

Moistened each fleece, beneath the '' XJ! . 

twinkling stars tiik,Fjl,ain of oonneroale 

Slept aniid that lone Camp on Hard- xhe old in'^c, itive Poets, had they seen. 

Whose GuardUnsbent the knee to Jove ‘k® entrancement that 

^ and Mars- detains 

Or*near‘thatn.ystic Round of Druid Thy waters. Duddon ! •mid these flowery 

H.a ,b..u ua.d Ely.Al 

XVIII Will soon be broken; — a tough" course 

SEATHWAiTE CHAPEL remains. 

Sacred Religion ! “mother of form and Rough the past ; where Thou, of placid 


fear,” mien, ^ 

Dread arbitress of mutable re«"ject, Inimcuous as a firstling of the flock. 

New rites oidaining when the old are And countenanced hke a soft cerulean 
wrecked , sky, 

Or cease to please the fickle wo; sh ipper Shalt cliange t^y temper ; and, with many . 

Mother of Love ! (that name best suits a shock . x , • j 

thee here) <iiven and received m mutual jeopardy, 

’ Mother of Love ! for this deep vale, pro- loanee, like a Bacchanal, from rock to 
lect (efiect, rock, , , 

. i Truth's holy lamp, pure source of bright tossing her frantic thyrsus wide and 
* rifted to purge the vapoury atmosphere * v y i 

That seeks to stifle it ; — ,'is in those days AAi 

, When this low Pile 3 a Gospel Teacher Whence that low voice ? — A whisper 
^ ' knew', ,, from the heart, 

-.-'Whose good works formed an endle<^s‘ That told of days-long past, when here 

A Pastor such as Chaucer’s verse pour- With friends, and kindred tenderly be- 
trays ; > loved ; 

f Sucti as the heaven-taught skill of Her- Some who had early mandates to depart,. 

bert drew ; Yet are allowed to stgal my path athwart 

In And tender Goldsmith crowned with By Duddon’s side ; once more do we 
deathless praise ' unite, • 

, w ' See Humboldt’t Penooal Narrative, Once more beneath the kind Earth's ttaa- 

' •See Note.,-. See Note. j . Quil light ; 
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, \ad smothered joys into new being 
start. * 

From her unworthy seat* the cluiidv 
stall 

. Of TiiAe, breaks forth triumphant 
Memory ; • 

\ Her glisttsning tresses bound, yet light 
and free 

Asg;olden locks of birch, that ^e and 

On gales tbat^reafhe too gently to 
recall • 

Aught of the fading year’s inclemency ! 

• XXII 

trauitTon • 

A LOVF-LORN Maid, at some far-distant 
^ime, 

Came to this hidden pool, whos^ depths 
surpass ^ # 

In crystal clearn^ Dian’s looking-giass ; 
And. ^zing, saw that Rose, which from 
tnc prime 

Derives its name, reflected as^e chime 
Of echo doth r^’erberate some sw^t 

• • • 

The Treasigrc from 4 he blue pro- 

Jound • 

She longed to ravistf ; — shSIf she njunge, 
or climb • 

The humi<f precipice, and seize the guest 
Of April, smiling high in upper air ? 
Desperate alternative ! what fiend could 
• dare 

To prompt the thought ? — Upon the 
steep rock’s breast 

The lonely Primrose yet renews its 
bloom, 

Untouched memento of her hapless 
doom ! 

XXIII 

SHEKP-WA.SHING 

Sad thoughts, avaunt 1 — partake we 
their blithe cheer 

Who gathered in betimes the unshorn 
flock 

To wash the fleece, where haply bands 
' . of rock. 

Checking the stream, make a pool smooth 
and' clear 

As this we ibok on. Distant Mountains 
hear. 

Hear and repeat, the turmoil that unites 
Clamour of boys with innocent despitest 
Of barking dogs, and bleatings i^om 
strange fear. • 

And whaft if Duddon's spotless flood 
receive 

Unwelcome mixtures as the uncouth 
nmse • 

Thickens, the pastoral River will forgive 
Such wrong ; nor need wa blame the 
licensed joys, * 

y* vi'f' (■«.' 'ft'' i" . 
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Though false to Nature’^ quiet equipoi :e * 
Frank are the sports, the stains arc 
fugitive. 

^ XXIV 


THE RESTING-PLACE 

Mid-noon past; — upon the sultry 
mead [throws : 

No zephyr breathes, 110 cloud its shadow 
If we advance mis tmigthened by repose. 
Farewell the solace of the vagrant reed ! 
This Nook — with woodbine hung and 
straggling weed. 

Tempting recess as ever pilgrim chose. 
Half j^ot, half arbour — proffers to enclose 
Body and mind, from molestation freed. 
In narrow compass — narrow as itself : 
Or if the Fancy, too industrious Elf, 
loth that we should breathe awhile 
exempt 

From new incitements friendly to our 
task. 

Here wants not stealthy prospect, that 
may tempt 

Loose Idless to forego her wily mask. 

XXV 

Methinks 'twere no unprecedented feat 
Should some benignant Minister of air 
Lift, and encircle with a cloudy chair. 
The One for whom my heart shall ever 
beat «« 

With tendexest love ; — or, if a safer seat 
Atween his downy wings be furnished, 
there 

Would lodge her, and the cherished bur- 
den bear 

O’er hill and valley to this dim retreat 1 
Rough ways niy steps have trod ; — too 
rough and long 

For her companionship ; here dwells soft 
ease : 

With sweets that she partakes not some 
distaste 

Mingles, and lurking consciousness of 
wrong ; 

Languish the flowers ; the waters seem 
to waste 

Their vocal charm ; their sparklings cease 
to please. 

XXVI 

j^ETURN, Content ! for fondly I pursued, 
Even when a child, the Streams — un- 
heard, unseen ; 

, Through tangled woods, impending rocks 
m between ; 

OA free as air, with flying inquest 
viewed 

The sullen reservoirs whence their bold 
brood — 

Pure as the morning, fretful, boisterous, 
keen. 

Green as the salt -sea billows, white and 
green-* 


X# 
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Potafe4 ^hwa She iiiUs, a choral roulti- 
tade^ 

Nor have 1 trac3&d their course for 
scanty gains j * 

‘ They taught me random cares and 
truant joys, • 

That shield from mischief and preserve 
from stains 

Va;gue minds, while men are growing 
out of bo 5 rs ; 

Matiirer Fancy owes to their rough noi?e 

Impetuous thoughts that hrcHjk not 
^ servile reins. 

XXVH 

Fallen, and diffused into a shapeless 
heap. 

Or quietly self-buried in earth’s mould, 

Is that -embattled House, whose massu 
Keep 

Fitmg from yon cliff a shadow large and 
cold. 

There dwelt the gav, the boinitiful, the 
bold : 

Tillnightlv lamentations, like the sweep 

Of winds — though winds were silent — 
struck a deep 

And lasting terror through that anaent 
Hold. 

Its line of Warriors fled ; — they shrunk 
when tried 

By ghoitly power bill Tluirlr/” ' 

'ife onnd <*f 

Hath 


In his puce presence near the tcytitin^ 
‘ thorn — 

I thanked the Leader of my onward erayw 


No 


XXIX c 
tells of laeice 


opposed to 


mystic Kound^ i'Wspar 
like weeds 




j ^^yhucked such foes. 

out the land ; 

And now, if men with men m peace 
abide, 

All other strength the weakest may 
withstand, 

' All worse assaults may safely be defied. 
XXVIII 

JOURNEY KENLW'EIJ 

^ 1 .ROSE While yet the cattle, heat-opi^est. 
Crowded together under rustlmg trees 
{pushed by the cnrrenl of the water- 

Askd^or^ifr’fr sakes, and love of all that 

' On. Dud'don’s margin, in the sheltering 

K' For the startled scaly tribes that 

Into liis coverts, and each fearless li^j 
Of dancing insects forged upon 
breast , 

For these, and hopes and recollections 

Clos^to the vital seat of 

Glad tender partings, that up- 

“ vTbe •droQping mind of absence, by vows 

‘ '‘b\[ ■ w sworn 


record 
lance, 

i Horse charging hprse, ’mid these retired 
domains ; r 

Tells that their turi diSjink purple from 
the veins 

Of heroes, fallen, or struggling to advancll 
Till doubtful combat issued in a trance 
Of victory, that struck through heart and 
reins t *' 

Even to the inmost seat of mortal pain 
And lightened o’er the pallid countenanoe. 
Yet, to the loyal and the brave, who lie 
In the. blank earth, neglected and for- 
.lorn, 

The passing Winds memorial tribute 

pay ; 

The I'orre^its chant their praisef inspir- 
ing Scorn 

Or power usurjied ; idlth proclamation 
high, r ^ * c ■ * 

And glad ^acknowledgment, of lawful 
sway..<'.»k ^ u 

/)ld inr^nv , . ... ^ ^ 

I tkther felt. 

Who swerves from innoocnce, who m^s 

Of th^t'sS^ne compamon-a 

Recovers not his loss : but walks wnn 

With d^bt. with fear, and haply with 


And^Udh^ he— who, yidding to the 

Of chanM-tempUtion. ere his journey 

From chosen comrade turns, or faithful 

In va?n“hlu rue the broken intercourae. 
Ni>i sS ^th such as loosely wear «« 

That & them, pleasant River 1 to thy 

Through Oie rough copse wheel thou wMi 

I cbac^ to saunter o’er 
Sure, when the separation has tern 
That we, who part m love, shaU meet 
again. 

O „ x^exf 

TuE Kirk of Uepba to^ 

1^ Mack doud diffused o’er hSiK the 


Of a ' 


Or as a 


fruitful palBi-ttee towering 
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O'er the parched waste beside an Arabjs 
tent ; 

Or the Indian tree whose branches, down- 
wiird b^ti 

Take root again, a boundless canopy.* 
How sv«[^et wer^ leisure ! could it yield no 
more 

Than ’mid that wave-washed Church- 
• .yard to recline, • 

Froni pastoralgraves extracting thoughts 
divine ; 

Or there to pace, and malic the summits 
hoar [shine, 

• Of distant moon-lit mountains faintly 
Soothed by the unseen Kivcr’s gentle 
roar. 

XXXII 

• 

Not hurled precipitous from steep toi 
steep ; J 

Lingering no more ’mid flower-enamelled 
jands 

And blooming thickets ; nor by rocky 
bands * [b^ee'p 

Held ; but in radiant jirogress towarckthe 
•V^%rc miahties# rivers in^o po^rless 
sl?<?p • • [pands 

Sigk, and fcirget their natbre — nouf ex- 
Majcstic Duddon, bver silTboth^it sands 
CJlidingm silence wilhunfcttcred'swecp ! 
Beneath*au ariinler sky a region wide 
Is opened round him ; — hamlets, towers, 
and towns. 

And blue-topped hills, behold him from 
afar : 

In stately mien to sovereign Thames 
allied 

Spreading his bosom under Kentish 
downs. 

With commerce freighted, or triumphant 
war. 

XXXIII 

CONCLUSION 

But here no cannon thunders to the 
gale ; 


Upon the wave no haughty pendants 
cast 

A criihson splendour : lowly is the mast 
That rises here, and humbly spread, the 
sail : 

While, less disturbed fhan In the narrow 
Vale 

Through which with strange vicissitudes 
he passed. 

The Wanderer seeks that receptacle vast 
*Whereallhis unambitious functions fail. 
And may thy Poet, cloud-born Stream 1 
be free — a 

The ^eets of earth contentedly resigned. 
And each tumultuous working left behind 
At seemly distance — to advance like 
Thee • 

Prepared, in peace of heart, in calm of 
mind 

And soul, to mingle with Eternity ! 

XXXIV 

AFTKR-THOVGHT 

I nrotrcff T of Thee, my partner and my 
^tttde. 

As hetnf: past away. — Vain sympathies f 
For, backimid. Duddon / as / cast my 
eyes, 

I see what was, and is, and will abide : 

Still glides the Stream, and shall for ever 
glide ; 

The Form remains, the Function never 
dies ; 

White we, the brave, the mighty, and the 
wise. 

We Men, who in our morn of youth 
defied * 

The elements, mu si vanish ; — be it so ' 
Enough, if something from our hands have 
power 

To five, and act, and serve the future hour; 
And if, as toward the silent tomb we go. 
Through love, through hope, and faith's 
■ transcendent dower. 

We feel that we are greater than we know. 
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OR, 

THE FATE OF^THE NORTONS 
ADVERTISEMENT 

During the Summer of 1607, I visited, for the hrst time, the beautiful country that aur- 
rounds Boltm Priory, in Yorkshire; and«fhe Poem of the White Doe, founded upon -'a 
Tradition connteted with that plaqe, wgs com(9scd at the close of the same year. 

. • DEDICATION 


In trelUsed shed with clustering roses gay. 

And, Mary ! oft beside our blaring fire, 

When years of wedded life were as a day 
Whqpe current ans^f^s to the heart’s desire, 
Did we together read in Spenser’s Lay 
How Una, sad of soul — ^in sad attire, 
line gentle Una. of c^estial birth, fearth. 

.Xn 'Mwk ker Kmght weht wandering o’er the, 

v”-- ■ ■■ 


Ah, then, Delovdd ! pleasing was the smart.. 
And the tear precious in compas$ion shed 
For Her, who, pierced by sorrow’s thrilling dart^ 
Did meekly brar the pang unmerited ; 

Meek as Chat emblem of her lowly heart 
The milk-white Lamb which in a line she led, — 
And faithful, loyal in her innocence. 

Like the brave Udn slain in her defence. 

.. i i, ' • -m * . ' 
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Notes could we hear as of a faery shell 
Attuned to words with saoed wisdom fraught ; 
Free Fancy pitted each specious miracle, 

And all its wier inspiration caught ; 

''Tilt in the bosom of our rustic Cell, 

' We by a lamentable change were taught 
That “ bliss witli mof tal Man may not abide ; " 
-'How nearly joy and sorrow are allied ! 

Fo^ns the stream of fiction ceased to flow, 

Por us the voice of melody was mute. 

- -—But, as soft gales dissolve the dreary snow, 
And give the timid herbage leave to shoot. 
Heaven's breathing influence failed not to besto^ 
A timely promise of unlooked-for-fruit, 

, J air fruit of pleasure and serene content 
blossoms of wild lanaes innocent, t 
It soothed us — it beguiled us — then, to hear 
,, Once more of troubles wrought by magic spell ; 

' And gnefs whose aery motion cfirries not near 
The pangs that teni|)t the Spirit to rebel : 

Then, with mild Una in her sober cheer, 

High over hill and low ndown the dell 
Again we wandered, willing to p:irtake 
, All that she suflered for her dear Lord’s sake. 
Then, too, tlus Song of tntne once more could 
please, 


Action is transitory — a step, a blow, 

The uiotion oi a muscle — this way or that — 

*Tis done ; and in the after- vacancy 
^ We wondeT at ourselves like men betrayed : 
Suflbriiig is permanent, obscure and dark, 

^sAnd has the nature of iiilinity. 

.^Vet through that darkness (infinite though it seem 

“They that deny a Gkxl, destroy Man’s no- 
bility : for certainly Man is of kiim to the Hc>ist 
; by his Body ; and if he be not of kinn to God by 
his Spirit, he is a base ignoble Creature. It des- 
' troys likewise Magnanimity, and the raising 
' of humane Nature : for take an example of a 
I>ogg, and mark what a generosity and courage 
he will put on, when he finds himself niairiLuned 
' by a Man, who to him is instead of a God, or 
Melior Natiira. Which courage is manifestly 
such, as that Creature without that confidence 
of a better Nature than his own could never 
attain. So man, when he resteth and assureui 
'^himself upon Divine protection and favdhr, 
Vgathereth a force and faith which human 
^Nature in itself could not obtain.” 

Lord Bacon. 

CANTO FIRST 

' ' From Bolton’s old monastic tower 
*rhe bells ring loud with gladsome power ; 

' The sun shines bright; the fields are 
i gay 

' With people in their best array 
Of stole and doublet, hood and scarf, 
.Along the banks of crystal Wharf, 

' Through the Vale retired and lowly, t 
' Trooping to that summons holy. 

' And, up among the moorlands, see 
■ What sprinklings of blithe company 1 
^:-Of lasses and of shepherd grooms, 

<’^^*Chat down the steep hills force their way, | 
.. cattle through the budded brooms ; 

or no path, what care they ? 


Where anguish, strange as dreams ef restlen 
• sleep, 

Is temperra and allayed by sympathies 
Aloft ascending, and descending deep. 

Even to the inferior Kinds ; w^om forest-trees 
Ik'otect from beating sunbeams, and the sweep 
Of the sharp winds ; — fair Crfatures ."—to whom 
Heaven 

A calm and sinless life, with love, hath given. 
This trag^ Story cheered us ; for it speaks i> 

Of female' patience winning firm rqpose ; 

And, of the recompense that conscience seeks, 
A bright, encouraging, example shows ; 

Needful when o’er wide realms the tempdk 
breaks. 

Needful amid life’s ordinary woes ; — r 

Hence, not for them vnfitt^ who would bless 
A kappy hour with holier happiness. 

He serves the Muses exnngly and ill^ 

Whose atm is pleasure light and fugitive : . 

P, that mv mind were equal to fulfil 

T'lif' comi^cliensive mandate whch they give — 

Vaiil expiration of an earnest will ! 

Yet in this moral Strain a power may live, 
Belovdd Wife ! such solace to impart 
As it hath vielded to thy tender heart. ** 

KfTbAL Mount, Westmoreland, 
April 20, 18x5. 


And iCVemoveable) gracious ^jpenin^ li^ _ 

By which the ,..soul — ^with* patient '‘steps of 
thought ^ 

Now toil^, wafted now un wings of prayer — 
May pasrui hope, and, though from mortal bonds 
Yet undelivered, rise with sure ascent 
Even to the fountain-head of peace divine. 


And thus in joyous mood they hie 
To Bolton’s mouldering Priory. 

What would they there ? — Full fifty 
years 

That sumptuous Pile, with all its peers. 
Too harshly hath been doomed to taste 
The bitterness of wrong and waste : 

Its courts are ravaged ; but the tower 
Is standing with a voice of power. 

That ancient voice which wont to call 
To mass or some high festival ; 

And in the shattered fabric's heart 
Reinaineth one protected part ; 

A Chapel, like a wild-bird’s nest. 

Closely embowered and trimly drest r 
And thither young and old repair. 

This Sabbath-day, for praise and prayer- 

Fast the church-yard fills ;-^anoa 
I Look again, and they all are gone ; 

The cluster round the porch, and the 
^ . folk [Oak I 

pwho ^ate in the shade pf the raor’a 
And scai'cely have they disappeared 
Ere the prelusive hymn is heard 
With one consent the people rejoice. 
Filling the church with a lofty voice 1 
They sing a sexvice which they feel 
For 'tis the sunrise now of zeal ; 

Of a pure faith the vernal prime— 

In ^eat l^Uza's golden time. 
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A moment ends the fervent din. 

And all is hushed, without and within • 
For though the priest, more tranquilly. 
Recites the holy liturgy. 

The only voiee which you can hear , 
Is the river murmuring near. 

— When soft ! — the dusky trees between. 
And down the path through the open 
• green, 

Where is n^ving thing to be seen ; 
Aqd- througfh yon gateway, whexe is 
found. « 

Beneath the arch vrith ivy bound. 

Free entrance to the church -yard 
* ground — 

Comes gliding in with lovely gleam. • 
Comes gliding in serene and slow. 

Sof^ and silent as a dream, 

A solitarv Doe I 

J 

White she is as lily of J ime. % 

And beauteous as the silver moon 
When%)ut of sight the clouds are driven 
And she is left alone in heave^; 

Or like a ship segne gentle day , 

In sunshine sailing far away. ^ 
A^gii[itto«iji{iSshfp,That hath the plain 
Of ocean for her^wn dom&vi. 

Lie silent in your graves, ye d^ia ! 

Lie quictgn your church-yard bed ! 

Ye living, tend your holy "cares ; 

Ye multitude, pursue your prayers ; 

• And blame me not if mv heart and sight 
Are occupied with one delight ! 

’Tis a work for sabbath hours 
If r with this bright Creature go : 
Whether she be of forest bowers. 

From the bowers of earth below ; 

Or a Spirit for one day given, 

A pledge of grace from j)iirest heaven. 


The presence of this wandering Doe 
Fills many a damp obscure recess 
With lustre of a saintly show ; 

And, reappearing, she no less 

Sheds on the bowers that round her blow 

A more than sunny liveliness. 

Blit say, among these holy places. 
Which thus assiduously she paces. 

Comes she with a votary’s task. 

Rite to perform, or boon to ask ? 

Fair Pilgrim ! harbours she a sense 
Of sorrow, or of reverence ? 

Can she be grieved for quire or shrine, 
Crusl^d as if by wrath divine ? 

For what survives of house where God 
Was worshipped, or where Man abode ; 
For old magnificence undone ; 

Or for the gentler work begun 
I By Nature, softening and concealing, 
And busy with a hand of healing ? 
Mourns she for lordly chamber’s hearth 
That to the sapling ash gives birth ; 

For dormitory’s length laid bare 
Where the wild rose blossoms fair ; 

Or altar, whence the cross was rent. 

Now rich with mossy ornament ? 

— She sees a warrior carved in stone. 
Among the thick w^eeds, stretched alone ; 
A warrior, with his shield of pride 
Cleaving humbly to his side, * 

And hands in resignation prest. 

Palm to palm, on his tranquil breast ; 
As little .she regards the signt 
As a coiiimoii creature might : 

If she be doomed to inward care. 

Or service, it must lie elsewhere. 

— But hers are eyes serenely bright. 
And on she moves — with pace, how light ! 
Nor spares to stoop her head, and taste 
The dewy turf with flowers bestrown ; 
And thus she fares, until at last 


What harmonious pensive changes 
Wait upon her as she ranges 
Round and through this Pile of state 
, Overthrown and desolate ! 

Now a step or two her way 
Leads through space of open day. 
Where the enamoured sunny light 
.%ightens her that was so bright ; 

Now doth a delicate shadow fall. 

Falls upon ^er like a breath. 

From some lofty arch or wall. 

As she passes underneath : 

Now some gloomy nook partakes ^ 
Of the glory that she makes, — • 

H^;h-^ibbed vaRilt oi stone, or cel], • 
With peafect cunning framed as well 
Of Stone, and ivy, and the spread 
Of the elder’s bushy head ; 

Some jealous and forbidding cell. 
Tbataaoth the living stars repel. 

And where no flower hath le^ve to 

: dweU. 


Beside the ridge of a grassv grave 
In quietness she lays her down ; 

Gentle as a weary wave 
Sinks, when the summer breeze hath 
died. 

Against an anchored vessel’s side ; 

Even so. without distress, doth she 
Lie down in peace, and lovingly. 

The day is placid in its going. 

To a lipgering motion bound. 

Like the crystal stream now flowing 
(With its softest summer sound ; 

t the balmy minutes pass, 
bile this radiant Creature lies 
uched upon the dewy grass. 

Pensively with downcast eyes. 

— But now again the people raise 
With awful cheer a voice of praise 9 
It is the last, the parting song ; 

And from the temple forth they throng.' ^ 
And qqickly spread thamselves abroadt 
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While each pursues his several road. 

But some- 3 -a variegat#-d band 
Of middle-aged, and old. and young, . 
And little children by the hand 
Upon their leading mothers hung — 

With mute obeisance gladly paid 
Turn towards the spot, where, full in : 

view, ! 

The white Doe. to her service true, j 

Her sabbath couch has made. j 

m 

It was a solitary mnund : 

Which two spears’ length of level ground 
Did from all other graves divide : • 

As if in some respect of pride ; 

Or melancholy’s sickly m(3od. 

Still shy of human nrighbourhofid ; 

Or guilt, that humbly would e repress 
A penitential loiichiicss. < 

“ Look, there she is, my Child ! draw 
near ; 

She fears not, wherefore should we fear ? 
She means no harm ; ” — but still the 
Boy, 

To whom the words were softly said, 
Hun^ back, and smiled, and blushed for 
loy, 

A, 4 ihame-faced blush of glowing red ! 
Again the Mother whispered low, 

“ Now you have seen the famous Doe ; 
From Rylstono she hath found her way 
Over the hills this sabbath day ; 

^ Her work, whate’er it be, is done. 

And she will depart when we are gone ; 
Thus doth she keep, from year to year. 
Her sabbath morning, foul or fair.” 

Bright was the Creature, as in dreams 
The Boy had seen her, yea, more bright ; 

, But is she truly what she seems ? 

He asks with insecure delight. 

Asks of himself, and doubts, — and s*Nl 
The doubt returns i^eainst his will : 
Though he, and all the standers-by. 
Could tell a tragic history 
Of facts divulged, wherein appear 
Substantial motive, reason clear. 

Why thus the milk-white Doe is found 
Couchant beside that loneJy mound; 

And whv she duly loves to pace 
. The circuit of this hallowed place. ^ 
Nor to the Child’s inquiring mind 
Is such perplexity confined : 

For, spite of sober Truth that sees c 
A world of fixed remembrances f 

Which to this mystery belong. 

If, undeceived, my skill can trace 
The characters of every face. 

There lack not strange delusion here, 
Comecture vague, and idle fear, 

' And superstitious fancies strong. 

Which do the gentle Creature wrong. 


That bearded, staff-supported Sire — 
Who in his boyhood often fed 
Full cheerily on convcnt-brcad 
And heard old tales by the convent-fire, 
4^nd to his grave will go with senra. 
Relics of long and distant war%— 

That old Man, studious to expemnd 
; i'hc spectacle, is mounting high 
; To dav^ of dim antiquity ; 

When Lady Aiiliza mourne)^ 

Her Son, and felt in her despair 
The pang of unavailing prayer ; ^ - 

Her Son in Wharf’s abysses drowned#* 
The noble Boy <>f Kgremound. 

From which afilic/.ioii — when the grace 
Of (iod had in her heart found place— 
A pious structure, fair to see. 

Rose up, this stately Friory 1 
T]}p Lady’s work ; — but now laid low i 
Tlitbc grief of her soul that doth come 
and go. 

In the beautiful form of this innocent 
. Doc : 

Which, tHt>ugh seemingly doomed in its 
• breast to sustain ‘ 

A s#ftPiicd^remembrai,cej of soiTO\'^pd 
pain, e • * , 

Is si>otless,* and holv, and gentle, and 
b^ht 

And glides o’er the*^arth like an angel of 
light. ‘ 

» 

Pass, pass who will, yon chantry door ; 
And, through the chink in the fractured 
floor 

Look down, and see a griesly sight 
A vault where the bodies are buried 
upright ! 

There, face by face, and hand by hand. 
The Claphams and Mauleverers stand ; 
And, in his place, among son and sire, 

Is J ohn de Clapham, that fierce Esmiire, 
A valiant man, and a name of dread 
In the ruthless wars of the White and 
Red; 

Who dragged Earl Pembroke from Ban- 
bury church 

And smote off his head on the stones of 
the porch ! 

Look down among them, if you dare ; 
Oft does the White Doe loit^ there. 
Prying into the darksome rent ; 

Nor can it be with good intent : 

Sn thinks that Dame of haughty air, 
who hath a Page her boq^ to hold, 

AncT wears a frontlet edged with gold. 
Harsh thoughts with ner high mood 
agree — 

Who counts among her ancestry 
Earl Pembroke, slain ao impiously^! 

That slender Youth, a scholar pale* 
From Oxford come to his native Va}e* " 
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fte also hath his own conceit : 

It is, thinks he* the gracious Fairy, ^ , 

Who loved the Shepherd-lord to meet 
In his wanderings solitary : 

Wild notes she in his hearing sang. 

A song of Nature's hidden powers ; * 

That whiwled like the wind, and rang 
Among the rocks and holly bowers. 
’Twas said that She all shapes could 
wear ; • 

And of teatiifflSs before him stood. 

Amid the trees of some thic^ wood, 

In semblance df a lady fair ; 

And taught him signs, and showed him 
• sights. 

In Craven's dens, on Cftmbrain height^; 
When under cloud of fear he lay, 

A slmphcrd clad in homely grey ; 

Nor left him at his later day. 

And hence, when he, with spdhr ar^^ 
shield, • 

Rode full of years to Flodden-field, 

His eyftcould see the hidden sj)ring. 

And how the current was to flgjv ; * 

The fatal end of Scotland’s King. • 
An4 all that hopekss overthrow. % 

Bill liot^ #ars c^d hr dcliglfl, 
rW® Clifford wished for woftfcier might ; 
Nor in broad pomp, •or couu^y slat's ; 
Him his own thought* did elevat^, — 
Most hapjIV shy recess 

Of Barden'^s lowly quietness. 

And choice of studiou.s friends had he 
fOf BoUon% dear fraternity ; 

Who, standing on this old church tower. 
In many a calm propitious hour. 

Perused, with him, the starry sky ; 

Or, in their ceils, with him did pry 
For other lore, — by keen desire 
Urged to close toil wdth chemic lire : 

In quest belike of transmutations 
Rich gs the mine’s most bright crea- 
tions. 

But they and their good works are fled. 
And all is now disquieted — 

And peace is none, for living or dead ! 

Ah, pensive Scholar, think not .so, 
look again at the radiant Doe ! 

What quiet watch she seems to keep. 
Alone, beside that grassy heap ! 

Why mention other thoughts unmeet 
For vision so composed and sweet ? 

While stand the people in a ring. 
Gazing, doubting, questionin:g ; 

Yea, many ovefcomft in spite • 

Of recollections clear and bright ; * 

Whieb yet do unto some impart 
An undisturbed repose of heart. 

And all the assembly own a law 
Of orderly respect*and awe ; 

But see — they vanish one by one. 

And last, the Doe herself is gone. 


Harp ! we have been full long beguiled - 
By vague thoughts, lured by fancies wild ; 
To which, with no reluctant strings. 

Thou bast attuned tby murihurings ; 

, And now before this Pile we stand 
' In solitude, and utter p^aee : 

But, Harp I thy murmurs may not 
cease — 

A Spirit, with his angelic wings. 

In soft and breeze-like visitings. 

Has touched thee — and a Spirit's hand ■ 

^ voice is with us — a command 
To chant, in strains of heavenly glory, 
A tale^f tears, a mortal story ! 

. CANTO SECOND 

TirE Harp in lowliness obeyed ; 

And first we sang of the green -wood 
shade 

^nd a solitary Maid ; 

B<*ginning, where the song must end, 

With her, and with her sylvan Friend ; 
The Friend who stood beft)re her sight. 
Her only imcxtingiiished light ; 

Her last companion in a dearth 
Of love, upon a hopeless earth. 

For She it was — this Maid, who wrought 
Meekly, with foreboding thought. 

In vermeil colours and in gold 
An uiiblcst work ; which, standing by. 
Her Father did with joy behold, — 
Exulting in its imagery ; 

A Banner, fashioned to fulfil 
Too perfectly his headstrong wiH : 

For on this Banner had her hand 
Embroidered (such her Sire’s command) 
The sacred Cross ; and figured there 
The five dear wounds our Lord did bear ; 
Full soon to be uplifted high. 

And float in rueful company I 

It was the time when England’s 
Queen 

Twelve years had reigned, a Sovereign 
*dr,ead ; 

Nor yet the restless crown had been 
Disturbed upon her virgin head ; 

Hut now the inly- working North 
Was ripe to send its thousands forth, 

A potent vassalage, to<fight 
In Percy’s and in Neville’s right, 

Cwo Earls fast leagued in discontent. 

Who gave their wishes open vent ; ^ 

-And boldly urged a general pleat ^ 

• ^he rites of ancient piety * 
be triumphantly restored. 

By the stern justice of tjie sword ! 

And that same Banner, on impose breast 
The blameless Lady had exprest 
Memorials chosen to give life 
And sunshine to a dangerous strife ; 

That Bannei, waiting for the Call, 

Stood quietly in RylUone-hall. 
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It came ; and Francis Norton said, 

•• O Father 1 risfe not in this fray — 

. The hairs are white upon your head ; 

' Dear Father, bear me when 1 say ' 

It is for you too late a day ! 

Bethink you of xpur own good name : 

A just and gracious Queen have we, 

"A pure religion, and the claim 
Of peace on our humanity. — 

Tis meet that 1 endure your scorn : 

I am your son, your eldest born ; 

But not for lordship or for land, ' 

My Father, do I clasp your kn<?es ; 

The Banner touch noli stay your hand. 
This multitude of men disband, * 

And live at home in blameless ease ; 

For these my brethren's sake, for me ; 
And, most of all, for Emily ! ” 

Tumultuous noises filled the hall ; I 
And scarcely could the Father hear 
That name — pronounced with a dying 
fall- 

The name of his only Daughter dear. 

As on the banner which stood near 
He glanced a look of holv pride. 

And his moist eyes were glorified ; 

Then did he seize the staff, and say : 

•• Thou, Richard, bear'st thy father's 
name, 

^ Keep thou this ensign till the day 
> When 1 of thee require the same : 

’ Thy place be on my better hand ; — 

And seven as true as^thou, I see, 

Will cleave to this good cause and me.** 
He spake, and eight brave sous straight- 
way 

All followed him, a gallant band ! 

Thus, with his sons, when forth he 
came 

The sight was hailed with loud acclaim 
And din of arms and minstrelsy. 

From all his warlike tenantry, 

AU horsed and harnessed with him to 
ride, — • 

^ A voice to which the hills replied ! 

But Francis, in the vacant hall, 

• Stood silent under dreary weight, — 

: A phantasm, in which roof and wall 
' Shook, tottered, swam before his sight ; 
A phantasm like a dream of night I 
Thus overwhelmed, and desolate, I 

found his way to a postern-gate ; 
.'n[And, when he waked, his languid eye 
Was on the^calm and silent sky ; 

With air about him breathing sweet, 

And earth's green grass beneath ms 
feet i ^ 

Nor did he tail ere long to hear 
A sound of military cheer, 

' Faint^but it reached that sheltered 
spot; 

heard, and it disturbed him not. 

. if. v' - , ‘ 


There stood he, leaning on a lance 
Which he had grasped unknowingly,- 
Had blindly grasped in that strong 
trance. 

That dimness of heart-agony ; • 

There stood he, cleanseclfrom t^e despair 
And sorrow of bis fruitless prayer. 

The past he calmly hath reviewed : 

But where will be the fortitude 
Of this^jrave man, when he shall see*^ 

That Form beneath the spf)bading tree. 
And know th^t it is Emily ? ' 

He saw her where in open view 
She sate beneath the spreading yew-^ « 
Her head upon hfr lap, concealing 
1 a solitude her bitter feeling : 

“ Might ever son command a sire. 

The act were justified to-day.” « 

This to^iimself — and to the Maid, 

Vriicgn now he had approached, he said — ‘ 
” Gone are they, — they have their desire ; 
And I with thee one hour will <%t^y, 
To*give thee comfort if I may.” 

#f' 

Ghe heard, but loofLed not up, nor 
Ifepake. ^ ^ 

And sorrow moved him to parf^e 
Her sllcucc^ then his thougnts turned 
rr>|9nd, ^ • 

And fervent wordsPa passage ^ound. 

** Gone are they, bravely, though 
misled ; 

With a dear Father at their h&d ! • 

The Sons obey a natural lord ; 

The Father had given solemn word 
To noble Percy ; and a force 
Still stronger, bends him to his course. 
This said, our tears to-day may fall 
As at an innocent funeral. 

In deep and awful channel runs 
This sympathy of Sire and Sons ; 
Untried our Brothers have been loved 
With heart by simple nature moved ; .... 
And now their faithfulness is proved : 

For faithful we must call them, bearing 
That soul of conscientious daring. 

— There were they all in circle — there - 
Stood Richard, Ambrose, Christopher, 
John with a sword that will not fail, 

And Marmaduke in fearless- mail. 

And those bright Twins were side by side ; 
And there, by fresh hopes beautified, 

, Stood He, whose arm yet lacks the power 
Of man, our youngest, fairest flower 1 
1, b^ Ijie right of eldest t)orn. 

And in a second father’^ place, - 
Presumed to grapple with their scorn, : 
And meet their pity face to face; 

Yea, trusting in God’| holy aid, 

1 to my Father knelt and prayed 
And one, the pensive Marmaduke, 
Methought, was yielding inwardly, , 

•, •- ' ';:v ■ 
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\nd would have laid his purpose by» 

But for a glance of his Father's eye. • 
Which 1 myself could scarcely brook. 

Then be we. eactit and all, forgiven ! 
Thou. cl9iefly<hou. my Sister dear. . 
Whose pciiigs are registered in heaven — 
The stifled sigh, the hidden tear. 

And smiles, that dared take their 
^ place#* ^ 

.Meek filial sn^iles. upon thy face. 

As.that unhallowed Banner grew 
Beneath a loving old Man'»view. 

Thy part is done — thy painful part ; 

Be thou then satisfied in heart ! 

A further, though far q^sier, task 
Than thine hath been, my duties ask;* 
With theirs my efforts cannot blend. 

I cannot for such cause contend ; 

Their aims I utterly forswear ; ^ 

But I in body will be there. ^ ^ 

Unarmed and naked will I go. 

Be at their side, come weal or woe : 

On kiiro ocCc'isions I may wait, 

See, hear, obstruct, or mitigallt. 

Bare breast 1 *take and an empty 
^ hand .” — \ ^ 

Therewitfi he lhr«w away lancc, 
Which he had grasped h^that strong 
trance ; ^ ^ 

Spurned k. like something that would 
stand 

Between him and the pure intent - 
^Of love oQ which his soul was bent. 

“ For thee, for thee, is left the sense 
Of trial past without offence 
To God or man ; such innocence. 

Such consolation, and the excess 
Of an unmerited distress ; 

In that thy very strength must lie. 

— O Sister, 1 could prophesy ! 

The time is come that rings the knell 
Of all we loved, and loved so well : 

Hope nothing, if 1 thus may speak 
To thee, a woman, and thence weak : 
Hope nothing. I repeat ; for we 
.Are doomed to perish utterly : 

'Tis meet that thou with me divide 
T||te thought while I am by thy side, 
Acknowledging a grace in this, 

; A comfort in the dark abyss. 

' But look not for me when 1 am gone, 
And be no farther wrought Upon : 
Farewell all wishes, all debate, 

' \11 prayers for this cause, or for that ! « 
^eep, if that aid thee ; but depen<i 
Upon nc^ help of outward friend ; * 
Espouse thy dobm at once, and cleave 
To fortitude without reprieve. 

For we must fall, both we and ours — 
This Mansion atidnhcse pleasant bowers. 

^ Sse the old ballad, — " Rising ol the 

Noctlu'' • ^ 


Walks, pools; and arbours, homestead, 
hall— 

Ouf fate is theirs, will reach thefh all : 
The young horse must forsake his man- 
ger. 

And learn to glory in a. Stranger ; 

The hawk forget his perch ; the hound 
Be parted from his ancient ground : 

The blast will sweep us all away— 

One desolation, one decay 1 
^nd even this Creature : ” which words 
saying. 

He pointed to a lovely Hoe, 

A £eW|Steps distant, feeding, straying ; 
Fair creature, and more white than, 
snow ! 

” Even she will to her peaceful wotids 
Return, and to her murmuring floods, 
^And be in heart and soul the same 
She was before she hither came : 

Ere she had learned to love 11 s all. 
Herself beloved in Rylslone-hall. 

— But thou, luy Sister, doomed to be 
The last leaf on a blasted tree ; 

If not in vain we breathed the breath 
! Together of a purer faith ; 

If hand in hand wo have been led. 

And thou, (O happy thought this day !) 
Not seldom foremost in the way ; 

If oil oiie thought our minds have fed. 
And we hax’o in one moaning read ; . 

If, when at home our private weal 
Hath suffered from the shock ot zeal, 
Together we have learned to prize 
Forbearance and self-sacrifice ; 

If we like combatants have fared. 

And for this issue been ]>reparcd ; 

If thou art beautiful, and youth 
And thought endue thee with all truth — 
Be strong ; — be worthy of the grace 
Of God, and fill thy destined place : 

A Soul, by force of sorrows high. 

Uplifted to the purest sky 
Of undisturbed humanity ! ” 

He ended, — or she heard no more } 

He led her from the yew-tree shade. 

And at the mansion’s silent door. 

He kissed the consecrated Maid ; 

And down the valley then pursued. 

.Alone, the armed Multitude. 

CAMTO THIKD 

LNow joy for you who from the towers 
Df Brancepeth look in doubt and fear, 
filing melancholy hours ! 

Iroclaim it, let your Masters bear 
That Norton with his band is near ! 

The watchmen from their station high 
Pronounced the word, — and the Earls 
descry. 

Well-i>leased, the armed Company 
Marcning down the banks of Were. 
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Said fearless Norton to the pair 
Gone to greet him on the plain — 
This weting, noble Lords ! looks fair. 

I bring with me a goodly train : 

Their hearts are with you : hill and dale 
Have helped usir Ure we crossed, and 
Swale. 

And horse and harness followed — see 
The best part of their Yeomanry ! 

— Stand forth, my Sons ' — these eight 
^ are mine. ^ 

Whom to this service I commend ; 

Which way soe’er our fate incline. 

These will be faithful to the end : < 

They are my all” — voice failed him 
here — 

** My all save one, a Daughter dear ! 
Whom I have left. Love’s mildest birth. 
The meekest Child on this blessed earth. 1 
I had — but these are by my side. 

These Eight, and this is a day of pride l 
The time is ripe. With festive din 
Lo ! how the people are flocking in, — 
Like hungry fowl to the feeder’s hand 
When snow lies heavy upon the land.” 

He spake bare truth ; for far and near 
From every side came noisy swarms 
Of Peasants in their homely gear ; 

And, mixed with these, to Rrafticepcth 
came 

Grave Gentry of estate and name. 

And Captains known for worth m arms ; 
.And prayed the Earls in self-defence 
To rise, and prove their innocence. — 

“ Rise, noble Earls, put forth your might 
Fur holv Church, and the People's 
right ! ” 

The Norton fixed, at this demand. 

His eye upon Northumberland, 

And said ; The Minds of Men will own 
No loyal rest while England's Crown 
Remains without an Heir, the bait . 

Of strife and factions desperate ; , 

Who, paying deadly hate, in kind 
Through all things else, in this can find 
A mutual hope, a common mind ; 

And plot, and pant to overwhelm 
All ancient honour in the realm. 

^Brave Earls ! to whose heroic veins 
Our noblest blood is given in trust, 

To you a suffering State complain.s, 
vAnd ye must raise her from the dust. 
With wishes of still bolder scope 
On you we look, with dearest hope j ^ 
Even for our Altars— for the prize g 
In Heaven, of life that never dies ; 

For the old and holy Church we mourn. 
And must in joy to her return. 

Behold ! and from his Son whose 
stand 

'Was on his riglit, from that guardian 
hand 


He took the Banner, and unfurled 
The precious folds — behold.” said he. 

“ The ransom of a sin|ul world ; 

Let this your preservation be ; 

The wounds of hands and •feet And side. , 
And the sacred Cross on which J eaus • 
died • 

— This bring l^from an ancient hearth. 
These IJecords wrought in pledge of k)ve 
By hands of no ignoble birto. 

A'Maid o’er whom the blessed Dove 
Vouchsafed in gentleness to brood 
While she the holy work pursued.” 

” Uplift the Standard ! ” was the' cry 
From all the list^^ers that stood rouni 
“iPlant it, — by this we live or die.” 

The Norton ceased not for that sound. 

But said ; ” The prayer which ye have 
hej^rd, 

MiLcb injured P 2 arls ! by these preferred. 
Is rmered to the Saints, the sigh 
Of tens of thousands, secretly. 

” Uplift it! ” cried once more the^Band, 
And thciwti thoughtful pause ensued : 

“ Nplift it ! ” said Northumberland — 
Wlifirc^at, fr|)m all the multitude 
Wlio saw the J^anner raared fcn*nigh 
111 all its drdad emblazonry, 

A vajc(^( iitffirniost ^oy brake out : 

The transport was lolled dowai the river 
of Were, ^ 

And Durham, the time-honoured Dur- 
ham, did hoar. 

And the towers of St. Cuthbert were’' 
stirred by tlie shout ! 

Now was the North in arms : — they 
shine 

In w'ar-like trim from Tweed to Tyne, 

At Percy’s voice : and Neville sees 
His Followers gathering in from Tees* 
From Were, and all the little riUs 
Concealed among the forked hills — 
Seven hundred Knights, Retainers all 
Of Neville, at their Master's call 
Had sate together in Rab}' Hall ! 

Such strength that Earldom held of yore : * 
Nor wanted at this tune rich store 
Of well-appointed chivalry. 

— Not loth the sleepy lance to wield. 

And greet the old paternal shield, 
They'heard the summons ; — and. further- 
more, 

iHorsemeii and Foot of each degree, 
f/nbound by pledge pf fealty. 

AppAii^d, with free and ^en hate 
Of novelties in Church anid State ; 

Knight, burgher, yeoman, and esquire 4 
And Romish priest, 4 n priest’s attire.. . 
And thus, in arms, a zealous Band 
Proceeding under joint command, ^ 

To Durham tot their course they 9 
And in Saipt Cutbbert's ancient s$at 
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Sang mass, — and tore the book of While, like a tutelary Power, 

* prayer, — • He there stands fixed from hour to hour ; 

And trod the bible beneath their feet. sometimes in more humble guise. 

Upon the turf-clad height he lies 

ThenCe matching southward smooth Stretched, herdsman-like, as if to bask 
and free • In sunshine were his only task, 

“They mustered their host at Wetherby. Or bv his mantle’s help to find 
Full sixteen thousand fair to see ; t A shelter from the nipping wind : 

Thr Choicest Warriors of the North ! And thus, with short oblivion blest. 

But none for beauty and fur worth His weary spirits gather rest. 

Like those eight Sons — wlio, in a ring. ^gain he lifts his eyes ; and loA 
(Ripe men, or blooming i« life’s spring) The pageant glancing to and fro ; 

Each with a lance, erect and tall. And hope is wakened bv the sight, 

A falchion, and a buckler small. He tlience may learn, ere fall of night, 

htood by their Sire, Cliftord-moor, Which wav the tide is doomed to flow. 

To guard the Standard which he bori^ 

On foot they girt their father round ; To London were the Chieftains bent ; 
And so will keep the appointed ground But what avails the bold intent ? 
Where’er their march : no stcwl will hc^ A Royal army is gone forth 
Henceforth bestride ; — triumplfaiilJ?# To ^Ju^‘ll the kisiMO op the North j 

He stands upon the grassy sod, •’ They march with Dudley at their head, 
Tru.1^jg himself to the earth, and Oud. And, iu seven days’ space, will to York 
Rare^ght to embolden and inspire ! be led ! — 

Proud was the field of Sons md Sire ; Can such a mighty Host be raised 
Of him the most ; and, sooth to say# Thus suddenly, and brought so near ? 

shape of ipau in all the array % The Karls upon each other gazed. 

So gract’d^he si*nshine of tnat da}'. And Neville’s cheek grew' pale with fear ; 
Tl^ monumental pomp c^Sgc For, with .1 high and valiant name. 

Was with this godflly nei^nagpi ; He bore a heart of timid frame ; 

A stature undepressM in size. And bold it both had been, yet they 

Unbent, %vhich rather seemed to rise, “ Against so many may not stay.” * 

In open victory o'er the weight Back therefore will they hie to seize 

Of seventy rears, to loftier height j A strong Hold on the hanks of Tees ; 

Magnific limbs of withered state ; There wait a favourable hour, 

A face to fear and venerate ; I’ntil Lord Dacre wilh his powxT 

Eyes dark and strong ; and on his head From Naw’orth come ; and Howard’s aid 
Bright locks of silver hair, thick spread. Be with them openly displayed. 

Which a brown morion half-concealed. 

Light as a hunter’s of the field ; While through the Host, from man to 

And thus, with girdle round his waist, man. 

Whereon the Banner-staff might rest A rumour of this purpose ran, 

At need, he stood, advancing high The Standard trusting to the care 

The glittering, floating pageantry. Of him who heretofore did bear 

That charge, impatient Norton sought 

Who sees him ? — thousands see, and The Chieftains to unfold his thought. 
One * And thus abruptly spake ; — ” We yield 

With unparticipated gaze j (And can it be ?) an imfought field 1 — 

Who, ’mong those thousands, friend hath How oft has strength, the strength of 
■ none, heaven, 

' And treads in solitary ways. Tc few triumphantly been given ! 

He, following wheresoe’er he might. Still do our very children boast ' 

Hath watched the Baniier from afar, § Of mitred Thurston — what a Host 
As shepherds watch a lonely star. He conquered I — Saw we not the Plain 

Or mariners the distant light (And flying shall behold again) 

.That guides them through a stormy Where faith was proved ?— while to 
night. • • • battle moved 

And now, upon a chosen plot ■ ^hc Standard, on the Sacred Wain 

Of rising ground, yon heathy spot ! That bore it, compassed round by a bold 

He takes alone hi^ar-o£f stand. Fraternity of Barons old ; 

With breast unmalled,unweaponed hand. And with those grey-haired champions 
Bold is his aspedt ; but his eye stood. 

Is prenoant with anxiety. Under the saintly ensigns three, 

1 From the old ba)|r4* ' ^ From the old ballad. * 
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The infaot Heir of Mowbray^s blood — 
All conddept of victory I — 

Shall Percy blush, then, for his name ? 
Must Westmoreland be asked with shame 
Whose were the numbers, where the loss. 

; In that other dav of Neville’s Cross ? 
When the Prior oix)ur ham with hol> hand 
Raised, as the Vision gave command. 
Saint Cuthbert’s Relic — far and near 
' Kenned on the point of a lofty spear : 

. While the Monks prayed in Maiden'^ 
Bower 

To God descending in his power. 
r'Lcss would not at our need be due, 

■ To us, who war against the Untrue : — 

' The delegates of Heaven we rise, 
'Convoked the impious to chastise ; 

' £ We, we, the sanctities of old 
' ‘ Would i;e-establisli and uphold : 

Be warned ” — His zeal the Chiefs con- 
founded. 

But word was given, and the trumpet 
sounded : 

■ Back through the melancholy Host 
Went Norton, and resumed his post. 

Alas \ thought he, and have 1 borne 
This Banner raised with joyful pride. 
This hope of all posterity. 

By those dread symbols sanctified ; 

- Thus to become at once the scorn 
‘Of babbling winds as they go by, 

• A spot of shame to the sun’s bright ej^e. 
To the light clouds a mockery ! 

- Even these poor eight of ‘mine would 
stem ’* 

■ Half to himself, and half to them 

He spake — “ would stem, or quell, a force 
Ten times their number, man and horse ; 
This by their own unaided might. 
Without their father in their sight. 
Without the Cause for which they fight ; 
A Cause, which on a needful day 
Would breed us thousands brave .^s 
they.” 

— So speaking, he his reverend head 
Raised toward that Imagery once more : 
But the familiar prospect shed 
Oespondency unfelt before : 

' A shock of intimations vain, 
bismay, and superstitious pain, 

:|^ell on him, with the sudden thought 
QUher by whom the work was wrouglit : — 
'Vh wherefore was her countenance bright 
With love divine and gentle light ? 

. She would not, could not, disobey. 

But her Faith leaned another way. 

Ill tears she wept ; I saw them fall, 

1 overheard her as she spake 
'Sad words to that mute Animal, 

, The AVhite Doe, in the hawthorn brake ; 
steeped, but not for J esu’s sake. 
Cross in tears : by her, and Qpe 
^^HfffWOrthler far we are undone--r 


Her recreant Brother — he prevailed 
I Over that tender Spirit — assailed 
I Too oft alas ! by her whose head 
I In the cold grave hath long been laid : 
She first, in reason's dawnfbegifiled 
Her docile, unsuspecting^Child « 

Far back — far back my mind ifiust go 
To reach the well-spring of this woe ! 

Whil^ thus he brooded, music sweft 
Of border tunes was played to cheer 
The footsteps of a quick retreat ; ' 

But Norton Ifiigered in the rear, [n£sl 
[ Stung with sharp thoughts ; and ere the 
From his distracted brain was cast, • 
Before his Fatheif Francis stood, 

And spake in Ann and earnest mood. 

“ Though here I bend a suppliant knee 
In reverence, and unarmed, I bear 
*In^our ‘Indignant thoughts my share ; 
Arn g/ieved this backward march to see 
So careless and disorderly. 

I scorn your Chiefs — men who woul£ lead. 
And yet ^ant courage at their need : 
Then look^at them witl^iOpen eyes ! 
De^ecye they further s|prilicc ? — 

If — when ths'y shrink, noif daLe^ppdse*' 
In open field^fheir gath&ing foes, 

(And fast, frofu this djecisive day, * 
Yon mifftitude musCnielt away ;) 

If now 1 ask a grace pot claimed 
While ground was left for hope ; un- 
blatned 

Be nn endeavour that can do 
No inpiry to them or you. 

My Father ! 1 would help to find 
A place of shelter, till the rage 
Of cruel men do like the wind 
Exhaust itself and sink to rest ; 

Be Brother now to Brother joined I 
Admit me in the equipage 
Of your misfortunes, that at least, 
Whatever fate remain behind, 

I may bear witness in my breast 
To your nobility of mind ! " 

Thou Enemy, my bane and blight ! 
Oh ! bold to fight the Coward’s fight 
Against all good ” — but why declare. 

At length, the issue of a prayer 
Which love had prompted, yielding scope 
j Too free to one bright moment's hope ? 
Cuffice it that the Son, who strove 
With fruitless effort to allay 
That passion, prudently gave way j 
l9br did he turn aside to prove 
' His B^ol^hers* wisdom or tlieir love — ’ 
But calmly from the spet withdrew | 

His best endeavours renew. 

Should e'er a kindlieittime ensue. 

CANTO FOUkTH 

*Tis xilgbt : in silence looking dovnw 
The Moon, f^opi) clpudless e^bef, feeg" . 
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A Carnn^ and a bplea^ucred Town, 

And Cajtle lixe a stately crown 1 

On the steep rocks of winding Tees ; — 
And southward far, with moor between. 
Hill-top, «nd &>od, and forest green. 

The bright Moon«sees that valley small * 
Where Rylstone’s old sequestered Hall 
A venerable image yields 
Of qmet to the neighbouring fields ; 

Whue from one pillared chimney bf eathes 
The^ smoke, and mounts in silver 
wreaths. , [sleep 

— The courts are hushed : — for timely 
The grey-hounds to their kennel creep ; 
'nie peacock in the broad ash tree 
Aloft is roosted for the ni^ht, • 

He who in proud prosperity 
Of cq)oiirs manifold and bright 
Walked round, affronting the daylight ; 
And higher still, above the boweP M 
Where he is perched, from yon lone Tcflvcr 
The hall -clock in the clear moonshine 
With glittering finger points at nine. 

^ Ah ! who could ^hink that sadness here 
H^th any sway,? tr pain, or hsar ? % 

A soft and RiUingaSound is Jieard 
Of streams inaudible by day f 
The garden pool’s ddrk surfdbe, starred 
By the ni^t insects iA their play. 

Break int^ dimxiles small and bright ; 

A thousand, thousand rings of light 
That shape themselves and disappear 
Almost as soon as seen : — and lo ! 

Not distant far, the milk-white Doe — 
The same who quietly was feeding 
On the green herb, and nothing 
heeding. 

When, Francis, uttering to the Maid 
His last words in the yew-tree shade. 
Involved whate’er by love was brought 
Out of his heart, or crossed liis thought. 
Or chance presented to his eye. 

In one sad sweep of destiny — 

The same fair Creature, who hath found 
Her way into forbidden ground ; 

Where now — within this spacious plot 
pleasure made, a goodly spot. 

With lawns and beds of flowers, and 


shades 

Of trellis-work in long arcades. 

And cirque and crescent framed by wall 
Of dose-dipt foHage green and tall, 
Converging walks, and fountains gay. 
And terraces in trim array — * 

Beneath yon c;^ress*spiring high, • 
With pine and cedar spreading wide 
Their darksome boughs on either side. 

In open moonlight doth she lie ; 

" Happy as others gf her kind, 

. Tbat^ar from human neighbourhood. 
Range unrestricted as the wind, 

Thr<Hl|h pvht or chase, or savgge lyood, 


But see the consecrated Maid 
Emerging from a cedar shade 
To qpen moonshine, where the Doe 
Beneath the cypress-spire is laid 3 
Like a patch of April snow — 

Upon a bed of herbage .green. 

Lingering in a v/oody glade 
Or behind a rocky screen — ’ 

Lonely relic ! which, if seen 
By the shepherd, is passed by 
With an inattentive eye. 
f^r more regard doth She bestow 
Upon the uncomplaining Doe 
Now c)f>uched at ease, though oft this 
day 

Not unperplexed nor free from pain, 
When she had tried, and tried in vain. 
Approaching in her gentle way, 

•To win some look of love, nr gairt 
Encouragement to sport or play s 
Attempts which still the heart-sick Maid 
Rejected, or with slight repaid. 


Yet Emily is soothed ; — the breeze 
Came fraught with kindly sympathies. 
As she approached yon rustic Shed 
Hung with late-ftowering woodbine, 
spread 

Along the walls and overhead. 

The, fragrance of the breathing flowers 
Revived a memory of those hours 
When here, in this remote, alcove, 
(While, from the pendent woodbine came 
Like odours, sweet as if the same) 

A fondly-anxious Mother strove 
To teach her salutary fears 
And mysteries above her years. 

Yes, she is soothed : an Image, faint. 
And yet n(^ faint — a presence bright 
Returns to ner — that blessed Saint 
Who with mild looks and language mild 
Instructed here her darling Child, 

While yet a prattler on the knee. 

To worship in simplicity 

The invisible God, and take for guide 

The faith reformed and purified. 

*Tis flown — the Vision, and the sense 
Of that beguiling influence ; 

“ But oh ! thou Angel from above. 

Mute Spirit of maternal love. 

That stood’ st before my eyes, more clear 
^han ghosts are fabled to appear 
Sent upon embassies of fear ; 

A| thou thy presence hast to me 
Vouchsafed, in radiant ministry 
Descend on Francis ; nor forbear 
To greet him with a voice, and say s— 

* If hope be a rejected stay, 

* Do thou, my Christian Son, beware 

* Of that most lamentable snare, 

* The self-reliance of despair ! ’ ” 

-i. 
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Then from within the embowered 
retreat 

Where she had found a grateful sea/: 
Perturbed she issues. She will go I 
Herself will follow to the war. 

And clasp her Father's knees ; — ah, no ! 
She meets j^he insuperable bar. 

The injunction by her Brother laid j 
His parting charge — ^bul ill obeyed — 
That \xxtcrdicted all debate. 

All prayer for this cause or for that ; r 
All efforts that would turn aside 
’ The headstrong current of their fate : 
duty is to stand and wait ; « 

In resignation to abide 
The shock, and finai.ly securit 
O’er pain and grief a trutmph pure. 
— She feels it, and her pangs are checked. 
But rfow, as silently she* paced u 

The turf, and thought by thought was 
chased, 

Came One who, with sedate respect. 
Approached, and, greeting her, thus 
spake ; 

“ An old man's privilege I take : 

Dark is the time — a woeful day ! 

Dear daughter of aflliction, say 
How can I serve you ? p(»int the way.” 
" 

You with my Father have grown old 
In friendship — strive — for his sake go— 
Turn from us all the coming woe : 

T,his would T beg ; but on my mind 
A passive stillness is enjoined. 

On you, if room for mortal aid 
Be left, is no restriction laid ; 

You not forbidden to recline 
With hope upon the Will divne.” 

” Hope,” said the old Man, ** must 
abide 

With all of us, wnate'er betide. 

In Craven’s Wilds is many a den, * 

H'o shelter persecuted men : 

Far under ^ound is many a cave. 

Where they might lie as in the grave, 
Until this storm hath ceased to rave: 
Or let them cross the River Tweed, 
And be at once from peril freed 1 ” 

*• Ah tempt me not I ” she falntlj^ 
sighed ; 

” I will not counsel nor exhort, * 

With my condition satisfied ; 

But you, at least, may make report { 
Of what befalls ; — be this your task — 
This may be done ; — 'tis all I ask ! ” 

She spake — and from the Lady's sight 
The Sire, unconscious of his age. 
Departed promptly as a Page 
Bound on some errand of flight. 


— The noble Francis — wise as brave, 
Thought he, may want not skill to save. 
With hopes in tenderness concealed, 
Unarmed he followed to the field ; 

,,Hiin will I seek : the insu»gent*Powera 
Are now besieging Barnard's, Towers, — 
” Grant that the Moon which chines this 
night 

May gpide them in a prudent flight iV 

But quick the turns of chance and 
change. < 

And knowk^ge has a narrow range r 
Whence idle fears, and needless pain. 
And wishes blind, and efforts vain. — *- 
The Moon may s'aiiie, but cannot be 
Their guide in flight — already she 
Hath witnessed their captivity. 

She saw the desperate assault *' 
l^pon fiiat hostile castle made ; — 

Buf dark and dismal is the vault 
Where Norton and his sons are laid ! 
Disastrous issue ! — he had said g 
This yon faithless Towers must 

t yield, » 

Or^tVe for ever quit the field. 

— Neville fe utterly d^m'ayefiS,.*' * 

For prr>mi»£*'fails of Howard's aid 9 
And llvcreite our call replies ' 

That ne is unprepared to rise. 

My heart is sick ; — this weary pause 
Must needs be fatal to our cause. 

The breach is open — on the wall, 

This night, the Banner shall be planted I 
— 'Twas done : his Son.s were with him — 
ail : [daunted 

They belt him round with hearts un- 
And others follow ; — Sire and Son 
Leap down into the court ; — ” *Tis 
won ” — 

They shout aloud — ^but Heaven decreed 
That with their joyful shout should close 
The triumph of a desperate deed 
Which struck with terror friends and foes 1 
The friend shrinks back- — the foe recoils 
From Norton and his filial band ; 

But tliey, now caught within the toils. 
Against a thousand cannot stand 
The foe from numbers courage drew. 
And overpowered that gallant few. 

** A rescue for the Stan&rd 1 ” cried 
The Father from within the walls ; . 
But, see, the sacred Standard, falls ! — 
Confusion through the Camp spread 
‘ wide ; 

Some fled j and somb their fean detalited : 
But ere pie Moon had sunk to rest 
In her pale chambers of the west* 

Of that rash levy nought remaiaed. 

CANTO fIfth li, 

High on a point of rugged ground 
Among the wastes of Rylstone FiB 
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Above the loftiest ridge or mound 
Where foresters or shepherds dwell. 

An edihoe of warlike frame 
Stands single — ^Norton Tower its name — 
It fronts ml quarters, and looks round , 
O'er path«and road, and plain and dell. 
Dark mobr, and gleam of pool and 
stream 

Upen a prospect without bound^ 

summit of this bold ascent — 
Though bleak and bare, and seldom free 
As Pendle-hill or Pennygent 
From wind, or frost, or vapours wet — 
ft ad often heard the sound of glee 
When there the youthrtil Nortons’ met^ 
To practise games and archery : 

Hoi% proud and happy they ! the crowd 
Of Lookers-on how pleased and proud ’ 
And from the scorching noon-tfde siy. 
From showers, or when the prize •was 
won. 

They fb the Tower withdrew, and there 
Would mirth run round, witl?^geiierous 
fare ; • , 

the stern pld»Lord of Kylstone^fiall, 
Was haf>pifst, proudest, of fhem all ! < 

* ■ 

Bbt now, liis Child* vv^ith ^igiush pale. 
Upon the height wal^s to and f^?^; 

*Tis well ♦hat she hath heard the talc. 
Received the bitterness of woe ; 

For she had hoped, and hoped and feared, 
» Such rights did feeble nature claim : 
And oft her steps had hither steered. 
Though not unconscious of self-blame ; 
For she her brother’s chai'ge revered. 

His farewell words ; and by the same, * 
Yea by her brother’s very name. 

Had, in her solitude, been cheered. 

Beside the lonely watch-tower stood 
That grey-haired Man of gentle blood. 
Who with her Father had grown old 
In friendship ; rival hunters they. 

And fellow warriors in their day ; 

To Rylstone he the tidings brought ; 
IThen on this height the Maid had 
A • sought, 

And, gently as he could, had told 
The end of that dire Tragedy, 

Which it had been his lot to see. 

I 

To him the Lady turned ; " You said 
That Francis lives, ke is not dead ? 

Your noble brother 
spared ; 

> To take his life they have not dared ; 
On him and on bis high endeavour 
The liaht of praise shall shine for ever 1 
No* did he (such Heaven’s will) in vain 
His solitary course maintain ; 

Not vainly struggted in the might 
Of duty, seeing with clear sight ; 


He was their comfort to the last. 

Their joy till every pang was past. 

• 

I witnessed when to York they came — 
What, Lady, if their feet were tied ; 
They might deserve a good Man’s blame ; 
But marks of infamy and shame — 

These were their triumph, these their 
pride ; 

Nor wanted 'mid the pressing crowd 
l^eep feeling, that found uttera^e loud, 
* Lo, Francis comes,’ there were who 
cried. 

‘ A Prisoner once, but now set free I 
’Tis well, for he the worst defied 
Through force of natural piety ; 

He rose not in this quarrel, he. 

For concord’s sake and England's good, 
jsSiiit lo his Brothers often made 
With tears, and of his Father prayed — 
And when he had in vain withstood 
Their purpose —then did he divide. 

He parted from them ; but at their side 
Now walks ill unanimity. 

Then peace to cruelty and scorn. 

While to the prison they are borne. 
Peace, peace to all indignity ! ’ 

And so in Prison were they laid — 

Oh hear me, hear me, gentle Maid. 

For I am come with power to bless, 

By scattering gleams, through your dis- 
tress. 

Of a redeeming happiness. 

Me did a reverent pity move 
And privilege of ancient love ; 

And, in your service, making bold. 
Entrance 1 gained to that strong-hold. 

Your Father gave me cordial greeting ; 
But to his purposes, that burned 
Within him, instantly returned : 

He was commanding and entreating. 
Aijd said — ' We need not stop, my Son 1 
Thoughts press, and time is hurrying 
on * — 

And so to Francis he renewed 
His words, more calmly thus pursued. 

' Might this our enterprise have sped, 
Change wide and deep the Land had 
seen, 

A renovation from the dead, 

^ - 1 A spring-tide of immortal CTcen : 
hath^ been* The darksome altars would have blazed 
TiLike sf;irs when clouds are rolled away ; 
Salvation to all eyes that gazed. 

Once more the Rood had been upraised 
To spread its arms, and stand for aye. 
Then, then — had I survived to sec 
New life in Bolton Priory ; 

The voice restored, the eye of Truth 
^Re-opened that inspired my youth; , 

- A ■ ■ 
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To see her in her pomp atthyed — 

This Banner (for such vow 1 made) 
Should on the consecrated breast , 

Of that same Temple have found rest : 

1 would myself have hung it high, 

. Fit offering of gl^d victory ! 

^ shadow of such thought remains 
To cheer this sad and pensive time ; 

A solemn fancy yet sustains 
One feeble Being — bids me climb 
Even to^e last — one elTort more 
To attest my Faith, if not restore. 

Hear then,* said he, ‘ while 1 impart. 
- My Son, the last wish of niy heart. 

The Banner strive thou to regain ; 

.^nd, if the endeavour prove not vain, 

■ Bear it — to whom if not to thee 

Shall I this lonely thought consign ? — 
Bear it to Bolton Priory, 

And lay it on Saint Mary’s shrine ; 

To wither in the sun and l)rceze 
*Mid those decaying sanctities. 

There let at least the gift bo laid. 

The testimony there displayed ; 

Bold proof that with no selfish aim. 

But for lost F'ailh and Christ’s dear name. 

1 helmeted a brow though white, i 

And took a place in all men’s sight ; 

Yea offered up this noble Brood. 

This fair unnv ailed Brotherhood, 

And turned awav from thee, my Son ! 
And loft — but be the rest unsaid, 

< The name untouched, the tear unshed ; — 

>, My wish is‘ known, and I have done ; 

" Now promise, grant this one request. 
This dying prayer, and be thou blest ! * 


Inspiring universal awe, 

•He took it from the soldier’s hand ; ' 
And all the people that stood round 
Confirmed the deed in peace profound. 

— High transport did the Fath^ shed 
Upon his Son — and they were>ledh 
Led on, and yielded up their 'br^th ; 
Together died, a happy death ! — 

But Francis, soon as he had braved • 
That insult, and the Banner saved, ' 
Athwart the unresisting tide ^ 

Of the spectators occupied « 

In admiration or dismay. 

Bore instantly his Charge away.** 

-These things, which thus had in Ihc 
sight 

And hearing passed of Him who stood 
, With Emily, on the Watch-tower height, 
Iig Kylstone’s woeful neighbourhood, 

He fold ; and oftentimes with voice 
Of power to comfort or rejoice ; 

F'or deepest sorrows that aspire. 

Go high, BO transport ever higher. 

** Yes — God is rich in ii.arcy,” said 
Then^'ld Man to the sile-nt Maid, 

** Yet. Lady .'^shines, through tins black 
night, 

One of !tspect hV^avenly bright ; 
Your Brother livcs-=-he lives — ^^is come 
Perhaps already to his home ; ' 

Then let us leave this dreary place." 

She yielded, and with gentle pace. 
Though without one uplifted look, 

To Kylstoiie-hall her way she took. 

I CANTO SIXTH 


' Then Francis answered — ‘ Trust thy 
Son, 

For, with God’s will, it shall be done ! ’ — 

The pledge obtained, the solemn word 
•Thus scarcely given, a noise was hei-^d. 
And officers appeared in state 
To lead the prisoners to their fate. 

They rose, oh ! wherefore should I fear 
To tell, or. Lady, you to hear ? 

^hey rose — embraces none were given — 
'^hey stood like trees when earth and 
heaven' 

Are calm ; they knew each other’s worth, 
And reverently the Band went forth. 


Why comes not Francis ? — From the 
doleful City 

He. fled, — and, in his flight, could hear 
The death-sounds of the Minster-bell : 
That sullen stroke pronounced farewell 
To Marmadukc, cut off from pity ! 

To Ambrose that ! and then a knell 
For him, the sweet half-opened Flower ! 
F'or all — all dying in one hour ! 

— Whv comes not Francis ? Thoughts 
of love 

Should bear him to his Sister dear 
With the fleet motion of a dove ; 

Yea, like a heavenly messenger 

speediest wing, should he appear. 


They met, when they had reached the , W’hy comes he not ? — for westward 


door, 

One wdth profane and harsh intent 
Placed there — that he might go before 
And, with that rueful Banner borne 
Aloft in sign of taunting scorn. 
Conduct them to their punishment : 
So cruel Sussex, unrestrained 
^ Jiumrt-n feeling, bad ordained. 
i unhappy Banner Francis saw, 
it with a look of calm command 


^ fast 

AilDng the plain of York he past ; , 

I ^teckltes of what impels dt. leads, 

■ Unchecl&d he hurries or. ; — nor heeds 
The sorrow, through the Villages, 
Spread by triumphant cruelties 
Of vengeful military force, 

And punishment without remorse. ' 

He marked not, heard not, as he fled; 
^1 but the suffering heart was dead 




Foe him abandoned to blank awe. 

To vacancy, and horror strong : 

And the first object which he saw. 

With con9dou»sight, as he swept along — 
It was the^annw in his hand ! 

He f^t-^atnd made a sudden stand. 

He looked about like one betrayed : 
WJiftt^^ath he done ? what n^omisc 
madeJj^; 

Oh Veak, weak moment 1 to what end 
Can such a vain oblation tefld. 

And he the Bearer ? — Can he go 
Oorrying this instrument of woe. 

And find, find any where, a right 
To excuse him in his Country’s sight f 
No ; will not all men deem the change 
A dow'nward course, perverse and 
strange ? • [she. 

Here is it ; — but how ? when ? risust 
The imoffcndtng Emily. 

Again ^is piteous object see ? 

Such conflict long did he mawtain. 
Nor libert V' nor rflst could gain : • 

His own^Ufe inV5 danger broij^ht % 

By this sadiburdeii — even t^iat thought. 
Exciting self -suspicion stroifig 
Swayed the brave nfan to h18 wnang. 

And how-;punles5 it ^cre the sense 
,Of all- disposing Providence, 

Its will unquestionably shown: — 

JBow has the Banner clung so fast 
*ro a palsied, and unconscious hand ; 
Clung to the hand to which it passed 
Without impediment ? And why 
But that Heaven’s purpose might be 
known 

Doth now no hindrance meet his eye. 

No intervention, to withstand 
I^ilfilment of a Father’s prayer 
Breathed to a Son forgiven, and blest 
When all resentmehts were at rest. 

And life in death laid the heart bare ? — 
■'Then, like a spectre sweeping by, 
Jtushed through his mind the prophecy 
Of utter desolation made 

Emily in the^^ew-tree shade : 
'Bwjsighed, submitting will and power 
' To .the stern embrace of that grasping 
hour. 

" No 'choice is left, the deed is mine — 
Dehd are they, dead !— ^and I will go. 
And, for their sakes, come weal or woe, 
WU| lay the Relic on the shrine.” • 

f ‘ • • • 

So forward with a steady will * 

He went, and traversed plain and hill ; 
And up the vale of Wharf his way 
Pursue(|«s — and, at the dawn of day. 
Attained a summit whence his eyes 
' Could see the Tower of Bolton rise. 

Francis for a moment’s space 
. hark l a noise behind • 


Of horsemen at an ea^er pace ! 

He heard, and with mfigiviug mind. 

— ’Tis Sir George Bowes who leads the 
Band : 

They come, by cruel Su^ex sent ; 

Who, when the Nortons from the hand 
Of death had drunk their punishment. 
Bethought him, angry and ashamed. 

How Francis, with the Banner claimed 
As his own charge, had disappefted, 
hV all the standers-by revered. 

His whole bold carriage (which - had 
q^plled 

Thus far the Opposer, and repelled 
All censure, enterprise so bright 
That eVen bad men had vainly striven 
Against that overcoming light) 

^Was then reviewed, and prompt word , 
given. 

That to what place soever fled 
He should be seized, alive or dead. 

The troop of horse have gained the ' 
height 

Where Francis stood in open sight. 

They hem him round — ” Behold the' 
proof.” 

They cried. ”the Ensign in his hand ! 

Na did not arm. he walked aloof ! 

For why ? — to save his Father’s land 
Worst Traitor of them all is he, 

A Traitor dark and cowardly I ” 

” I am no Traitor,” Francis said, 

” Though this unhappy freight 1 bear i - 
And must not part with. But beware 
Err not, by hasty zeal misled. 

Nor do a suffering Spirit wrong. 

Whose self-reproaches are too strong ! ” > 
At this he from the beaten road 
Retreated towards a brake of thorn. 

That like a place of vantage showed ; 

And there stood bravely, though forlorn. " 
In s»elf -defence with warlike brow 
He stood, — nor weaponless was now ; 

He from a Soldier's hand had snatched .• ^ 
A spear, — and, so protected, watched 
The Assailants, turning round and'; 
round ; 

But from behind with treacherous 
^ wound 

A Spearman brought him to the ground. . 
The guardian lauce, as Francis fell, 
^Dropped from him ; but his other hand 

V e Banner clenched ; till, from out : 
the Band, 

One, the most eager for the prize. 

Rushed in ; and — while, O grief to tell I - 
A glimmering sense still Teft, with cyes^- 
Unclosed the noble Francis lay — 

Seized it. as hunters seize their prey i 
But not before the. warm life-blood 
,Hjad tinged more deeply, as it flowed. 
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The wQunds the broidered Banucr 
showed. 

Thy fatal work, O Maiden, innocent 
as good I 

p 

Woudly the Horsemen bore ay 
The Standard ; and w'hcre Francis lay 
There was he left alone, unwept, 

. , And for two days unnoticed slept. 

For at that time bewildering fear i 
Possessed the country, far and near ; 

But, on the third day. passing by 
One of the Norton Tenantry * 
Espied the uncovered Corse ; the Man 
Shrunk as he recognised the face, 

' And to the nearest hoinestead!^ ran 
• And called the jicoplc to the place. 

^ ' —How desolate is Rylslonc-liall ! ' 

'T'his was the instant thought of all ; 

, And if the lonely Lady there 

Should be ; to her they cannot bear 
This weight of anguish and despair. 

So. when upon sad thoughts had prest 
llioughts sadder still, they deemed it 
best 

That, if»the Priest should yield assent 
And no one hiiiclcr their intent, 

' Then, they, for Christian pity’s sake. 

In holy ground a grave would nuike ; 
And straightway buried he should be 
In the Church'Vard of the Priory. 

Apart, some little space, was made 
The grave where Francis iimst be laid. 

In no confusion or neglect 

This did they, — but in pure respect 

That he was born of gentle blood ; 

Arid that there was no neighbourhood 
Of kindred for him in that ground : 

So to the Church-yard they are bound. 
Bearing the body on a bier ; , 

And psalms they ling — a holy sound 
That hill and vale with sadness hear: 

But Kmily hath raised her head, 

. And is again disquieted ; 

She must behold ! — so many gone. 
Where is the solitary One ? 

' .And forth from Rylstonc-hall stepped 
f she, — 

' To seek her Brother forth she went. 

And tremblingly her course she bent 
Tpward Bolton’s ruined Priory. 

She comes, and in the vale hath heard f 
' /the funeral dirge ; — she sees the knot 
Of people, sees them in one spot — 

And darting like a wounded bird 
, ’ She reached the grave, and with her 
^ breast 

Upon the groiind received the rest, — 
fhe consummation, the whole ruth 
I sorrow of this final truth J 


CAVTD sevicNTtt 

poms there ate 

That touch ouch other to, the quick — in modK 
.Wluch the gross world no seiise''hath to pw ceive, 
No soul to dream of." ^ 

Thou Spirit, whose angelic hand 
Was to the harp a strong command. 

Called *he submissive strings to WOK'-' . 

In glory for this Maiden's sajfg. 

Say, Spirit ! whither hath sh^ed 
Tn hide her {loor alllicted head ? ^ . 

What mighty forest in its gloom 
Enfolds her ? — is a rifted tomb < 
Within the wilderness her scat ? 

Some island which the wild waves 
beat- -- 

Is that the Sufferer's last retreat?'^ 

CV som . aspiring rock, that shrouds 
Its 3 perilous front in mists and clouds r 
High -climbing rock, low sunless dale. 

Sea, desert, what do these avail '/ 

Oh take her anguish and her fears 
Into a deep recess of y^ars ! 

'1*15 done. ; — despoilttm/i desolation . 

O’er Rvlstoiie’s fair domain have blown j 
Pools, terraces, and walks arc sown 
With w.a:ds*rthe bowers are overthrown, 
Or have given wayHo slow mutation, 
While, in their ancient habitation 
The Norton name hath been unknown. 

The lordly Mansion of its pride 
Is stripped ; the ravage hath spread 
W’ide 

I'hrough park and field, a perishing 
That mocks the gladness of the Spring . 
And, with this silent gloom agreeing, 
Appears a joyless human Being, 

Of aspect such as if the Waste 
Were under her dominion placed. " ^ ■ 
Upon a primrose bai^, her thtone 
Ot quietness, she sits alone ; 

Among the ruins of a Wood, 

Ercw'hile a covert bright and green. 

And where full many a brave tree stOdtL 
That used to Spread Its boughs, ana 
ring 

With the sweet bird's carolling. 

Behold her, like a virgin Queen, 
Neglecting -in imperial state 
•j These outward images of fate. 

And carrying inward a serene 
And perfect sway, through many a 
thought 

Of cnance and change, that hath been ^ 
brought 

To the siibjection of a holy, . ^ ' 

Though stern and rigorous, tnel&* 
choly ! f 

The like authority, with gracie 
Of awfulness, is in her face, — 

There hath she fixed it ; yet it seems 
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That face, which cannot lose the gleams; 
Lose utterly the tender gleams', 

Of gentleness and' meek delight. 

And lovlhg-kmdness ever bright : 

Such is her sovereign mien :-~her dress 
(A vest wtth woollen cincture tied, 

A hood of mountain<wool undyed) 

Is Igaxnelv. — fashioned to express^ 
;^Wandering Pilgrim’s humbleness. 

And she hath wandered, long and far. 
Beneath the light of sun anu star : 

Hath roamed in trouble and m grief, 
Briven forward like a withered leaf. 

Yea like a ship at raitdozu blown ^ 
To distant places and unknown. 

But now she dares to seek a liavm 
Aindlig her native wilds of Craven ; 

Hath seen again her Father's ro#l, $ 
And put her fortitude to proof ; • 

I'he mighty son'ow hath been borne. 
And s1j% is thoroughly forlorn : 

Her soul doth in itself stand fast. 
Sustained by mciVLory of tlic pa^ ^ 
And strength of l^'asou ; held u1jov% 

'PWe iufinimiiips^orniortal ; 
Undaunted, lofty, calm. anCUstablc, 
.Andfawfully impenatrable. .j» ^ 

And so;|-beneath a^mouldered tree, 

A self-surviving leafless oak 
By unregarded age from stroke 
Of ravage savted — sate limily. 

There did she rest, with head reclined. 
Herself most like a stately flower, 

(Such have I seen) whom chance of 
birth 

Hath separated from its kind. 

To live and die in a shady bower. 

Single qA the gladsome earth. 

'S^'When, with a noise like distant 
r thunder, 

A troop of deer came sweeping by ; 

And, suddenly, behold a wonder ! 

For One, among those rushing deer, 

. A single One, in mid career 
,H^h stopped, and fixed her large full 
' ■'Jjeye' 

C^on the Lady Emily ; 

A Doe most beautiful, dear -white, 

A radiant creature, silver-bright ! 

Thii3 checked, a little while it stayed ; 
A little thoughtful pause it' made i 
And |:hen ad^2P^sp4 with stealth-likel 
pace, . • 

Dreyvr softly near her. and more near — 
Looked round — but saw no cause for 

fear ; ‘ ' 

So to feet the Creature came. 

^And fhld Its head upon her knee. 

And looked into the Rady's face, 

'A look ol pure bepignlf y. 


It is, though]^ Bniily, the same, ^ . 

The very Doe of other years ! — 

The pleading look the Lady viewed. 

And, by her gushing thqngbts subdued. 
She melted into tears—* 

A flood of tears, that flowed apace. 
Upon the happy Creature’s face. 

Oh, moment ever blest ! O Pair 
Beloved of Heaven, Heaven’s chosen 
care. 

This was for von a precious greeting s 
And ruay it i)rove a fruitful meeting ! 
Joinca arc they, and the sylvan Doe 
Can she dcp.art ? can she forego 
The Lady, once her playful peer. 

And now her sainted Mistress dear ? . - 
LAfid will not Emily receive 
^This lovcly chronicler of things 
Long past, delights and sorrowings ? 
Lone Sufferer ! will not believe 
Tlie promise in that speaking face ; 

And welcome, as a gift of grace. 

The saddest thought the Creature 
brings ? 

That day, the first of a re-unilhi 
Which was to teem with high com- 
munion. 

That day of balmy .'\pril weather, , 
They tamed in the wot»d together. 

And when, ere fall of evening dew. 

She from her sylvan haunt withdrew. 

The white l)»)e tracked with faithful pace 
The Lady to her dwelling-place ; 

That nook where, on paternal ground, 

A habitation she had found. 

The Master of whose humble board 
Once owned her Father for his Lord ; 

A hut, by tufted trees defended, . 

Where Rylstone brook with Wharf is 
blended. 

\yhen Emily by morning light 
W’eiit forth, the Ikie stood there in sight. 
She shrunk : — with one frail shock of 
pain 

Received and follovred by a prayer. 

She saw the Creature once again ; 

Shun will she not, she feels, will bear ; — 
But, wheresoever she looked round, 

#\.ll now was trouble-haunted ground : 
And therefore now she deems it good 
|«Once more this restless neighbourhood 
Jo leave. — Unwooed, yet unforbidden, 
Tke White Doe followed up the vale. 

Up to another cottage, hidden 
In the deep fork of Amerdale : 

And there may Emily restore 
Herself, in spots unseen before. 

— Why tell of mossy rock, or tree. 

By lurking Dcrn)t>rook’s pathless ude. 
Haunts of a strengthening amity 




That calmed her, peered, and fortjifi.ed?^' 
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l^'ar-she hith ventured now to read 
, Of time, and« place, and thought, hnd 
I deed — 

t Endless history that lies 
In her silent Folfower’s eyes ; 

Who with a power like human reason 
'Discerns the favourable season, 

■' Skilled to apprdkch or to retire, — 

From looks conceiving her desire ; 

From look, deportment, voice, or mien,' 
That vary to the heart within. 

^ If she too passionately wreathed 
, Her arms, or over- deeply breathed. 
Walked quick or slowly, every mood 
In its degree was understood : • 

Then well may their accord be true, 

Attd kindliest intercourse ensue. 

— Oh ! surely 'twas a gentle rousing ‘ 
When she by sudden glimpse espied 
The White Doc on the inoimtain brows- 
ing; 

Or in the meadow wandered wide ! 

How pleased, when down the Straggler 
sank 

Beside her, on some sunny bank | 

How sifothed, when in thick* bower 
enclosed, 

They, like a nested pair, reposed ! 

Fair Vision ! when it crossed the Maid 
. Within some rficky cavern laid. 

The dark cave’s portal gliding by. 

White as whitest cloud on high 
Floating through the azure sky. 

What now is left for pain or fear ? 

That Presence, dearer and more dear. 
While they, side by side, were straying, 
And the shepherd's pipe was playing, 

. Did now a very gladness yield 
At morning to the dewy held, 

' And with a deeper peace endued 
> The hour of moonlight solitude. 


With her Companion, in such frame 
Of mind, to Rylstone back she came*; 
And, ranging through the wasted gro'. es, 

' Received the Memory of old loves, 

■ Undisturbed and undistrest. 

Into a soul which now was blest 
With a soft spring-day of holy, 

; Mild, and grateful, mfi\4nchoiy : 

- Not sunless gloom, tfr unenlightened, f 
But by tei^jC fancies brightened, 

When,-the bells of Rylstone played ^ 
X)XfiiE^^bbath music — “ US agftf ! 

f^fThat was the sound they seemed to speak; 

Inscriptive legend which 1 ween 
. May on those holy bells be seen, 

That legend and her Grandsire’s ‘name ; 
Aud oftentimes the Lady meek 
Had in her childhood read the same ; 
y Words which she slighted at that day ; 
now, when such sad change was 


And of that lonely name she thought. 

The bells of Rylstone s<iemed to say. 

While she sate listening ii^ the shade. 

With vocal music, "ffiolj UB a^c 

And all the hills were glad to sear 

Their part in this effectual prayer. , 

Nor * lacked she Reason’s 
power ; 

But with th^White Doe at her side • 

Up would she climb to Norton Towe» 

And thence look round her far and wide. 
Her fate there measuring ; — all is 
stilled, — ^ ' 

Tnc weak One hath subdued her heart ; . 
Behold the prophecy fulfilled. 

Fulfilled, and she sustains her part f 

hftre her Brother’s words have 
flailed ; 

Here hath a milder doom prevailed ; 

That she, of him and all bereft, / 

Hath ycj^his faithful Partner left ; 

Tfiis one Associate tha& disproves 
Hisilvords, remains fej^ her, and loves. 

If tears ar6 shed, thc]^ do not. fall 
For loss of film — for one, or all ; 

Yet, sqjjpetiiiies, snrmUimes doth she Weep 
Moved gently in hec* soul's soft sleep ; 

A few tears down her cheek d€.scend 
For this her last and living Friend. 


Bless, tender Hearts, th& mutual lot^ 
And bless for both this savage spot ; 
Which Emily doth sacred hold 
For reasons dear and manifold — 

Here hath she, here before her sight, 
Close to the summit of this height. 

The grassy rock -encircled Pound 
In which the Creature first was foun< L 
So beautiful the timid Thrall 
(A spotless Youngling white as foam) 

Her youngest Brother brought it^home ; 
The youngest, then a lusty boy, ’ 
Bore it, or led, to Rylstone-hall 
With heart brimful of pride and joy I 


But most to Bolton's sacred Pile, 

On favouring nights, she loved to g£>';' 
There ranged through cloister, courty/ 
and aisle, ^ 

Attended by the soft-paced Doe; ' ’ 

Nor feared .she in the still moonshine > 

LTo look upon Saint Mary’s shrine ; 

Noa»on the lonely turf that showed 
Where Francis slept in hi$ last abodel : ' \V 
For that she came ; there oft she sate.. ... 
Forlorn, but not disconsolate: 

And, when she from the abyss retuxned 
Of thought, she neither shrun]^ nor 
mourned ; 

Was happy that she lived to greet 
Her mute Companion as it lay 






ecx:lesiastical sonnets .: 


32s 


How happy in its turn to meet • 

The recomition ! the mild glance 
Beamed from that gracious countenance ; 
Commuaication, like the ray 
Of a new morning, to the nature 
And prod^ects of the inferior Creature ! 

A mortal Song we sing, by dower 
raged of celestial power ;« 
er which the viewless Spirit shed 


— In Rylstone Church her mortal frame 
Was buried by her Mother’s side. 

Most glorious sunset I "and a ray 
Survives — the twilight of this day — 

In that fair Creature \^om the fields 
Support, and whom the forest shields 3 
Who, having filled a holy place. 

Partakes, in her degree. Heaven’s grace ;■ 
And bears a memory and a mind 




By whom we were first visited ; [wings PRaised far above the law of kind ; 


Whose voice we heard, wilose hand and 
Swept like a breeze the conscious strings, 
^iVhen, left in solitude, erewhile 
We stood before thi^ ruined Pile, 

And, quitting unsubstantial dreams, * 
Sang ill this Presence kindred themes ; 
Distress and desolation spread [ dead, — 
Through human hearts, and^plcai-iiir^ 
Dead — but to live again on earthj* 

A second and yet nobler birth ; 

Dire qfrerthrow, and yet how high 
The re-ascent in sanctity ! 

Froiii fair to fs|^er ; day by^ay 
A more divine :md loftier way ! % 

Even SMCi^thA messed Pilgwm trod. 

By sorrow liftcd^owards iMr (iod ; 
Uplifted to the pu«pst sky,i«» ^ 

Of undisturbed morality. 

Her owmthoughts loved she ; and could 
bend 

A dear look to her lowly Friend : 

There stopped ; her thirst was satisfied 
With what this innocent spring supplied : 
Her sanction inwardly she bore, 

And stood apart from human cares : 

But to the world returned no more. 
Although with no unwilling mind 
Help did she*give at need, and joined 
The Wharfdale peasants in their prayers. 
^^^At length, thus faintly, faintly tied 
' ;;To earth, she was set free, and died. 
Xhyipul, exalted Emily, 

' Maio^f the blasted family. 

Rose to the God from whom it came ! 


Haunting the spots with lonely cheer 
Which her dear Mistress once held dear : 
Lovis most what Emily loved most — 

The enclosure of this church-yard 
ground ; 

Here wanders like a gliding ghost. 

And every sabbath here is found ; 

Comes with the people when the bells 
Arc heard among the moorland dells, ^ 
Kinds entrance through yon arch, wheit^ 
way 

Lies open on the sabbath-day ;* 

Here walks amid the mournful waste ^ 
Of prostrate altars, shrines defaced. 

And floors encumbered with rich show 
Ot fret-work imagery laid lown 
Paces softlv, or makes halt. 

By fractured cell, or tomb, or vault ; 

By plate of monumental brass 
Dim-gleaming among weeds and grass. 
And sculptured Forms of Warriors brave : - 
But chiefly by that single grave. 

That one sequestered hillock green, 

The pensive visitant is seen. 

There doth the gentle Cre,ature lie 
With those adversities unmoved ; 

Cairn spectacle, by earth and sky 
In their benignity approved ! 

And aye, raethinks, this hoary Pile, 
Subdued by outrage and decay, 

Looks down upon her with a smile, 

A gracious smile, that seems to say — 
“«Thou, thou art not a Child of Time, 

But Daughter of the Eternal Prime ! ” 


ECCLESIASTICAL SONNETS 

IN SERIES 

■; PART I 

FROM THE INTRODUCTION OF CHRISTIANITY INTO BRITAIN, TO THE CONSUMMA- 
TION OF THE PAPAI. DOMINION 
*' A verse may catch ^ wandering Soul, that flies 
* r Ti 






,, INTRODUCTION 

I, WHO accompanied with faithful pace 
Cerulean Dudden from his cloud-fed 


And loved with spirit ruled by his to sing 
Of mountain-quiet and do^ nature s 

v -■ ■ i'’- .■ 


Profoundcr Tracts# and by a blest surprise 
Convert deliQ^t intoEj^Sacrifice.*’ 

* ' I, who essayed the nobler Stream to trace 

Of Liberty, and smote tftc plausive 
String 

Till the checked torrent, proudly triumph- - ; 

ing, '' 

Won for herself a lasting resting-place ; 
Now seek upon the heights of . Time 
source^ 
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Of a Holy Rivi£|t, on whose banks are 
found' ' ■ ' 

Sweet pastora,^owcrs. and laurels that 
have crow'ned 

' Full oft the uuT^^orthy brow of lawless 
force ; * 

And, for delight of him who tracks its 
course, 

liz^mortal amaranth and palms abound. 


contectttkes 

If there be prophets on whose spirit rest 

Past things, revealed like future, they 
. can tdl , 

What Powers, presiding o’er the sacred 
well 

Of Christian Faith, this savage Island 
blessed 

With its first b‘)unty. Wandering through 
the.|f^cst. 

Did holy Paulf a while in Britain dwell. 

And call the Koimtain fortli by miracle, 

And with dread signs the nascent Stream 
invest ? 

Or He, whose bonds dropped off,' whose 
prison doors 

“Flew open, by an Angel’s voice un- 
barred ? 

Or some of humbler name, to these w-ild 
shores 

Storm-driven ; who, having seen the 
cup of woe 

Pass from their Master, sojourned here 
to guard 

The precious Current they had taught to 
flow ? 


TREPIDATION OF THE DRIUDS 

Screams round the Arch-druid's brow 
the scairiew * — white 

c’As Mpnai’s foam: and toward tV 
mystic ring '■ 

[ Where Augurs stand, the Future ques- 
tioning. 

Slowly the cormorant aims her heavy 
flight. 

Portending ruin to each baleful rite, 
That, in the lapse of ages, hath crept o’er 
^Diluvian truths, and patriarchal lore. 
^'Haughty the Bard ; can these meek doc- 
>•' trines blight 

transports? wither his heroic 
strains ? f 

^ut all s^all be fulfilled ; — the J ulian 

SPf ar * 

* See Note. 

* This water-fowl Wiis, among the Druids, an 
' «]fib1eni of those traditions connected with the 

th,»t nude an important part of their 
T|i 9 Cwippraiit was a ^rd of had 


A way first opf^ned ; and, with, 
chains. 

The tidings come of Jesus crucified ; 
They come — they spread — thft wesdCf 
• the suffering,’ bear : 

Receive the faith, and iifthe h^peabid^ 

DRillDICAL EXCOMMUNICATIOW^I^- 

Mercy and Love have met thee on tby 
road, ^ *' 

Thou wTPlchcd Outcast, from the f^t 
of fire ^ 

And food cut off by sacerdotal ire, 

From every synfpathy that Man be- 
stowed ' 

Vet shall it claim our reverence, that to 
God, • ' 

Alicieiit^f days ! that to the eternal Sire, 
The^, jealous Ministers of law aspire. 

As to the one sole, fount whence wisdom 
flowed, € 

J ustice, order. Tremblingly escaped, 
Aspf with prescience of tfic coining storm, 
77Tflflh intimation when the stars were 
shaped*: k ^ 

And still, ’mth yon thick woods, the ori- 
maVcisfA ’ •» *' 

Glimmers through ciaiiy a superstitious 
form ^ 

That fills the Soul with unavailing rutb. 


UNCERTAINTY 

Darkness surrounds us ; seeking, we 
arc lost 

On Snowdon’s wilds, amid Brigantian 
coves, '' 

Or where the solitary shepherd roves 
Along the plain of Sarum, by the ghost 
Of Time and shadows ' of Traqitipn, 
crost ; 

And where the boatman of the ytlStiStern 
Isles 

Slackens his course — to mark those holy 
piles 

Which yet survive on bleak Iona’s , 
coast. 

Nor these, nor monuments of eldest namP, - 
Nor Taliesin’s unforgotten la^’S, 

Nor characters of Greek or Roman, 
fame, 

WTo an unquestionable Source have led t 
Enough — if eyes, that sought the foun<*' 
rain-head ^ ' 

In vain, upon the growing Rill mSty gazk 


PERSF.CUnON 

Lament ! for piorletian’s fiery sword 
\^or^ ^busy as the ' ' li|[htnipL|j $ 'Jjut 
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With malice ne’er tb deadliest weapoi> 
UnJeed, 

Which God’s ethereal store-houses 
afford : . ' 

Against the FuUowers of the incarnate 

Lords 

It ra^s ;-7-some are smitten in the field — 
- ‘S csEie .p ierced to the heart through fhe 
i'**^8sneffectual shield • 

Of ^acred ^me ; — with pomp are others 
gored*. • 

And dreadful respite. Thus was Alban 
tried, 

■fiiigland’s first Mart>T^whom 110 threats 
could shake : • 

Self-offered victim, for his friend he died, 
Andjor the faith; nor shall his name for- 
sake ^ 

That Hill, whose flow'ery platform scciffs 
to rise 

By Nature decked for holiest sacrifice.^ 


VII , % 

RECOVERY ^ • 

AS, when a«Rtofii^iath ceased, the birds 
regain •• 

Theff cheerfulness, and biis^^riin 
Their nests, or clwiit a 'gratulating i 
hymrP [ 

To the blue ether and bespangled plain ; 
Even so, in many a rc-constructecl fane, 
«oHave the survivors of this Storm re- 
newed 

Their holy rites with vocal gratitude : 
And solemn ceremonials they ordain 
To celebrate their great deliverance : 

Most feelingly instructed ’mid their 1 
fear — 

That persecution, blind with rage ex- 
treme. 

May not the less, through Heaven’s mild 
ct^^ntenance. 

Even in her own despite, both fccil and 
cheer ; 

. For all things arc less dreadful than they 
Seem. 

temptations EROH ROMAN REFINEMENTS 

Watch, and be firm. ! for, soul-subduing 
vice. 

Heart-killing luxury, on your steps await*' 
. Fair houses, baths,* and ibanquets* dc- 

tt^Sl^les flashing, bright as polar ice, 
•radiance* through the woods — 

^ may yet suffice 

Tb your hardV virtue, and abate 
Your love of Him upon whose forehead 


The cr'own of thorns ; whose lifc-^lood 
• flowed^ the price 

Of yohr redemption. Shuh the insidious 
arts 

That Horne provides, loss dreading from 
her frown ^ 

Than from^ier wily praise, her peaceful 
gown. 

Language, and letters ; — these, though 

« fondly viewed 

As humanising graces, are hut parts . 

And instruments of deadliest servitude ! 

« a 

IX 

DISSENSIONS 

^Tiiat heresies should strike (if truth be 
scanned 

Presumptuously) their roots both ividc 
and deep. 

Is natural as dreams to feverish sleep. 

I.u ! Discord at the altar dares to statia 

uplifting toward high Heaven her fiery 
brand. 

A cherished Priestess of the new-bap- 
tized ! 

I But chastisement shall foUolv peace 
despised. 

The Pictish cloud darkens the enervate 
land 

By Home abandoned ; vain are Suppliant 
cries, 

And prayers that would undo her forced 
farewell ; 

For she returns not. — Awed by her own 
knell. 

She casts the Britons upon strange AllibS, 

Soon to become more dreaded enemies ‘ 

Than heartless misery called them to 
repel. 


Sj^te 






STRUGGLE OF THE BRITONS AGAINST THE 
BARBARIANS 

Rise ! — they have risen : of brave 
Ancuriii ask 

How they have scourged old foes, per- 
fidious friends : 

|irhe Spirit of Caractacus descends , 

Upon the Patriots, animates their 

► task ; — 

Amazement runs before th'e towerfog 

^ casque 

Of Arthur, bearing through the stoirtfly 
field 

The virgin scutptuted on his Christian 
shield I . ' , 

Stretched in the sunny light of victory 
bask 

The Host that foflowed UriSn ag fae^ 
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Of sorrow', still maintains a heathei^ 
rule. 

Who comes with functions apostolical ? 
Mark him, qf shoulders curved, and 
stature talL * 

haft*, ana vivid eye, and meagre 
s^heek, 

pronlinent feature like an eagle’s 
^Stak : • 

nan whose aspect doth at once appal 
Aifd strike* with, reverence^ The Mon- 
- arch Ifj^ans - ffec 

Toward pure truths this Delegate 
^ propounds. 

Repeatedly his own* deep mind he 
sounds 

With careful hesitation. — then convenes 
A ^^nod of his ^uncillors : — give ear. 
And what a pensive Sage dotti utt'^, 
hear ! » 

- XVI 

• ^ PfCRSUASIOM 

. ** Man's life is like a Sparro\;^ mighty 
King ! • ^ » 

!«That-^iv|yIe» a? banquet .with your 
Chiefs Vfju sit # 

** Housed near a blazing nre — is seen 
to flit 

" Safe fregn the wintry tempest. Flut- 
tering, 

** Here did it enter ; there, on hasty 
^ wing. 

Flies out, and passes on from cold 
to cold ; 

** But whence it came we know not, 
nor behold 

“ Whither it goes. Even such, that 
tran^ent^Thing, 

“ The human Soul ; not utterly unknown 
While Jn the Body lodged, her warm 
abode ;■ 

. ‘‘ But from what world She came, 
what woe or weal 

On her departure waits, no tongue 
hath shown ; • 

“,This mystery if the Stranger can re- 
, ; ’ -veal, 

.^^Nisbe a welcome cordially bestowed ! ” ^ 

^ XVII 

CONVERSION 

.^. 'Prompt transformation works the novel 
Lore ; * 

The Council ijosedf the Priest full 
career • 

l^es 4dtth, an arm^d man, and hurls 
'■} a spear 

To desecrate the Fane which heretofore 
He ttrved in foUy. Woden falls, and 
Th'V [heaved 

' overturned; the mace, in battle 

.-A'.:., 


(So might they dream) till victory was 
achieved, 

Drdps, and the God himself is seen no 
more. 

Temple and Altar sink, to hide their 
shame * 

Amid oblivious weeds. ** O come to me. 
Ye heavy Haden 1 '* such the inviting 
voice 

Heard near fresh streams ; ^ and thou-, 
^ sands, who rejoice 
In the new j<ite — the pledge of sanctity, 
Shall, by regenerate life, the promise 
cAim. 

XVIII 

' APOLOGV 

Nor scorn the aid which Fancy oft 
, doth lend 

The soul’s eternal interests to promote : 
Death, darkness, danger, are our 
natural lot ; 

And evil Spirits may our walk attend 
For aught the wisest know or compre* 
hend ; * 

Then be f^ood Spirits free to breathe a ' 
note 

Of elevation j let their odours float 
Around these Converts ; and their 
glories blend. 

The midnight stars outshining, or the 
blaze 

Of the noon-day. Nor doubt that 
golden cords 

Of good works, mingling with the ' 
visions, raise ■>. 

The* Soul to purer worlds : and who 
the line 

Shall draw, the limits of the power 
define. 

That even imperfect faith “to man 
affords ? 

XIX 

^ PRIMITIVE SAXON CLERGY 3 

How beautiful your presence, how 
benign, 

Servants of God ! who not a thought 
will share 

With the vain world ; who, outwardly 
as bare 

, As winter trees, yield no f.Tllacious sign 
frhdt the firm soul is clothed with fruit 
divine ! ■ 

Such Priest, when service worthy of 
his care 

Has called him forth to br^-athc the 
common air, ' '' 

Might seem a saintly Image from itst\ 
shrine 

Descended : — happy are the eyes that 
meet ^staved 

The Apparition ; evil thoughts 'are 
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At his. approach, and low-bowed decks 
enUeat * 

A benediction from his voice or hand ; 

Whence grace, through which the heart 
can understand. 

And vows, that bind the will, in silence 
made. 

> XX 

0T11?:R INFLUENCtS 

m. when the Body, round which infj 
love we clung. 

Is chilled by death, does mutual ser- 
vice fail ? * 

tender pity then of no avail ? 

Are intercessions of the fervent tVmgue 

,A waste of hope ? — From this sad 
source have sprung 

Rites that console the Spirit, under 
grief [relief : 

Which ill can brook more rational 

Hence, prayers are shaped amiss, and 
dirges sung 

For Soul^ whose doom is fixed ! The 
way is smooth 

For Power that travels with the human 
heart : 

Confession ministers the pang to soothe 

■ in him who at the ghost of guilt doth 
start. 

Ye holy Men, so earnest in your care. 

- Of your own mighty instruments bo- 
'ware ! 

XXI 


» SECLUSION 

Lance, shield, and sword relinquished — 
at his side 

^ A bead-roll, in his hand a clasped book. 
Or staff more harmless than a shepherd's 
crook, 

The war-worn Chieftain quits the world 
— to hide [abide 

His thin autumnal .locks where Moq^s 
I n cloistered privacy. But not to dwell 
‘ In soft repose he coincs. Within his cell, 

, Round the dcca^dng trunk of human 
pride, [silent hour, 

^At morn, and eve, and midnight’s 
penitential cogitations cling ; 

>. Like ivy, round some ancient elm, they 
twine 

In grisly folds and stricturc.s serpentine ; 
'.•Yet, while they strangle, a fair growth 
. they bring, Jt 

A i' Fot rccompence — their own perennian | 
bower. 

XXU 

CONTINUED 

' V insTiiiNk^ Uiat to some vacant hermi- 

would rather turn — to some 
.^dry nook 


^doped otit of liVinjg rock, ttnd near 
a brook 

Hurled down a niountditi-cove from 
stage to stage, • • 

Vet tempering, for my sight, its bustling 
rage • 

In the soft heaven of a translucent 
pool : 

Thence \:recping under sylvan 
cool. 

Fit haunt shapes. Whose gloridus 
equipage 

Would elevate my dreams. fL beechen . 
bowl, 

A ^aple dish, my furniture should be ; 
Crisp, yellow leaves my bed ; the 
hooting owl ' ^ 

|,Mv night-watch : not should e’er the 
crested foM 

Fronf thorp or vill bis matins sound 
for me. 

Tired of the world and all its i^d'ustry. 

^ XXIII. 

I REPROqf* 

But what ij^ One, thcoiigtf grove or 
flowery hicad, ^ 

Indulgimf intis at wift the creeping feet 
Of a voluptuous incfoleuce, should meet 
Thy hovering Shade, O venerable 
Bede ! 

The saint, the scholar, from a circle 
freed *' 

Of toil stupendous, in a hallowed seat 
Of learning, 'where thou heard’st the 
billows beat 

On* a wild coast, rough monitors to 
feed w 

Perpetual industry. Sublime Recluse ! . 
The recreant soul, that dares to shun 
the debt 

Imposed on human kind, must first 
forget 

Thy diligence, thy unrelaxing use 
Of a long life ; and, in the hour of 
death, ' * * , 

The last dear service of thy passing- 
breath !i 

XXIV 


WSAXON MONASTERIES, AND LIGHTS ANO 
I SHADES OF THE RELIGION 

j^Y such examples moved to unbought 
• pains, • . . ■ 

The people work likMcm^egated bees ; 
Eager tp build the qui^t Fortresses 
Where Piety, as they believe* obtains;,-,,. 
From Heaven a general blessing ; ' 
timelv rains , 

Or needfiQ sunshine ; prosperous enter- 
prise, - ' 

expired diotetlnx ^ U[$t jS ' 
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Justice 3nd pes^ce : — bold faith l yet 
'4lso fj&e Igaitis. 

The sacred Structures for less doubtful 
The Sensual « think with reverence of 
the palms * 

Which thft chaste Votaries seek, beyond 
the grave ; 

If pena nce' be redeemable, thence alms 
the poor, and freedoiH to the 
slave ; 

Aiftl if full oft the Sanctuary save 
Lives black with ^lilt, ferocity it calms. 


XXVII 


• XXV 

MISSIONS and"* TRAVELS 
Not sedentary all : there are who ! 
^oam 

To scatter seeds of 
. shores ; 

Or quit with zealous step their 

wqrn floors [doni : 


• HIS DESCENDANTS 

When thy great soul was freed from 
mortal chains. 

Darling of England !* many a bitter 
shower 

Fell on thy tomb : but emulative power 
Flow ed in thy line through uiidegcnerate 
veins. 

The Race of Alfred covet glorious pains 
When dangers theaten, dangers ever 
new* ! 

Black* tempests bursting, blacker still 
in view ! 

But manly sovereignty its hold retains ; 
j 'J'lie nu)t sincere, the branches bold to 

life ^n Wjtlj fuTC(* tempest, while, W’itlun 

the round 
their protection, 
thrive ; 


Of 


gentle virtues 


To seefk^he general mart of Christen- i . thrive ; , ^ , 

Whence*they, like nchly-la%n mor- i Ktc™ Plot of open 

chants, com^ ^ j i 

their brtovc^ colls:— or shaft We i Wide as the i^k extends its dewv gloom, 
at. like^hc Red-crr>ss {flight, they I foster^ hyacinths spread their 
wov • I 


ft, 


^urge their way, _ 

To lead in memorable triuirfpfe^iome 
. Truth, their immortal Una ? Babylon, 

Learned luid wise, hath perished utterly. 

Nor leaves her Speech one word to aid 
_ the sigh 

^That would lament her ; — Memphis, 

Tyre, arc gone 

With all their Arts, — but classic lore 

S 'idcs on 

esc. Religious saved for all pos- 
terity. • 

XXVI 

ALFRED 

, Behold a pupil of the monkish gown. 

The pious Alfred, King to Justice 

dear I . ^ 

Lord of the harp and liberating spear ; ; Their purposes. Beliold, ]5re-signified,^ 
Mirror of Princes ! Indigen1?*RenowTi [ The Might of spiritual sway ! his 
Might range the starry ether for a 
crown 

'.iltqual to his deserts, who, like the year. 

Bouts forth his bounty, like the day 
doth cheer. 

And awes like night with picrcy-tem- 
pered frown. 

Ease from this noble miser of his time < 

No mqment steals > pain narrow^ nor 
his cares. ^ • 

Though 'small bis kingdom as a spark 


fostered h y acin t hs 
purple bloom. 

XXVIII 


INFLIIFNCE ABrSF.n 

Urged by Ambition, who with subtlest 
skill 

Changes her means, the Enthusiast 
as a dupe 

Shall soar, and as a hypocrite can stooj^,#?- 

And turn the instruments of good to ill, ' 

Moulding the credulous people to his 
will. 

Such Dunstan ; — from its Benedictine * 
coop 

Issues the master Mind, at whose fell 
swoop 

The chaste affections tremble to fulfil 

•T-ue;- 


or gem, 

pf Alfred boasts remote Jerusalem, 

And Christian India, through her wide- 
. thread clime. 

In sacred converse gifts with Alfred 


thoughts, his dreams. 

Do in the supernatural world abide : 

So vaunt a throng of Followers, filled 
w'lih pride 

In what they see of virtues pushed to 

> extremes, 

And sorceries of talent misapplied. 

- XXIX 

^ DANISH CONQUESTS 

Woe to the Crown that doth the Cowl 
obey ! s 

Dissension, checkii^ arms that would 
restrain 

The incessant Rovers of the mirtheni 
main, ' ‘ , 

j » ^ Note. 
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Helps to restore and spread a Pagan Vet as the terrors of the lordly bell, 


sway ' 

But Gospel truth is potent to allay 
Fierceness and rage . and soc 
cruel Dane • 


• lhat quench, from hut to palace, lamps 
; to allay and Arcs, ^ 

and soon the Touch not the tapers df thb sacred 
quires , • , 


Feels, through the influence of her Even so a thraldom, studious to expel 


gentle rtign. 

His native superstitions melt an 33 


Old laws, and ancient customs to de- 


Thus, often, u hen thick gloom the east To Creed or Ritual brings no 


o’trshrouds, « change ” « 

The full orbed Moon, slow climbing, ^ v wtt » ^ 

doth appear XAXii 4 

Silently to consume the he'lv^ Aowds Coldly we spake The Saxons, over- 
jf oil; no one can resolve but c\fiv e\e powerei « 

Around her sees, while air is liushtd wrong triumphant through its own 
a clear I excess. 

And widening circuit of tthertal sky . Fiom helds laid waste, from house, and 

e - ho^c deapiued 

^ ^ ^ , 1^ flames, lexik up to he aven and cra» e 

^ LAM TL 1 redress 

A PLEASANT music floats al ng the From Gods eternal justice Piyiess 


9 isnK 


Mere, 

From Monks in Ll> chanting service 
high 

Whih -as Canute the King is lowing bv 


From Gods eternal justice Pitiless 
1 hough men be, there arc aqgjfjs that 
cat'll cl 

t ir ^wounds that dtalR alone has power 
to htoj, • I , 


‘ Mv Oarsmen quoth the mighty For peniten/ guilt, Jid innocent dis- 
King, * draw nc-ir, tress • 

“That we the sweet song of the Monks And h fT a^Ch imp^m risen m arms to 
may hesr ’ try , 

He listens (ill past c mquests and all His Cnintiv s virtue, ftught, and 
scheints breathes no more 

Of future vanishing like emptv dreams) Him in their hearts the people canon- 


Heart'toiichcd, and haplv ik t with iit 
a tear 

^ Ihe Koval Mipstrcl ere the ch ir is 
still, 

While his free Barge skims the smooth 
flood along, 

Gives to that rapture an accordant 
Rhyme ^ 

O suffering Earth * be thankful , sternest 
chme 

And rudest age are subject to the 
thrill 

Of heavin descend'd Pittv and Son 


THE NORMAN CONQl I ST j 

The woman hearted Confessor prepares 

The evanescence of the Saxon hne , 

Hark I tis the tolling Curftw ' — th^ 
stars shine , 

But of the hghts that cherish house holdr 
cares f 

And festive gladness, bums not one thkt 
dares 

^To twinkle after that dull stroke of 
thine. 

Emblem and instrument, from Thames 
tilvne. 

Of force that daunts, and cunning that 
-i ensnares l 


17C, 

And fir ibove the mine 5 most precious 
< re 

I Ihc least sm ill pittance of bare mould 
they pri 7 c 

Scooped Irom the sacred earth where 
his dear relics he 

XXXIII 

1 THL COl NCIL or CLERMONT 

“ And shall,” the Pontiff asks, “ pro- 

I f me ness flow 

I ‘ Prom Nazareth — source of Christian 

I piety , 

* From Bethlehem, from the Mounts 

I of Agony 

1 ‘ And glorified Ascension ’ Warriors, go, 

I “ With prayers and blessings we your 
path will sow , 

“ I ike Moses hold our hands erect, 
till ve 

* H^ve chased far off^ bv righteous 

victory 

' Ihcse sous of Amalek, or Iflid them 
low I ” 

“ God wiLLETH IT,” the whole assembly 
erv , • 

Shout which the enraptured mulntude 
astounds * 

The Counpl-roof ea^ Germont’s towers 
tep^srg' 
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“God wllleth hill to hill re- 

bounds. 

And, in awtiUtricken Countries far and 
nilrh, ^ 

Through} “ Nature’s hollow arch ” that 
voibe resounds. 1 

, “ XXXIV 

CRUSADES * 

The turbaned Race are poured in thick •»] 
eniu^warms • 

Along toe west ; though driven from 

Aquitaine, 

The Crescent glittei;^ on the towers of 
Spain ; • 

And soft Italia feels renewed alarms ; 

The scimitar, that yields not to the 
charms ^ ^ • 

«Qf ease, the narrow IBosphori^ ^ill 

disdain ; 

Nor long (that crossed) llvould Grecian 
m^s detain 

Their tents, and check the>^nrrent of 

^ their arm^ ^ • 

^Then ^blaifie^ not those jjkdio, oy the 




XXXVI 

AN INTERDICT 


Realms quake by turns : proud Arbi- 
tres3 of grace. 

The Church, by m^date shadowing 
forth the power 

She arrogates o’er heaven’s eternal 
door. 

Closes the gates of every sacred i)lace. 

Straight from the sun and tainted 
air’s embrace 

All §acrcd things are covered : cheerful 
morn 

Grows sad as night — no seemly garb 
•is worn. 

Nor is a face allowed to meet a face 

With natural smiles of greeting. Bells 
are dumb : 

Ditches are graves — funereal rites de- 
nied ; ' ^ 

And in the church -yard he must take 
his bride 

Who dares be wedded ! Fancies thickly^ j 
come 

Into the pensive heart ill fortihedp 


Upheave, so seeifi^ it, frcmTiiei natural 


station 

All Christendom : — they sweep along 
(was never 

So huge a host !) — to tear from the 
Unbeliever 
The precious Tomb, their haven of 
, salvation. 

■ XXXV 

.■’f's'V " i RICHARD 1 

RedoubtEd,^ King, of courage leonine, 

1 iiiatX';tfaeeV Richard l urgent to equip 
Tby warlike person with the staff and 
■scrip ; , 

I watch thee sailing o’er the midland 
brine ; 

'*111 conquered Cyprus thy Bride 
decline 

Her blushing cheek, love- vows upon 
4i her lip, 

>.And see love-emblems streaming from 
; thy ship, 

As thence she holds her way to Palestine* 
rMy Song, a fearless homager, would 
attend « 

Tby thundering battle-axe as it cleav^si 
the pres^ ^ 

Of wari but duty summons her away 1 1 
To tell — hew, finding in the rash dis- 
/ . tress [friend. 

Of those Enthusiasts a subservient 
, To* giddier heights hath clomb the 
Papal sway. 

I .'it. The dednon of council «a« believed 


XXXVII 

VAPAl. ABUSES 

As with the Stream our voyage we 
pursue, 

The gross materials of this world present 

A iTiarvelluiis study of wild accident ; 

Unco nth proximities of old and new ; 

And bold transfigurations, more untrue 

(As might be deemed) to disciplined ^ 
intent 

Than aught the skv’s fantastic element. 

When most fantastic, offers to the view. 

Saw we not Henry scourged at Becket’s 
shrine ? 

Iio ! John sclf-strii)pcd of his insignia 
crown, 

Sceptre and mantle, sword and ring, 
laid down 

At a proud Legate's feet ! The spears 
that line ^ 

Baronial halls, the o^iprobrious insult 
feel; 

And angry Ocean roars a vain appeal. 




xxxvin 

SCENE IN VENICE 

Black Demons hovering o’er his mitred 7“ 
head. ' " 

To Caesar’s Successor the Pontiff spake f ■ 
'* Ere I absolve thee, stoop ! that oli;. 

thy neck , \ , 

“ Levelled with earth this foot of : 

mine may tread.” ■ 

Then iMftJvho to the altar bad been led;? '' 

V . y m. 
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He. who&e strong arm the Orient could 
not chcftk, 

He. i^ho had held the Soldan a^is bedk. 
Stooped, of all glory disinherited. 

And even the common dignity of man ! — 
Amazement strikes the crowd : while 
many turn 

Their eyes away in sorrow, otliers burn 
With scorn, invoking a vindictive ban 
From outraged Nature ; but the sense 
of most 

in abject sympathy with power is lost. 

XXXIX 

PAPAL DOMINION' 

Unless to Peter’s Chair the vic^wiess 
wind 

Must come and ask permission when to 
blow. 

What further empire would it have? 
for now 

A ghostly Domination, uiiconfincd 
As that by dreaming Bards to Love 
assigned. 

Sits there in sober truth — to raise the 
low. 

Perplex the wise, the strong to over- 
throw ; 

Through earth and heaven to bind and 
to unbind ! — 

Resist — the thunder quails thee ’ — 
trouch — rebuff 

Shall be thy reconipence ! from land to 
land 

The ancient tnrones of Christendom are 
stuff 

For occupation of a magic wand. 

And ’tis the Pope that wields it : — 
whether rough 

Or smooth his front, our world is in 
his band ! 

PART II 

TO THE CLOSE OF THE TROVULES IN * 
THE RKIGN OF CHARLES 1 

I 

How soon — alas ! did Man, created 
* pure — 

By Angels guarded, deviate from the 
line 

' Prescribed to duty : — woeful forfeiture 
He made by wilful breach of law divine. 

. With like perverseness did the Church 
abjure / 

Obedience to her Lord, and haste to | 
twine, 

, ’Mid Heaven-born powers that shall for 
' aye endure. 

„ Weeds, on ' whose front the world had 
’ fixed het sign. 

,, 9 Man, — if with thy trials thus it 


If good can smooth the way to evil 
choice. 

From all rash censure be the mind kept 

He only judges right whoVeiglis, com- 
pares, • r r voice 

And, in the sternest sentence which his 
Pronounces; ne'er abandons Charity. 


' From false assumption rose, and foncUy 
hail’d ' 

By superstition, spread the Papal poweP; 
Y'ct do notdeemtheAutocracyprevairdf 
Thus only, even iiv error’s darkest hour. ' 
She daunts, forth-thundering from her 
spiritual tower [tames. 

Brute rapine, or with gentle lure r.bc 
5 u^licc and Peace through Her uphold 
t^u'ir claims ; 

And Chastity finds many a sheltering 
bower. - 

Realm there is none that if controul’d 
or sway’d 

Bv hc^F cominands partakes not, in degree. 
Of good, o’v manners' arts' ^'in4 arms* 
diffused j * *' 

Yes. to tlie dnmin .ation. Roman See, « 
Tho’ mis^JPbly, oft monstrously, abused 
By blind ambition, oe this trib/ite paid. 


CISTEKTIAN MONASTERY 

“ Hi rf Man mare purely hvea, less oft 
doth fall, 

** More promptly rises, walks with 
stricter heed, 

” More safely resis<, dies happier, is 
freed ^ ' 

“ Earlur from cleansing fires, and gains 
withal 

“ A brighter crown,'** ^ — On yon pistertian 
wall 

That confident assurance may be read : 

And, to like shelter, from the world have, 
fled 

Increasing multitudes. The potent coll 

Doubtless shall cheat full oft the heart’s ' 
desires ; , ; 

Yet. while the rugged Age on pliant 
knee 

»^7^ows to ra^Dt Fancy humble fealty. 

A gentler life spreads round the holy. ' 

< spires ; 

. Vir'here’cr they rise,^ the sylvan waste 

/etijres, - V ' * 

And adry harvests cro^\Ti the fertile ’ - 
lea. ' H*. 

IV 

Deplorajile his lot who tihs the ground* 

II is whole life long tills it, witli hdiirt<i 
less toil ' . . 

1 Secl^ 
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Qf vlllaki-service, passing with the sbil 
To each new Master, like a steer or 
hound, 

Or likft a rgtited tree, or stone ckrth- 
boutid ; ^ * 

But mai^ how Vatlly* througlfthclr own 
onmains, 

. Th e M oftks relax or break these iron 

v«iC*“Chains ; • 

While Mercy, uttering, through their 
• voice, a sound ^ 

Echoed hi Heaven, cries out, “ Ye 
Chiefs, abate 

•These legalized oppressions ! — 

whose name ” ^ 

And nature God disdained not ; Man — 
whose soul 

ChAst died for — cannot forfeit liis higl^ 
claim • 0 

Tb live and move exempt froili all 
controul 

Whici%fcllow< feeling doth not mitigate ! ” 

MON4CS SCHOOLMEN \ 

Record tf>o^ with just ^ind faithful 
pen. •• 

That many hooded Ceui)bia?>^crc are. 
Who in their privJtc cells have yet a 
car# 

Of public quiet ; unambitious Meii, 
Counsellors for the world, of piercing 
ken ; 

Whose fervent exhortations from afar 
Move Princes to their duty, peace or 
war ; ' 

And oft-times' in the most forbidding 
den , 

Of solitude, with love of science strong, 
How patiently the yoke of thought they 
bear ! , ^ ; 

How subtly glide its finest threads 
along 1 ' 

Spirits that crowd the intellectual 
sphere 

mazy boundaries, as the astrono- 


mer 

orb and cycle girds the starry 
-W: throng. 

VI 

OTHER BENEFITS 

' And, not in vain embodied to thr «ight J 
' Religion finds even in the stern retreat 
.Of feudal swUy hfr own approjfriate 
eeat ; ^height 

irohi the coUegij^e pomps on Windsor’s 
•bVm Vo the humbler altar, which the 
. .Knight . 

Aildihis Retainers of the embattled hall 
S^k in domestic ouitory small. 

Fbr prayer in stiliness, or iHe chanted 


Then chiefly dear, when fdhs are planted ' 

• rounds 

Who teaoh the intrepid guardians of the 
place — 

Hourly exposed to dgath, with famine 
worn, 

And suffering under inany d perilous 
wound — 

How sad would be their durance, if 
^ forlorn 

Of offices dispensing heavenly grace ! 

. VII 

CONTINUED 

And awhat nielodions sounds at times 
prevail ! 

And, ever and anon, how bright a gleam 
I'ours on the surface of the turbid 
Stream ! 

What heartfelt fragrance mingles, with 
the gale [sail 1 

That swells the bosom of our passing 
For where, but on this River’s margiUr^.^ 
blow . " 

Those flowers of chivalry, to bind the 
brow 

Of hardihood with wreaths that shall not • 
fail ?— [world ! 

Fair Court of Ed-ward ! wonder of the 
I see a matchless blazonry unfurled 
Of wisdom, magnanimity, and love ; 

And meekness tempering honourable 
pride ; 

The iamb is couching by the lion’s side. 
And near the flame-eyed eagle sits the 
dove. 

VIII 

CRUSADERS 

Furl wc the sails, and pass with tardy . 
oars 

Through these bright regions, casting , 
many a glance 

U poll the dream-like issues — the romance 
Of many-coloured life that Fo'ituhe v 
pours 

Round the Crusaders, tiU^ bn distant 
shores , 

Their labours end ; or they retiirti to lie, . 
The vow performed, in cross-legged effigy, ' . 
Devoutly stretched upon their chancel 
floors. 

Am J deceived ? Or is their requiem ‘ 
^ chanted 

I^V voiceit hever mute whbn Hbavhn- 
unties 

Her inmost, softest, tendcrest harmonica : 
Requiem which Earth takes up ^ 

voice undaunted, 

When she would tell ^ow Bravb, add 
Good, and Wise,* 

For their high gubcdoxi not in Vkin hdilrbr 
,,.pa^edl .V. 
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As faith thhs sanctified the warriors 
crest 

While from the Papal Unity there came. 

What feebler meajis had fail d to give, 
one aim 

Diffused thro’ aU the regions of the 
West . ^ 

So does her Unit\ its powtr attest 

By works of Art, that shed on the out- 
ward frame 

Of worship, glor> and grace which w ho 
shall blame , 

That ever looked to hca\cn fer hml 
rest ? 

Hail countless Temples ' that so well 
beht 

Your mmistr\ that as vc rise and 
takt 

Porm spirit and character from hclv 
writ, 

Give to dc\ otioii w heresr e e r iw ake 

Pinions of high and higher sweep and 
make 

The unconverted soul with awe submit 


Where long auddccplv hath been fixed I 
the n ot 

In thi blest smI of gispd tiuth the 
Tree, 

(Blighted or sc ithed tho man\ br inches 
be. 

Put forth to wither in my a hopeful 
shoot) 

Can never cease to bear celestial fruit 

Witness the Church that oft times, with 
effect 

Dear to the saints strives < arnestly to 
ejtct 

Her bane her vital tiitrgies recruit 

Lamenting do n it b jpebssh repine 

When such good work is doomed to be 
undone 

t The conquests lost that wtre so hardK 
won — 

All promises* vouchsafed by Heaven will 
shine 

In light confirmed while \ears their 
course shall luii 

Confirmed alike in progress and decline 
XI 

TRA^SUBSTA^TlATION 

Enough ' for see, with dim associatioB^ 

The tapeia bum , the odorous incense 
feeds 

A grt dv flame the pompous mass 
proceeds , 

The Priest bestows the appointed 
consecratioidl 

Afld, while the Host is raised, its ele- 
vation 


awe and supernatural horror breeds , 
And all the people bow their heads, like 
reeds 

To a soft breere, in lowlv adoration 
This Valdo brooks not. Oh the banks 
of Rhone ' 

He taught, till persecution chAsed him 
thence. 

To adorc«the Invisible, and Him ato ftp 
IN or are his Followers loth to seek dcfenceT 
[ Mid woods and wilds, on Nature s craggy 
! throne, * 

From rites that trample upon soul and 
sense * 

XII 

THF VAUDOIS 

Bii whence came they who for the 
• ^ Savi4iur I ord 

HaMvlong borne witness a** the Scrip 
tiires teach ? — 

Ages ere \ aldo raised his voice t > nieach 
In Gallic eirs the unadulterate Word, 
Iheir fugitive Progenitors explored 
Sub Inline vales m qtiest of safe re 
treats « • c ^ ^ 

}\ here that pure Church*jurv iv es though 
siimineLbeats i 


Open a pffSiagt to the Romish sword 
Far IS it dares to follow H^rbs self- 
sown, ^ 

And fruitage gathered from the chestnut 
w ood. 

Nourish the sufferers then , and mists, ^ 
th xt brood 

O’er chasms with new fallen obstacles 
btstrown 

Protect them , and the eternal snow 
that daunts * 

Aliens, 15 Gods good winter for their 
haunts 

XIII 

Praised be the Rivers, from their 
mountain springs 

Shotting to Freedom, “ Plant thy 
banners here » ” 

To harassed Piety '* Dismiss thy fear,jH| 
And in our caverns smooth thy rufiBedT^ 
wings ' ’ ^ 

Nor be unthankWtbeir final UnMings— 
Silent but not to high-souled Passion’s 
* ear — 

'Mid reedy fens wide-spread and marshes 
‘ t drear 

Theic own creation Supb glad wel- 
coKiings ^ 

As Po w as heard to give where Vehice rose 
Hailed from aloft thosd Heirs of truth 
divine ^ 

Who near his fountains sought obscure 
repo«e. 

Yet came prepared in glorious lights to 
^^jgbuuf. 
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Sbould thjit be needed for their scared 
Charge 

Blest Prisoners Thev whosi spirits were 
at 1 vgc 

^ • XIV 

g wXloenses 

Those had given earliest notice as 
the lark 

Spftngs from the ground the Riom to 
gratulate 

Or rather rose the d ly to a^itedate 
By striking out a solitvy spark 
When all the world with midnight 
• gloom was dark — ■ 

Then followed the Waldensian bandji 
whom Hate 

In v^in endeivours to exterminate 
Whom Obloquy pursues with hideous, 
^ bark i ^ * 

But they desist not — and the sacrtdftirc 
Rekindled thus from dens and sa\age 
wJbds 

Moves handed on with never ceasing 
care • , 

Through courts «thiough cami s 'r ei 
limitaA ff • 

Nor. lacks this sea girt ftle a tinielv 
share • Vh 

Of the new Flame n 9 t suffered t exp re 


ARCHBISHOP CHICHLL\ TO IIENRV V 

^ What beast m wilderness or ciiltuied 
field 

The liv ely beauty of the le pud show s ’ 
^hat flower m mead w ground cr 
garden grows 

* That to thf towering lih d th not 
yield ^ 

‘ Let both meet only on thy reval 
shield ' 

Go forth, great King ' claim what thy 
birth bestows 

‘ Conquer the <»t11ic hly which th> foes 
Dure to usurp — thou ha^^t fl sword tc 
^ wield 

^‘And Heaven will crown the right 
V — The mitred Sire 

Thus spake — and lo ' a Fleet for Gaul 
Udarest 

Ploughs her bold course across the won 
dermg seas 

For, sooth to say, ambition in the 
breast v 

Of youthful heroes, ft no sullen fire • 

But one ;tbat leaps to meet the f&nnmg 
breeze 

XVI 

WARS OF YORK AND LANCASTER 

Thu4*ib the Storm abated by the craft 

Of a shrewd Counsellor eager to protect 
X Sas Note. I 

WJfi ' 


The Church whose power hath recently 
been checked 

Whbse mon trous riches threatened 
So the shaft 

Of victory mounts high and blood is 
quaffed • 

In fields that riv si Cressy and Poictiers — 
Pride to be wa hed away by bitter 
tears 

For leep as hell itself the avenging 
• drau{:,ht 

Of c vil slaughter Yet while temporal 
power 

Is by these shocks exhausted spiritual 
truth 

Maintains the else endangered gift of 
life 

Prcceeds from infancy tj lusty youth 
>\nd under c ver of this woeful strife 
Gathers unblighted strength from hour 
to hour 

WII 

WICLIPFE 

Once in re Iht Church is seired with 
sudden fe u 

\nd at her call is Wicliffe disinhumM 
Yea his 1 ones to ashes are consumed 
And fling 1U3 the brook that travels 
neai 

I rthwith that ancient \ ice which 
Streams can hear 

Thus s}.eaks (that V ice which walks 
upon the wind 

Th U(,h seld m h ard by busy human 
kind)— * 

As then these ash s little Brook* 

« wilt tear 

Int ) the Av 11 Av 11 to the tide 

Of Severn Severn te the narrew seas 

Into main Ocean thev this deed 
accurst 

An eint Icm yields to fni nds and 
enemit s 

If w the be Id Teachers Doctrine 
sanctified 

By truth shall s; read throughout the 
world dispersed 

Will 

CORRUPTIONS OF THE HICHER CLERGY 

WoLto you Prelates riotmg m ease 

• And cumbrous wealth — the shame of 

vour estate 

^ You on whose progress dazzling trams 
'S await 

Of pompous horses whom vain titles 
1 lease 

Who will be served by others on their 
knees 

* Yet will yourselves to God no service 

pav , 

Pastors who neither take nor point 
the vf ay 

t. 45 1 * 
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To Heavieai *. for, either lost in vanities 
“ Ye have no skill to teach, or if yc 
kttow ^ 

“ And speak the word ” Alas ! 

of fearful thin^ 

’Tis the most f«artul when the people’s 
eye 

Abuse hath cleared from vain imagin- 
ings : 

And taught the general voice to prophesy 
Of Justice armed, and Pride to be laid 
low. 

XIX 

ABUSE OF MONASTIC I'OWl-B 

And what is Penance with her knotted 
thong ; 

Mortitication with the shirt of hair. 

Wan cheek, and knees indurated with 
prayer, 

Vigils, and fastings rigorous as long ; 

If cloistered Avarice scruple not to wrong 
The pious, humble, u‘-cful Secular, 

And rob the people of liis daily care. 
Scorning that world whose blindness 
^ makes her strong ? 

Inversion strange t that, unto One who 
lives 

Tor self, and struggles with himself alone. 
The amplest share of heavenly favour 
gives ; 

That to a Monk allots, both in the esteem 
Of God and man, place higher than to him 
Who on the good of others builds his own ! 

♦ XX 

MONASTIC VOLUPTIIOI'SNESS 

Yet more, — round many a ConvAt's* 
blazing fire 

Unhallowed threads of revelry are spun ; 
There Venus sits disguised like a Nun, — 
While Bacchus, clothed in semblance of 
a Friar, -'(higher 

Pours out his choicest beverage high , and 
Sparkling, until it cannot choose but run 
Over^the bowl, whose silver lip hath won 
An instant kiss of masterful desire — 

To stay the precious waste. Through 
every brain 

The domination of the sprightly juice 
Spreads high conceits to madding Fancy 
dear, « 

Till the arched roof, with resolute abuse 
' Of its ^ave echoes, swells a choraF 
strain, a 

- Whose votive burthen is— “O ur kiko- 

DOM 's HERE t ” 

. * XXT 

DISSOLITTION OF THE MONASTERIES 

■ Threats come which no submission 
may assuage, 

>Ko sacrifice avert* no power dispute « ' 


The tapers shall be quenched* the bel- 
* fries mute, 

And, ’mid their choirs unroofed by sbN 
fish rage, ^ 

•The warbling urren sbair find a leafy 

cage ; 

The gadding bramble hang her purple 
fruit ; [newt 

And the green lizard and thc^il|ded 
Lead unmolested lives, and die of age. ' 
The owl of evening and the woodland 
fox ^{^oose : 

For their abode the shrines of Waltham 
Proud Glastonbury can no more refuse 
To stoop her hea l before these desperate 
sh ocks — [tells r ' 

She whose high pomp displaced, as story 

Arimathean Joseph’s wattled cells.*- 

" - XXII 

THE SAME SUBJECT 

The lovely Nun (submissive, l>»at more 

Xhr/jmgh saintly h&bit than from 
effort due r. ' . ^ 

To unrclcntipg manda/es that pursue*^ ' 
With equal wrath the steps of strong 
andf^eak) / 

Goes forth — unveiftng timidljj a cheek 
Suffused with blushes of celestial hue, 
While through the Convent’s gate to open 
view 

Softly she glides, another home to seek.' 
Not Iris, issuing from her cloudy 
shrine, 

An Apparition more divinely bright ! 

Not more attractive to the dazzled sight 
Those watery glories, on the stormy brine 
Poured forth, while summer suns at 
distance shine, (lisht I 

And the green vales lie hushed in sober 

XXIII 

CONTINUED 

Yet many a Novice of the cloistral shade. 
And many chained by vows, with' 
eager glee 

The Mrarrant hail, exulting to be free ; 
Like ships before whose keels, full long 
embayed 

In polar icc, propitious winds have mads 
Unlooked-for outlet to an open sea* 

, Their liquid world, for bold discov^* 

In ^1 her quarters temptingly displayed , 
Hope (guides the young; but when the 
old must pass [find 

The threshold, whithet shall they turn to 
The hospitality — the alms (alas I ' \ 

Alms may be needed) •which that ^ouse 
bestowed ? imtnd 

Can they, in faith and worship, train the-' 
XQ k^p this new and questionablb jeoad 
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XXIV _ 

SAINTS 

Ye, too, must before a chasing hand, 
Angels and Saints, in every hamlet 
mourned I , 

Ah I if th^old idolatry be spurned. 

Let not vour radiant Shapes desert the 

Mef aeration was not your denfhrid. 
The fond heart proffered it — the servile 
** heart ; ■ 

And therefore are ye summoned to de- 
part, 

Michael, and thou, S^. George, whose 
vflamlng brand . 

The Dragon quelled ; and valiant Mar- 
garet 

Whose rival sword a like Opponent slew : 
A^ rapt Cecilia, seraph-haunteQ Qiio(^ 
O^armony : and weeping Magda^ne, 
Who in the penitential desert met 
Gales ^eet as those that over Eden 
blew ! 

, ^xv % • 

^ VIRGIN • 

Mother 1 whose virgin boShm was un- 
crost • 

With the least shadS of thought to sin 
allied^; 

Woman ! above all women glorified, 

Our tainted nature’s solitary boast ; 

^Purer than foam on central ocean tost ; 
Brighter than eastern skies at daybreak 
strew^ 

V^^th fancied roses,than the unblemished 
moon 

Before her w«me begins on heaven's 
blue coast ; [ween. 

Thy Image falls to earth. Yet some, 1 
Not unforgiven the suppliant knee 
might bend. 

As to a visible Power, in which did blend 
All that was mixed and reconciled in 
Thee 

Of mother’s love with maiden purity. 

Of high with low, celestial with terrene 1 


- 


XXVI 


A(lrial keyston^hau^tily ! 
* Supremacy from Heaven 


' secure 

leaven transsnitted 
pure" [tomb 

As tnany hold ; and, therefore, to the 
Pass, some through fire — and by the 
Maffold someu^ 

Like faintly Fisher, and unbending More. 
^ Lightly for both the bosom's lord did 


“ Upon his throifai unsoftened, undis- 
mayed , [scene 

By hugbt' that* mingled with the tragic 
of pity or fear ; and More's gay genius 
played 

With the inoffensive sword of native wit. 
Than the bare axe more luminous and 
keen. 

XXVII 

• IMAGINATIVE REGRETS 

Deep is the lamentation ! Not alone 
From Sages justly honoured by man- 
kind ; 


But from the ghostly tenants of the wind, 
Demoifs and Spirits, many a dolorous . 
groan 

Issues for that dominion overthrown : 
hVoud Tiber grieves, and far off Ganges, 
blind 

As his own worshippers ; and Nile, 
reclined [moan 

Upon his monstrous urn, the farfpveU 
Renews. 'I'lirough every forest, cayc, 
and den, 

Where frauds where hatched of old, batb 
sorrow past — 

Hangs o’er the Arabian Prophet's native 
Waste. 

Where once his airy helpers schemed and 
planned [men. 

Mid spectral lakes bemocking thirsty 
And stalking pillars built of fiery sand. 

XXVHI 

REFLECTIONS 

Grant, that by this unsparing hurricane 
Green leaves with yellow mixed are torn 
away , [spray ; 

And goodly fruitage with the mother 
’Twerc madness — wished we, therefore, 
to detain. 

With hands stretched forth in mollified 
' disdain. 

The ^‘trumpery" that ascends in bare 
display — 

Bulls, pardons, relies, cowls black, white, 
and grey — [plain 

Upwhirled, and flying o’er the ethereal' 
Fast bound for Limbo Lake. And yet 
$ not choice 

But habit rules the unreflecting herd, 


APOLOGY 

Not utterly unworthy to endure 

Was the supremacy of crafty Rome : , j ^ ^ . jv 

Age after age to the arch of Christendom, hardest to disown ; 

A 1 a 1 Wail ^ Hcncc, With the spiritual sovereignty 

■ transferred 

Unto itself, the Crown assumes a voice 


Of reckless mastery, hitherto unknown. 
, XXIX 

TRANSLATION OF THE BIBLE 

But, to outweigh all harm, the sacred 
Book, 
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Jn dudty sequestration ivrapt too long 
Assumes the accents of oiirnati\ e tonauL 
And he who guides the plough, or wields 
the crook. 

With understanding spirit now may look 
Upon her recordlls listen to her song 
And sift her laws — much wondering that 
the wrong 

Which Faith has suffered. Heaven could 
calmly broc k [ K ir g 

Transcendent boon ’ noblest that earthl^ 
Ever bestowed to equalize and bless 
Under the weight of mortal wrelcheclntss * 
3ut passions spread like plagiu^ and 
thousands wild 

With bigotry shall tread the Offtnng 
Beneath their feet, detested and deliled 


THE POINT AT ISSUL 

For what contend the wise ’ — for no 
thing le>«s 

Tham that the Soul freed from the bonds 
, of Sense 

And to h(r God restored bv evidence 
Of things not seen drawn forth frem 
thtir recess fness — 

Root there and not m ferms her h li 
For Faith which to the Patriarchs did 
dispei sc 

Sure giiid ince ere a ccremc nial fence 
Wasnei dful round men thirsting to tran« 
gress — 

For Faith more perfect still with which 
the Lord 

Of all himself a Sp irit in the v outh 
Of Christian aspiration deigned to fill 
The temples of their hearts who with his 
word 

Informed were resolute to do his will 
And worship him in spirit and m truth 


*‘SwEFT IS the holiness of Youth — so 
felt [that Ld 3 

Time-honoured Chaucer speaking through 
B> which the I ru ress beguiled the w iv 
And many a Pilgrim s rugged heart did 
melt 

Hadst thoii lov ed Bard ' whose spirit 
often dwelt * 

In the cleir land of vision but foreseen 
King child and seraph, blended m th^ 
mien 

Of pious Edward kneeling as he knelt 
In meek and simple infancy what joy 
For universal Christendom had thrilled 
Thy heart ' what hopes inspired th> 
genius skilled 

^ great Precursor, genumemornmg Star) 
The lucid shafts of reason to employ, 
the Papal darkness from afar 3 


EDWARD SICMNG THE WARRANT tO% TIlS 
EXECUTION OF JOAN OF KENT 

The tears of man m various meafibure gush 
Prom vanous sources ,, gently overflow 
From blissful transport stoe — from 
clefts of woe 

Some with ungovernable impulse jrush , 
And soifie coeval with the earliestblhsh 
Of infant passion scarcely dare to show 
Their pearly lustre — coming but to go , 
And some biealc forth when otherF sor 
rows crush 

The s>iftpathisiqg heart Nor tlies£» 
nor >et * 

The noblest drops to admiration known. 
To gratitude to injuries forgiven— 
Claim Heavens regard like waters that 
^ have wet [driven 

The’ inn cent eves of youthful Menarchs 
Te pen the mandates nature doth disown, 

xxxin *■ 

, '' KEVIVAI. OPdOIERY 

The caintlv Youth hi s ceased t%ru\jp, 
discrowned •* 

By inrclenfiiig Death O People l^^en 
lor chaC^e, to whtin the new looks 
alwavb green 

R j-iicmg did they cast upon the ground 
Ihtir C uds ( f wood and stone , and at 
the sound 

Of counter pr ^cl imation now are seen, 
(Preud triumph is it for a sullen Queen ') 
Lifting then up the worship to con- 

f iiiid • 

Of the Most High Again do they in- 
V oke « 

The Creature, to** the Creature glory 

giie . 

\gain with frankincense the altars smoke 
Like those the Heathen served , and 
mass is sung , 

^nd praver man s rational prerogative, 
Kuns through blind channels of an un- 
known tongue 


LATIMER AND RIDLEY 

How fast the Marian death list is un- 
rolled ' 

See 1 atimer and Ridley in the might 
Of Faith stand coupled for a common 
^ flight * . 

One (Uke those prophets V horn God sent 
! of old) 

Transfigured 1 from this kmdlmg hath 
foretold 

A torch of mextmguishsbie light , 

The Other gams a confidence as l»ld ; 
And thus they foil their enemy s despite, 

SesNote, 

-■T 
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The penal instruments, the sb6ws 
crime, 

Are glonfied \ihile thia once mitred pur 
Of Sdin^y Friends the ** miirtherer s 
chain pdriake, ■ 

Corded, ar^ bunting at the social stake 
Earth never witnessed object more 
sublime 

lna:eiMtanc\, in fellowship mon fair I 

^ xxw 

CRANMER • 

Outstretching flame i^ard his up 
• briided hand 

(O God of mercy, maf no earthh Seat 
Of judgment such presumptuous d otn 
repeat ') 

Anud the shuddering threng dcih 
Cranmer Stand • • 

Ffftii as the stake to which w ith ar ui 
band [feet 

His fraqae is tied firm fr m the n ikcd 
To the b irc head Tht victory is com 
plete , , ^ 

The shrouded Bodv to the Soul s ^om 
^ iKland # • • [tude 

Answers with miVe than Indian forti 
Thrdugh all her nesses vnti ^er sense 
endued « 

Till breatladepartsm blissful ispirati n 
Then, mid the ghastly ruins of the fiie 
Behold the unalterable heart eiitiie 
Emblem of laith untouched miracukiis 
attestation < ^ 

XXXVI 

ANER\1i VIEW OF THF TROl BLES OF THE 
REFORM \IION 

Aid, glonous 14artyrs, from sour fields 
ol light. 

Our mortal ken ' Inspire a perfect 
trust 

(While we look round) that Hea^ en s 
decrees are just 

Which few can hold committed to a 
fight 

That shows, e\ n on its better side the 
might 

Of proud Self will Rapacity and Lust 
'Mid (douds enveloped of polemic dust 
Which showers of blood seem rather to 
moite 

Than to allay Anathemas are hurled 
From both sides, vetei an thunders (the < 
brute test • * • 

Of truth) ,are met by fulminations fiew — 
Tartarean flags are caught at, and un 
furled — 

Friends strike at fnends— the flying shall 
l^rsue — * [rest 

And victory sickens, ignorant where to 
1 For the belief in tl|ii fact, see the oontem- 
fWVyiUMiWW*. * 


'^XXVtl 

fCSCLlSH Rl^rORMERS IN EVIIU 
S ATTERiNC like birds escaped the fow 
lers n'»f 

Some seek with timeiw flight a foreign 
strind 

Most happv re assembled in a land 
By d luiitless Luther freed could they 
forget 

Their Comitr> s woes But scarce \ 
ha\e thev met 

P irtnrrs in faith and brothers in distress 
Free tf I iir forth their common th ink 
fuln ss 

Frt hepe dtchiies — their union is 
beset 

With Sf LCiilative n ti ns r ishh sown, 

< I Whence tlucl 1> sj routing grnvth of 
poisoncus weed 

Ihcir forms ire hioken staves, their 
passims steeds 

That master them H w enviably blest 
Ishewh'itin by help f grace enthrone 
I 1 pcac cf (j 1 within his sm^^le 
brea t 

WWIII 
riizsi r ni 

Hail Virgin Queen ’ j er many an envious 
I 11 

Inumphant snatched from many a 
trcachcn us wilp ' 

All hail sage Ladv wJi ni a grateful Isle 
Hath bkst re pinn^ tnm that dismal 
war 

Stilled by thy v oice But quickly from 
ifar 

DefiaiiCL breathes with more malig- 
nant aim 

And alien sttniis with home bred fer- 
ments cl 11 11 

Portentous fellowship Her silv cr car, 

Bv sleepless prudence ruled, glides slowly 
•on 

Unhurt by violence fiom menaced taint 
Emergmg pure and seemingly more 
bright 

Ah ' w herefore yields it to a foul con- 
straint 

Black as the clouds its beams dispersed, 

A while shone 

y men and angels blest, the glorious 
• light ^ 

1^ XXXIX 

EMINENT REFORMERS 

Methinks that I could trip o er heaviest 
soil. 

Light as a buoyant bark from wave to 
wave. 

Were mine the trusty staff that J ew el 
gave * 

To youthful HooRfiRf in familiar stylo 
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The ^ft 'i^alting, and ^with playful 
swle : *■ 

For thus equipped, and bearing on his 
head 

The Donor's farewell blessing, can he 
dread * 

Tempest, or length of way, or weight ol 
toil ? — 

More sweet than odours caught by him 
who sails 

Near spicy shores of Araby the blest, • 

A thousand times more exquisitely 
sweet, 

^ The freight of holy feeling which wV meet, 
In ^thoughtful moments, wafted b> the 
gales • 

From held.'! where good men walk, or 
bowers wherein thev rest. 

. « 

XL 

THE SAMK 

Holy and heavenly Spirits as tliey arc. 
Spotless in life, and eloquent as wise. 
With what entire affection d<» they 
pnre 

Their Church reformed ! labouring wdtli 
earnest care 

To baffle all that may her strength im- 
pair ; 

That Church, the un perverted Gospel's 
seat ; 

In their afflictions a divine retreat ; 
Source of their liveliest hope, and tender- 
est prayer !— 

The truth exploring with an equal mind. 
In doctrine and communion they have 
sought 

Firmly between the two extremes to 
steer ; 

But theirs the wise man’s ordinary lot, 
To trace right courses for the stubborn 
blind, 

And prophesy to cars that will not hear. 

XLI ’ 

DISTRACTIONS 

Me^, who have ceased to reverence, soon 
defy 

Their forefathers; lo! sects are funned, 
and split ftit 

With morbid restlessness ; — the ecstatic 
Spreads wide ; though special mysteri^ 
multiply, ' 

The Samts must govern, is their common^ 
cry ; f 

And SO they labour, deeming Holy 
Writ [to sit 

Disgraced by aught that seems content 

• Beneath the roof of settled Modesty. 

' The Romaulst exults ; fresh hope he 
draws 

From the confusion, O'aftily incites 


The overweening, personates the'mad-^ 
To heap disgust upon the worthier 
Cause : 

Totters the Throne ; the new-born Church 
• is sad * 

For every wave against'her p|ace united, 

XLIl 

• • GUNPOWDER PLOT , 

Fear hath a hundred eyes that all agree 
To plague hpr beating heart ; and there 
is one » 

(Nor idlest that !) which bolds com- 
munion • 

With thing.s thUt were not. yet wcatr 
* meant to be. : 

Aghast within its gloomy cavil v 
1 hat eye (which sees as if fulfllled and 
t dnfce •• [sun) 

CriRies that might stop the motion o^'Khe ■, 
Behfilds the horrible catastrophe 
Of ail assembled Senate unredeeisicd 
From subterraneous Treason s darkling 

MeiCiless act of sornw infenite ! 

Worse thaKi the product of^that distiMil 
night. [showet, ' 
When gw.hing, coivous as a thiAideC- 
The blona of Huguenots through Paris 
streamed. % 

XL-III 

ILLUSTRATION 

THE JUNG-PRAU AND THE FALL OP 
RHINE NEAR SCIIAFFHAUSEN 

The Virgin Mountain,^ wearing likq^ 
Queen 

A brilliant crown of everlasting .snow. 
Sheds rum from her sides ; and men 
below 

Wonder that aught of aspect so serene 
Can link with desolation. Smooth and 
green, 

.\nd .seeming, at a little distance, slow. 
The waters of the Rhine ; bu^ on they gO 
Fretting and whitening, keener and more 
keen ; [Flood, 

Till madness seizes on the whole widd " 
Tyned to a fearful Thing whose nostras 
breathe 

Blasts of tempestuous smoke — wheijre- 
with he tries 

To hide himself, but only magnifies ; 

And doth in more conspicuous tormon-t- ' 
• writhe, ■ , 

Dcafoning the region in his ireful mood, 

XLIV * 

TROUBLES OF CHARLES THE I^XRST 

Even such the contrast that, 'f^here^er 
we move, * 

To the mind’s eye Religion doth present 
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Now with her own dcsep quietness coni 
.tent ; 

Then, like the moiuitain, thundering 
front aboye 

Against the ancient pine-trees of thh 
groveg • 

And the Land's humblest comforts. 
HoW^r mood 

Recall the transiformation of tI9e flood. 
Whose rage the gentle skies in vain re- 
• prove, , 

Earth caj^iot check. O terrible excess 
Of headstrong will ! Can this be Piety ? 
No-f^some fierce Maniac hath usurped her 
name ; • 

Andc scourges England struggling to be 
free : 

Her^eace destroyed ! her hopes a wilder- 
ness ! • • 

Pffr- blessings cursed — her glory turned 
to shame ! 

^ XLV 

y UD 1 

Prejudged i>y fges determmed n^t to 
spare, • • , • 

An old weak Mar for vcngfifiricc thrown 

^ide, • ■'^4 

Laud, ** in the psuMul art ob dying ” 

tried^ 

(Like a poor bird elltangled in a snare 
Whose heart still flutters, though lus 
^ wings forbear 
To stir in useless struggle) hath relied 
On hope that conscious innocence sup- 
plied. 

And in his prison breathes celestial air. 
Why tlirries tlyn .^thy chariot ? Where- 
loriB stay, 

O^lpeath T the ensanguined yet triumph- 
ant wheels, 

Which, thou prepar’st, full often, to 
convey 

(What time a State with madding faction 
■ teeU# 

^kaint or Patriot to the world that 


all perturbations doth 


on thy 


The Saim 
; i heals 
4|1 , wounds, 

V * allay ? 

; XLVI 

Al^RLICTIDNS OF ENGLAND 

' Niarp 1 could’st thou venture, 
boldest stringy 
faintest noge to eeho which the Uast 
Can^t from the hand of Mosev as it 
passed 

O'er Sinai’s top, or from the Shepherd- 
hine, 

Eart^awake, by StlOa's brook, to sing 
. Of drrad. Jehovah ; then, should wood 
and waste 

.... - 


Hear also of that name, and mercy cast 
Oflfto the mountains, like a coveting 
Of which the Lord was weary. Weep, 
oh t weep. 

Weep with the good., beholding King and 
Priest 

Despised by that stem God to whom 
they raise 

Their suppliant hands ; but holy is the 
^ feast 

He keepeth ; like the firmament his 
ways : 

His statutes like the chambers of the 
deep. 

• PART III 

FROM THE RESTORATION TO THE PRESE.NT 
^ TIMES 

I 

I SAW the figure of a lovely Maid 
Seated alone beneath a darksome tree. 
Whose fondly-overhanging canopy 
Set ofl her bi-fghtness with a pleasing 
shade. 

No Spirit was she ; that my heart be* 
trayed, 

P'or she was one I loved e.xceedirigly ; 

Rut while 1 gazed in tender reverie 
(Or was it sleep that with my Fancy 
played ?) 

The bright corporeal presence — form 
and face — 

Remaining still distinct grew thin and 
rare. 

Like sunny mist ; — at length the golden 
hair. 

Shape, limbs, and heavenly features, 
keeping pace 

Each with the other iu a lingering race 
Of dissedution, melted into air. 

II 

« PATRIOTIC RYMPATHIBS 

Last night, without a voice, that Vision 
spake 

Fear to my Soul, and sadness which ' 
might seem 

Wholly dissevered from our present 
theme 

^et, my beloved Country ! I partake * 
T)f kindred agitations for thy sake : 
,^hou, too, dost visit oft my midnight 
dream : 

'Riy glory meets fne with the earliest ' 
beam / ' ' ’ 

Of light, which tells that Morning is'- 
awadie. 

If aught impair thy beauty or destvoy* 

Or but forebod^ destruction, I deplnre 
With filial lo\T. the sad vicissitude ; 

If. thou haatfalleni^iiidris^teous Heaven 
restore 
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Che prostrate» then my spring time is 
renewed, i 

And sorrow tiaitered for exceeding jo\ 

CHARLES THE SECOND 

Who comes — with rapture greeted, and 
care-*s d 

With frantic lo>e — his kingdom to re 
gam ’ * 

Him \ irtue s Nurse , Ad\ eisit\ m \ mn 
Received, and fostered m her ir n 
bre dst • 

For all she taught of hardiest md of 
best, . 

Or would have taught, by discipline ef 
pain 

And long pri\ ation nc djssoh es amain. 
Or IS remembered onlv to give rest 
To wantomuss — \w u Circt in revels 
Hut for what gam ^ if Lnglmd sr ii 
must sink 

Into 1 gulf which all distinction lev#»ls — 
That bigotry ina\ sw dl w the c d 
name, 

And, with that draiifaht, the life blord 
miserv shame. 

By P ets Inithed from which His 
ton ins shrink * 


IV 


ind the 


LATIll DINAKIAMSM 
\ EX Truth is ketnlv sought foi 
wind 

Charf,cd with rich words poured cut in 
thought sdff nee 

Whether the Church inspire th it tlo 
quince 

Or 1 n itonio Pietv ccutmcd 
io the sole temple ot the inward mind 
And One there is who luilds immortal 
lav s, 

Thi ugh Jocnicd to tre idinsolitaiy wavs, J 
Darkness before and danger s v ice*' 
bdiind 

Yet not alone nor helpless to repel 
Sad thoughts, tor frern above the 
starrv sphere 
Come secrets, whiSpend nightly to his 
ear . 

And the pure spirit of rriestial light 
Shines thiough his soul — ** that he mayJ 
see and tell ^ 

Of things inv isible to mortal sight ^ 


^ WALTON S BOOK OF LIVES 

Therf are no colours m thi fairest skv 
^ full as, these Ihe feather, whence 
the pen 

shaped that traced the lives of these 
sood men. 


Dropped from an Angels wing With 
moistened e 

Wc read of faith and purest charity 
In Statesman, Priest, and • humble 
• Citizen ^ 

0 could we copV their mild virtues tfaen^ 
What joy to liv e, that blessedness to die ' 
Methmks their very names shm% still and 

bngiit , •• ■ 

Apart — like glow-worms on a summer 
night g ^ 

Or 1 mtiv tapers when from far they nmg 
A guidiiip, ray or seen — like stars on 

high • ‘ 

Satellites burning in a lurid ring 
Around mtek Waltons heavenly me-, 
mor\ ^ 

% VI 

• CLFRICAL INrrCRlIV 

Nor shall the eternal roll of jiraise reject 
Tho(;(. Unconforming, whom one iTgorous 
dav 

1 'itivf from their Cures "a v ol unt arv prey 
To pov ertVt and grief, And Jiyespect, ^ 
And some to want — ai. if by tempests- 

w rccla cT 
On a wiftt < 

lhc< , 

I cel nrt that Conscience never can be- 
trav. 

That pt acc of mind is Virtue’s sure effect ^ 

1 hf ir altars thev forego, their homes they ^ 
quit 

r ulds which they love, and path^ they 
daih trod. 

And cist the future upon Piovidebce , 

As men the dictate of whose inward 
sense 

Outweighs the world, whom self- 
deceiv mg wit 

Lures not from what they deem the 
cause of Cod . 


if . 

coist, ^now destitute! did 


VII 


PERSECUTION OP THC SCOTTISH COVES* 
ANTCRS 

When Alpine Vales threw forth a sup- 
pliant cr> , 

The majesty of England mterposed 
And the sword stopped, the bleeding 
I wounds were closed, a 

l^nd Faith preserve^ her ancient purny. 
How ly^tle boots that precedent ox good. 
Scorned or forgotten. Thou canst testify. 
For England s shame, O Sister Realm '* 
from wood, 

Mountain, and moor, and crowded street 
where he • 

The headless martyrs of the Covenant, 
Slam by Compatriot-pzotestanti that 
draie . . . 


^3. . 


ECCLESIASTICAL SONNETS 


345- 


' From CQuadls senseless as intolerant 
Th^ warrant. Bodies fall by wild 
sword-law ; 

But .wlio wojiild force the Soul, tilts with 
a straw • 

Against^ Chaftipion cased in adamant. 

VIII 

* * ACQUITTAL OF THE BiSftOFS 

A voiCE,^from long-expecting thousandskj 
sent, • 

Shatters the air, and troubles tower and 
^ spire ; 

For Justice hath absolved the innocent. 
And Tyranny is balked of her desire** 

. Up, down, the busy Thames — rapid as 
1 fire 

CqMpsing a train of gunpowde|; — it wei^;, 
transport finds in every syreet a' 
vent. 

Till whole City rings like one vast 
quire. 

The Fathers urge the People +^bc still, 
With outstreAhed hands ana^avnest 
w spe|j:ft-v-ir^vain ! ^ 

Yea, many, hafily wont Vo entertain 
Small reverence for the mitre’s offices. 
And to Religion*|^c1f no fniebdly will, 

,A Pre^te’s blessing ask on ' bended 
knees. 

IX 


WILLIAM THE THIRD 

as under-current, strong 


to 


'Calm 
draw 

' Millions of ,WAves into itself, and run, 

. Prom sea to sea, impervious to the sun 

.And plou||biRg storm, the spirit of 
Nassau 

ISwerves not, <hbw blest if by religious 
awe . , 

•Swayed,' and thereby enabled to contend 
.]^^With the wide world’s commotions) from 
its end 

rSwervds not — diverted by a casual law. 

Had mortal action e’er a nobler scope ? 
k The Hero comes to liberate, not defy ; 

% And, while he marches on with stedfast 
hope, 

^'CoQquero^’^^ beloved! expected anxi- 
ously i j 

^ ‘The vacillating Bondman of the Pope 
'4;Shrinks from the t'erdict of his stedf^t 

' 'OBXptCAtlONS OF CIVIL TO RELIGIOUS 

' , V ' . LIBERTY 

iJNGRATEFULC^ountry, if thou e’er forget 

We sons who for thy civil rights have 
bled! 

l^pw^ liki^ a Roman, Sidney bowed his 


And Russel’s milder blood the 'scafi 

wet ; . . 

Blit these had fallen for profitless regret 
Had not thy holy Church her champions 
bred. 

And claims from other worlds inspirited 
The star of Liberty to rise. -,Nor yet 
(Grave this within thy heart !) if spiritual . 
things 

Be lost, through apathy, or scorn, or 
fear. 

Shall thou thy humbler franchises, sup- 


Dort, 

OVTCV 


Hovrcver hardly won or justlv dear : 
What came from heaven to heaven by- 
Aatiire clings. 

And, if dissevered thence, its course is ' 
short. . ,, 

XI 

SACHEVEREL 

A SUDDEN conflict rises from the swe.ll 
Of a proud slavery met bv tenets strained 
In Liberty’s behalf. Feard, true or'.l 
feigned. 

Spread through all ranks ; and lo ! the 
Sentinel “ 

Who loudest rang his pulpit ’larum bell* 
Stands at the Bar, absolved by femalq. 

eyes ’ # . 

I9lingling their glances with grave flat- 
teries 

Lavished on Him — that England may 
rebel 

Against her ancient virtue. High and 
Low, 

Watch -words of Parly, on all longues are 
rife ; 

As if a Church, though sprung from 
Heaven, must owe 

To opposites and fierce extremes her 
life, — 

Not to the golden mean, and quiet flow' 
pf truths that soften hatred, temper 
strife. 

XII . 

Down a swift Stream, thus far, a bold' 
design . 

Have we pursued, with livelier stir of ' . 
heart 

Than his who sees, borne forward by the . 
Rhine, 

The living landscapes greet him, 
depart ; ' 

Sees spires fast slnking^up agaiu to ^ • 
start ! 

And strives the towers to number, that • 
recline • 

O’er the dark steeps, or on the horizon''' 
line . 

Striding with shattered crests hiSi^eytr I 
atbwailu <r«;v . 
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So have we jburried on with troubled 

w pleasure : ^ 

Iieacefarth« as nsi the bosom of a stream 

That slachensi and spreads wide a watery 
gleam, 

W41, nothing loth* a lingering course to 
measure, 

, May gather up our thoughts, and mark 
leisure 

Holv widely spread the interests of our 

' ’ theme. 

XIII 

ASPECTS OF CHRISTIANITY* IN 
AMERICA 

I. — THE PILGRIM FATHERS * 

Well worthy to be magnified are they 

Who, with sad hearts, of friends and 
country took 

A last farewell, their loved abodes fcff- 
sook. 

And hallowed groimd in which their 
fathers lay ; 

Then to the new-found World explored 
their way. 

That so a Churebt unforced, uncalled to 
brook 

EHual restraints, within some sheltering 
, nook 

'Hfc Jx>rd might worship and his w(jfd 
obey 

In freedom. Men they were who could 
not tieiid ; 

Blest Pilgrims, surely, as they took for 
guide 

A will by sovereign Conscience saiicti- 
ted ; 

Bleat w'hile their Spirits frtim the woods 
ascend 

Aflong a Galaxy that knows no end. 

But in His glory who for Sinners died. 

XIV 


11. CONTINUED * 

From Rite and Ordinance abused they 
fted 

To Wilds where both were utterly un- 
known ; 

But oot to them h.Td Providence fore- 
shown 

Whott benefits are missed, what evils 
' bred. 

In worship neithar raised nor limited ^ 
; Save by Self-will. Lo ! from that distant Jr 
shore. ^ 

For Rite and Ordinance, Piety is led 

Back to the Land those Pilgrims left of 
yore, 

X»ed by herki^n free choice. So Truth 
and Love 

; Conscience goven\ed do their steps 

; retrace^ — 


Fathers ! your Virtues, such the pow^ of 
• grace. 

Their spirit, in your Children, thus 
approve ^ 

Tsanscendent over time, Unbound by 
place, • ^ 

Concord and Charity in circles move. 

XV ^ 

m. CONCLUDED. — AMERICA^ EPIS^SO" * 
Pacy . ■ 

Patriots informed with ApostgiUc ligQ( 
Were they, who, when' their Country had 
been freed, ' ^ 

Bowing with revefence to the ancidbt > 
, creed, 1 

Fixed on tlie frame of England’s Cliurdi ' - 
their sight, , , 

^ lid strode in filial love to reunite ga 
Wn at force had severed. Thence HvBifr- 
fetched the seed 

Of Christian imitv, and won a me&A 
Of praise from Heaven. To Tlree, O 
sainUy White, 

'PatffiiUPA.irof a wide -spreading family. 
Remotest lanjis and uivHorp *limes shall^' 
turn, ^ • IThee, 

Whether they would restore or <bulld-«^to 
As one rightlj^ taught how zeal 

should burn, ^ 

As one who drew fpom out Faith's 
holiest um 

The purest stream of patihnt Energy. 


XVI 

and Priests, ble5sM.are ye. 


if 


Bishops 
deep 

( As yours above all offices is .high) 

Deep in your hcar,t6.th6f(0ii.saaf duty lie ; 
Charged as ye are by Christ ito feed and 
•keep 

From wolves your portion of his chosen, 
sheep ; 

Labouring as ever in your 'Master’s 
Making your hardest task your best 
light. [reap 1 — 

What perfect glory ye in Heaven shall 
But, in the solemn Cffioc which ye sought 
And undertook premonisbed, .if unsound ' 
Your practice prove, faithl^ though ‘ 
but in thought. v , 

Pishops and Priests, think nhat n gulf 
profound it a light " 

^aits yoii -then, if they ^we^e ' 


10 framed the Ordnance by your liv 

disowned ! /jr* - -V ' :/ x’- 

’ 

PLACES OP WORSAtl* 

As star that shines dependent updn.stnr V 
Is to the sky while We>lbQk,up,m .lorw;- . 
As lo the deep fair ships which tho^i 
they move falfuf; * 
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lurking 


thought 


As to the sanely desert fountains are. 

With palm-groves shaded at wide iiitef- 
vals, 

Whose fruit around the sun-burnt Native 
falS • 

Of yovina tired or desultory war — 

Such tonhis British Isle her Christian 
Faaes, 

El^cSwlinked to each for kiii^red ser- 
vices ; 

Her Spires, her Steeple-towers with 
glittering vanes • 

Far- Kenned, her Chapels lurking among 
’ , s trees, 

' * Where a few villagemon bcnd“cl knees 
Find solace which a busy world disdains. 

, XVI II 

PASTORAL CITARACTE^ ^ • 
'^^ENIAL hearth, a hospitable boai^U 
And a refined rusticity, belong 
To thg neat {mansion, where, his flurk 
among, 

The learned Pa^or dwells, thcli^atchful 
Lord. . ^ ^ • 

^Though meeb aAd patient as a sheathed 
sw'ora ; • — 

Though pride’s |fast 
appear a wrong 

To humgn kind ; though peace be on his 
tongue. 

Gentleness in his heart — can earth 
^ afford 

Such genuine state, pre-eminence so 
free, 

As wrhen, arrayed in Christ's author- 
ity, 

He from the pulpit lifts his awful hand ; 
Conjures, iiflplores, and labours all he 
can 

Fojf re-subjecting to divine command 
The stubborn spirit of rebellious man ? 

XIX 

THE LITURGY 

Yes, if the intensities of hope and fear 
' " .Attract us still, and passionate exer- 
cise 

' 'Of lofty thoughts, the way before us lies 
Distinct with signs, through which in 
set career, 

' Asthrough a zodiac, moves the ritual vea4 
Of England’s Church ; stupendous 
mysteries I 

Which whosg travels in her bosons eyes,i||An 
' As he ^ approaches them, witl^ solemn 
cheer. 

Upon that circle traced from sacred 
atory 

.. W&only dare toi*cast a transient glance. 
Trusting in hope that Others may ad- 
vance [Glory, 

. With, mind intent .ijpon, the King, of I 


From his mild advent till his counten-' . 

anoe ' ^ - 

Sh*all dissipate the seas and mountains 
hoary. 

XX. 

nAPTlSM 

Dear be the. Church, that, watching o’er 
the needs 

Of Infancy, provides a timely shower . 
Whose virtue changes to a Christian 
Flower 

A Grgwth from sinful Nature's bed of > 
weeds ! — 

Fit best beneath the sacred roof 'pro- 
ceeds 

The ministration : wdiile parental Love 
Looks on, and (irace descendeth from 
above ‘ 

As the high service pledges now, now 
plo.Tds. 

There, should vain thoughts outspread ’ 
their wdngs and flv 

' 1*0 meet the coming hours of festal mirth. 
The tombs — which hear and answer that 
brief cry. 

The Infant's notice of his second birth — 
Recall the wandering Soul to sympathy 
With what man hopes from Heaven, yet 
fears from Barth. 

XXI 

SPONSORS 

Father ! to God himself we cannot give 
A holier name I then lightly' do not bear 
Both names conjoined, but of thy 
spiritual care 

Be duly mindful - still more sensitive 
Do Thou, in truth a second Mother, 
strive 

Agamst disheartening custom, that by ' 
Thee 

Watched, and with love and pious in- 
• dustry 

Tended at need, the adopted Plant inay ■ 
thrive ■* 

For everlasting bloom. Benign and 
pure 

This Ordinance, whether loss it would 
supply, ^ . 

Prevent omission, help deficiency, 

Or seek to make assurance doubly sure. ^ 
Shame if the consecrated V^ow he found 
idle form, the Word an empty 
sound 1 

XXII 

CATECHISING 

From Little down to Least, in due de- 
gree. 

Around the Past 

vest, . , 


MCh in nnw-wrougfat 
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' ^ach with a vernal posy at his breast, 

, IVe stodd, a trembling, earnest Com- 
^ .pany ! ' ' ' . 

"4tWifn low soft murmur, like a distant bee, 
'' 'iSome > spake, ’ by thought-perplexing 
'A fears betrayari ; 

'And some a bold unerring answer made: 
^How fluttered then thy anxious heart 
for me, 

f Beloved Mother 1 Thou whose happy 
hand 

' Had bound the flowers I wore, with 
" faithful tie : 

'ySweet flowers! at whose inaudible com- 
mand 

' ^er countenance, phantom -like, . doth 
re-appear : 

lost too early for the frequent tear, 

' And ill requited by this heartfelt sigh ! 

XXTII 

CONFIRMATION 

The Yoiing-ones gathered in from hill 
and dale. 

With holiday ilelight on every brow ; 

’Tis passed away; far other thoughts 
prevail i 

For they are taking the baptismal Vow 
j ,Upon their conscious selves ; their own 
lips speak 

‘ The solenm promise. Strongest sinews 
fail. 

And many a blooming, many a lovely, 
cheek 

‘ Under the holy fear of God turns pale 
While on each head his lawn -robed Ser- 
vant lays 

An apostolic hand, and with prayer 
seals 

,The Covenant. The Omnipotent will 
raise 

Their feeble Souls ; and bear with his 
regrets, 

Who, looking round the fair assemblage, 
feels 

That ere the Sun goes down their child- 
■' hood sets. , 

XXIV 

CONFIRMATION CONTINUED 
.1 SAW a Mother's eye intensely bent 
Upon a Maiden trembling as she knelt ; 
In and for whom the pious Mother felt 
t Things that we judge of by a light too 
faint : I 

Toll, if ye may, some star-crowned MUse, 
X' or Saint ! 

Toll what rushed in, from what she was 
relieved — 

Then, when her Child the hallowing 


That tears burst forth amain. ^ Did 
gleams appear ? 

Opened a vision of that blissful place 
Where dwells a Sister<child ? And w 


power giveri_ 
r To! 


wa^ ■ 


; I .• touch received, 
tAAXid such vibration t^i 
■ * 


the Mother 


Part of her Tost One's glory back to tracer 
Even to this Rite ? tor thus SAr knelt, 
and, ere -r? , / ^ ' 

The SLin'mer leaf had faded, passeil to 
Heaven. 

^ XXV . ^ . 

SACRAMENT ^ 

By chain yet stronger must the Soul bp ^ 
tied : ^ 

One duty more, last stage of this accent,' 
Brings to thy food, mysterious Sacra.-? 
rnent ! 

The Offspring, haplv at the Parent’s'.' 

■ side ; ■ ■ ^ 

But iiot till They, with all that do amde ' 
In Heaven, have lifted up their hearts . 

to laud ' 

And maeprrify the glorious name of God, ■: 
Fownt;im of grace, whoMi Son for sinners'; 
died. ^ 

Ye, who have duly weighed the'siimmonSft 
pause ' . 1 . 

No longer^ltye, whom to the saving rite 
The Altar calls ; cofne early under laws • 
That can secure for you a path’ot light 
Through gloomiest shade ; put on (nor 
dread its weight) < - 

Armour divine, and conquer in your ^ 
cause ! 

XXVI 

THE MARRIAGE CEREMONV 

The Vested Priest before the Altar 
stands : • 

Approach, come gladly, ye prepared, in ;• 
sight 

Of God and chosen friends, your troth / 
to plight '■ . 

With the symbolic ring,’ and wlfling ,. 
hands 

Solemnly joined. Now sanctify the . 

bands * 

O Father ! — to the Espoused thy bless-,, 
ing give, 

That mutually assisted they may live V: 
Obedient, as here taught, to thy com- ' 

P mands. 

So prays the Church, to consecrate a 
• Vow 

'^he which would .^radless matrimony • 
malje;” * 

Union that shadows forth anid 

partake . " 

A mystery potent human love to endCW 
With heavenly, each mere prized for the 
other's sake ; 

Weep not, meek Bride I uplift thy timid 

DTQWi L. I / 
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XXVII 

^ THANKSGIVING AFTER CHILDBIRTH 

Woman ! the Power who left his throne 
on Ifigh, • 

And deigned to jvear the robe of flesh vfe 
wearA 

The power that thro’ the straits of 
Inf^cy 

Did p& dependant on maternal care. 

His own humanity with Thee will share. 
Pleased with the thanks* that in . his 
People’s eye 

Thou ofFerest up for safe Delivery 
l^rcsn Childbirth’s perilous throes. And 
should the Heir ^ 

Of thy fond hopes hereafter walk inclined 
To courses fit to make a mother rue 
Th^t ever he was bom, a glance of mind 
upon this observance ma^ renevF ^ 
ATJfetter will ; and, in the imagined* view 
Of thee thus kneeling, safety he may 
hJId. 

XXVIII • 

VISyATfoN OF THE SIC^I • 

^HE SablkatlF bJlJs renew •the inviting 
peal ; ^ 

Gliti music I yet tl^ere be tha* worn with 
pain ^ 

And sickMess. listen where they long have 
lain. 

In sadness listen. With maternal zeal 
' Inspired, the Church sends ministers to 
kneel 

Beside the afflicted ; to sustain with 
prayer. 

And soothe the heart confession hath laid 
bare— 

That pardon, from God’s throne, may 
' set its seal 

On a true Penitent. When breath de- 
parts *** 

From one disburthened so, so comforted. 
His Spirit Angels greet ; and ours be hope 
' That* if the Sufferer rise from his sick- 
jjbed, 

^ - Hence he will gain a firmer mind, to cope 
t^Wlth a bad world, and foil the Tempter’s 
^ . arts. 

XXIX 

, THE COMMINATION SERVICE ^ 

Shun not this Rite, neglected, yea ab- 
horred, 


Thy own, if sorrow for thy sin be dead, f 
Guilt unrepented, pardon unimplored. ' 
Two aspects bears Truth needful for ;'V 
salvation : • ^'.4 - 

Who knows not that ?— yet would this 
delicate age • 

Look only on the Gospel’s brighter page : ' 
Let light and dark duly our thoughts 
employ ; 

So shall the fearful words of Commina-. ' 
^ tion 

Yield timely fruit of peace and love and '' ' 
joy. 

• XXX 

FORMS OF PKAVER AT SEA 

To Rneeliiig Worshippers no earthly 
floor 

Gives holier invitation than the deck 
Of a storm-shattered Vessel saved from 
Wreck 

(When all that Man could do avail’d no j 
more) 

By him who raised the Tempest and 
restrains : 

Happy the crew who this'^have felt, and? 

pour v- 

Forth for his mercy, as the Church 
ordains, 

Solemn thanksgiving. Nor will they' 
implore 

In vain who, for a rightful cause, give 
breath 

To words the Church prescribes aiding . 
the lip 

For the heart’s sake, ere ship with hostile 
ship 

Encounters, armed for work of pain 
and death. 

Suppliants 1 the God to whom your ' 
cause ye trust 

Will listen, and ye know that He is 
just. 

XXXI 

• FUNERAL SERVICE 

From the Baptismal hour, thro’ weal 
and woe. 

The Church extends her care to thought 
and deed ; 

Nor quits the Body when the Soul is 
freed, 

The mortal weight cast off to be laid low. ' 
Blest Rite for him who hears in faith, ^ 
“ I know 


• pL. 




' By some of ^reflecting mind, as ^lli^g^That my Redeemer liveth,” — hears each 

Mao. to curse man* (thought ippnstrous^ 

- hnfl appalling.) 

Go thou and hear the threatenings of 
the Lord ; 

listening within his Temple see his 
♦sword 

, ynsfaeathed ' in wrath to strike the 


word 

That follows — striking on some Jdndted. " 
chord ■ . ' 

Deep in the thankful heart ; — ;yet tears 
will flow. N 

Man is as grass that springeth up at morn,. I 
Grows greeq^ and is cut down and <' 
.withereth-- \ 


aso 
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Erie ni^tflD^truth that well may claim 
asigh^ * 


I'tp natural echtf ; but hope comes reborn 
At Tesu^s bidding. 

Death 


ut 


rejoice. 


Where is thy stin^ ? — O Grave where is 
thy Victory ? ” 

XXXII 

RURAL CEREMONY^ . 

Closing the sacred Book which long has^i 
" fed 

pur meditations, give we to a day, 

Of annual joy one tributary lay ; 

This day, when, forth by rustic music led. 
The village Children, while the sky is red 
With evening lights, advance in long 
array 

Through the still church -yard, each 
with garland gay, [bead 

That, carried sceptre-like, o'ertops the 
Of the proud Bearer. To the wide 
church -door, 

Charged with these offerings which their 
fathers bpre 

For decoration in the Papal time. 

The innocent Procession softly moves : — 
The spirit of Laud is pleased in heaven’s 
pure' clime. 

And Hooker's voice the spectacle 
approves 1 

XXXIII 

REGRETS 

Would that our scrupulous Sires had 
dared to leave [rites 

Less scanty measure of those •graceful 
And usages, whose due return invites 
A stir of mind too natural to docciye ; 
Giving to Memory help when she would 
weave 

A fcrown for Hope ! — I dread the boasted 
lights 

That all too often are but fiery blights, - 
Killing the bud o’er which in vam i^e 
grieve. 

Go, seek, when Christmas snows dis- 
comfort bring, [church 

The counter Spirit found in some gay 
Green with fresh holly, every pew a 
perch [sing, 

Iti which the linnet or the thrush might 
Merry and loud and safe from prying 
search, 

. Strains offered only to the genial Spring. 

XXXIV 

MUTABILITY 

FhoM low to high doth dissolution 
climb, 

'And sink from high to low. along a 


scale 


Of awful notes, whose concord shall not 

" fail : 

A musical but melancholy chime. 

Which they can hear who me/jldle not . 
with crime. 

Nor avarice, nor over-acxious care, j 

Truth fails not ; but her outwhrd forms 
that bear . 

The longest date do melt like frosty rixpe. 

That in the morning whitened hill and 
. plain to . 

And is no iilore ; drop like the'*tower 
sublime 

Of yesterday, which royally did wear ^ 

His erowii of weee*.s, but could not eVeir 
‘ sustain 

Some casual shout that broke the silent 
air, 

k')r the itr imaginable touch of Time. 






XXXV 

OLD ABBEYS 

Monastic Domes ! following my down- 
war- way, , 

Untc/,:..ched by due regret I marked your 
fall! ■. ■' 

Now, ruin, beauty, ancient stillness, all 
Dispose tp,.judgmeu1;,s temperate as we 
lay " V 

On our past selves in life's decliung day : 
For as, by discipline of Time made wise. 
We learn to tolerattT the infirmities 
And faults of others — gently as he may, v 
Su with our own the mild Instructor 
deals. 

Teaching us to forget them or forgive. 
Perversely curious, then, for hidden ill 
W'hy should we break Time's charitable 
seals ? 

Once ye were holy, ye are holy still ; 

Your spirit freely let me drink, and live I 

jrtcxvi 

EMIGRANT FRENCH CLEKQY 

Even while I speak, the sacred roofs 
of France ^ 

Are shattered into dust i and’^Celf- 
exiled 

From altars threatened, levelled, , ot' 
defiled. 

Wander the Ministers of God, as chance 
Opens a way for life, or consonance 
Of faith invites. More welcome to no , 
p land 

The tugiti ves than to the British strand. 
Where • priest and layman with the - 
vigilance 

Of true compassion greet them. Crsfed ' . 
and test 

Vanish before the unreiierved embrace - 
Of catholic humanity : — distrest 
They came, — and, while ' the itieral 
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Throughout the Country they have left, 
our shores * 

Give to their Faith h fearless resting- 
place. 

• • XXXVII 

^ COKfcRATULATlON 

Thus all things lead to Charity, secured 
By THE^’Who blessed the soft and happv 

• ’gale • 

That landward urged the great Deliverer’s 

• sail, ^ 

Till in the sunny bay his fleet was moored ! 
Propitious hour ! 'had we, like them, 
i endured 

■e stress of appAliension,^ with a 
mind _ • 

Sickened by injuries, dreading worse 
• designed, 

-From month to month tremflling AiS 
unassured, • 

How had we then rejoiced ! But we 
have felt. 

As a loved substance, their futurity : 
Good, which th»y dared not i?S»c |or, 
we have seei^ ; ^ 

^ State orhdke. generous flrill through 
earth is dealt ; ^ 

A • State — whichrf* balancmg herself 
between ^ 

Licence •and slavish order, dares be 
free. 

^ XXXVIll 

* NEW CHURCHES 

But liberty, and triumphs on the Main, 
And laurelled armies, pot to be with- 
stood— 

'What serve they ? if, on transitory good 
' lirteaL and s^ulous of abject gain, 

The t^ate (ahf surely not preserved in 
■ ' vain !) . 

F'ortyear to sha^ due channels which 
the Flood 

Of sabred truth may enter— til J it ’brood 
' O’er the wide realm, as o’er the -Egyptian 
.plain 

. The^ all-sustaining Nile. No more — 
the time 

. ms conscious of her want ; through 
England’s bounds, 

lit ^val haste, the wished-for Temples 
Tfse! I 

' f'^tltear their Sabbath bells’ harmonious 

^Flotft breeae — the heavenliest 8f 

^ sounos 

■ 5^nt vale or hill prolongs or multiplies ! 

XXXIX 

CHURCH^TO BE ERECTKD 

Ba^his the chosen site ; the virgin sod, 
Moistened from age to age by dewy eve, 


Shall disappear, and grateful earth 
receive 

Tlfe cornbr-stone from hands that build 
to God. 

Yon reverend hawthorns, hardened to ■ 
the rod • 

Of winter storms, yet budding cheerfully ; 
Those forest oaks of Druid memory. 

Shall long survive, to shelter the Abode 
Of genuine Faith. Where, haply, ’mid '■ 
• this band ' 

Of daisies, shepherds sate of yore and 
wove 

May-%arlands, there let the holy altar 
stand 

For lyieeling adoration ; — while — above. 
Broods, visibly portrayed, the mystic 
Dove, 

That shall protect from blasphemy the 
Land. 

XL 

CONTINUED 

Mine ear has rung, my spirit sunk sub- ' 
dued, 

Sharing the strong emotion of the' 
crowd. 

When caclx pale brow to dread hosannas 
bowed 

While cloud> of incense mounting veiled 
the rood. 

That glimmered like a pine-tree dimly 
viewed 

Through Alpine vapours. Such appafl- 
ling rite 

Our t'hurch prepares not, trusting to the 
might 

Of simple truth with grace divine im- 
bued ; 

Yel wdll we not conceal the precious 
Cross, 

Like men ashamed : the Sun with his 
first smile 

^hall greet that symbol crowding the 
^0 low Pile : * 

And the fresh air of incense-breathing 
morn [moss 

Shall wooing! y embrace it ; and green 
Creep round its arms through centuries 
imboru. 

XLI 

NEW CHURCH- YARD 

The encircling ground, in native turf 
arrayed, 

s now by solemn consecration given 
To social interests, and to favouring ^ 
Heaven, 

And where the rugged colts their gam- 
bi'ls played. 

And wild deer bounded through the 
forest glade. 

Unchecked as when by merry Outlaw, 
i driven. 
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Shall hyrdjta of praise resound at morn 
. and evens 

And soon/fuU soon, the lonely Sext6n*s 
spade 

,ShaU wound the tender sod. Encinc- 
•»’ture small, c 

But inimite its grasp of weal and woe ! 
-Hopes, fears, in never-ending ebb and 
flow ; — 

„The spousal trembling, "and t^^e “dust 
to dust,” 

The prayers, the contrite struggle, 
and the trust 

That to the Almighty Father looks 
f through all. 

XLII 

CATHEDRALS, ETC. 

. Open your gates, ye everlasting Piles ! 
Typea of the spiritual Church which God 
hath reared ; 

Not loth we quit the newly -hallowed 
sward 

And humble altar, ’mid your sump- 
tuous aisles 

To kneel, or thrid your intricate defiles. 
Or down the nave to pace in motion 
. slow ; 

Watching, with upward e5'e, the tall 
tower grow 

■ And mount, at every step, with living 
^ wiles 

Instinct — to rouse the heart and lead the 
will 

By a bright ladder to the world above. 
Open your gates, ye Monuments of l<»ve 
, Divine ! thou Lincoln, on thy sovereign 
hill ! 

Thou, stately York ! and Ye, whose 
splendours cheer 

Isis and Cam, to patient Science dear! 

' XLIII ' 

Inside of king’s collegi: CHAPEit^ 

CAMBRIDGE 

' Tax not the royal 'Saint with vain 
expense. 

With ill-matched aims the Architect 
^ who planned — 

Albeit labouring for a scanty band 


Where light and shade repose, where 
* music dwells 

Lingering— and #andering on as loth 
to die ; ^ . ' ' > " 

Like thoughts whose very sweetness 
yieldetn proof ' ■ 

That they were born for immoi cality. ‘ ' 

XLIV “ * 

THE SAME 

What awfur perspective ! whilS from 
our sight 

Wit^i^adual stealth the lateral windq^ 

Their Portraitures, their stone-work 
glimmers, dyed 

In the soft chequerings of a sleepy I*gbt. 
|iftlart>T,/pr King, or sainted Eremite, 
Whoe’er ye be, that thus, yourselr'..,, 
unseen. 

Imbue your prison-bars with , solemn 
sheen. 

Shine until ye fade with coming 

But, from the arms of silence — list*. 

O list ! 

The music bursteth into second life r 
The note^'.*uxuriate. every stone is kissed . 
By sound, or ghost of sound, j in mazy 
strife ; ^ 

Heart-tlx-illing strWhs, that cast, befpre 
the eye ^ ' 

Of the devout, a veil of ecstasy I 

. XLV 

CONTINUED ' 

They dreamt not of a pci^lshable hotne^'.'y. 
Who thus could build. Be, mine, 

hours of fear ' , ■ ' . 

Or grovelling thought, to seek a reftijge'' 
here i ^ 

Or through the aisles of Westminster ia ' ^ 
roam ; . ' iT, 

Where bubbles burst, and folly’s dandiig . 
foam 

Melts, if it cross the threshold ; wbive 
the wreath . ' . , 

Of awe-struck wisdom droops : or let say. v 

Dath ?.■■■-■ 


immense 

< And glorious Work of fine intelligence I 
,, Give all thou canst ; high Heaven reject^- 
the lore 

^ Of nicely-calculated less or more ; 

, So deemed the man who fashioned for 
thp sense 

These lofty pillars, spread that branching 

ml 

ISelf-poised, and scooped into ten thousand 


.'{.‘'pi white robed Scholars only — this(lLea(^to that younger Pile, wh 6 Mia|N%: 

' Ukc dome ' 7,? 

Hath typified by reach of daring art’ " ^ 
infinity’s embrace: whose*' guardian..',;- 
*trest, . , 

The silbnt cross, among the stars 

spread .Vv' 

As now, when She hath also secm Tieir 
breast ^ 

Filled with mementos, satiate wit^ its . 
-part 

Of grateful England's 
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... XLVI 

*' EJACULATION * 

Glory to God ' and to the Power who 
came 

In filial duty, clothed with love divine. 

That mgde H'fs human tabernacle shine 

Like Ocean burning with purpureal 
flfine ; 

0r Ske the Alpine Mount, «that takes 
its name ^ 

From roseate hues, far j^enned at morn 
and even. 

In hours of peace, or when the storm is 
• driven 

Along the nether region’s rugged frame ! 

Earth prompts — Heaven urges ; le\ us 
seek the light, 

Sfbdious of that pure intercourse begun 
^When first our infant brows fheir laslte 

So, like the Mountain, may we grow more 
bright 

From unimpeded commerce with the 
Sun, » ^ 

At the approacj] of all-in volvin^iight. 


XLVII . 

^ CONCLUSION 

Why sleeps the future, as a snake en^' 
rolled. 

Coil within coil, at noon-tide^? For 
the Word • 

Yields, if with unpresumptuous faith 
explored, [unjfold 

Power at wh,pse touch the sluggard shall 
His drowsy rings. Look forth ! — that^ 
Stream behold, 

That Stream upon whose bosom we 
yhave passed [effaced 

Floating at ease while nations have 
Nations, and Death has gathered to 
■« • his fold 

Long lines of mighty Kings — look forth, 
my soul ! 

(Nor in this vision be thou slow to trust); s 
The living waters, less and less by guilt 
Stained and polluted, brighten as they 
roll. 

Till they have reached the eternal City-^ ^ 
built ♦ 

For the perfected Spirits of the just ! 


YARROW Revisited, and other 

POEMS 


COMPOSED (TWO EXCEPTED) DURING A TOUR IN SCOTLAND, AND ON 
THE ENGLISH BORDER, IN THE AUTUMN OF 1831 

; TO 

SAMUEL ROGERS, ESQ., 

^A» A TKSIIM«NY or FRIENDSHIP, AND ACKNOV 
' . ' MEMORIALS ARE AFFE 

V JRypal Mount, Dcp. 11, 1834. 


ORUDCMENT OF INTELLLCTUAL ODLIGATIOHS, THESE 
FECTIONATELY INSCRIBED 


i 


frhe follovlag Stanzas are a memorial of a 
day passed with Sir Walter Scutt, and othdr- 
.Friends visiting the Punks of the Yarrow 
under his guidance, immediately before bis 
departure ^m Abbotsford, for Naples. 

The titIe*‘Yarrow Revisited” will stand in no 
need of explanation, for Readers acquainted 
with the Author's mevious poems suggested 
; by that celebrated Stream.] 

hTiiR gallant Youth, who may have 
^ ,, gained, 

'' Or seeks, a '* winsome Marrow,” • 
Was but an Infant in the lap * ^ 
When firtt I looked on Yarroi^^; 

Once more, by Newark’s Castld-gate 
. Long left without a warder, 

:V'. 1 stood, looked, listened, and with Thee, 
' Great Minsti^l of the Border I 

. , <?i;ave thoughts c»led wide on that sweet 
. day; ' ' 

TJieir Jigplty Just.aiyng, , 


! In gentle bosoms, while sere leaves 
■ Were on the bough, or falling : 
l^ut breezes played, and sunshine 
gleamed — 

The forest to embolden ; ^ * 

Reddened the licry hues, and shot 
Transparence through the golden. 

For busy thoughts the Stream flowed on , 
In foamy agitation ; 

And slept in many a crystal pool 
For quiet contemplation : 

No public and no private care 
The freeborn mind enthralling. 

We made a day of happy hours, , fgj 

Our happy days recalling. 

Brisk Youth appeared, the Morn of 
youth, ' 

With treaks of graceful folly, — 

Life’s tenperate Noon, her sober Eve, 

Her night not melancholy : 




AeA 
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Past, pr^nt, future, all appeared 
In harmony united, 

T-lke gpests that meet, and some from far. 
By cordial love iiivited. 


And if, as Yarrow, through the woods 
Ahd down the meadow ranging, 

Did meet us with unaltered face, 
Though we were changed, and chang- 
ing ; 

It, then* some natural shadows sjiread 
Our inward prospect over, 
the soul’s deep valley was not slow . 

’ Its brightness to recover. 


Eternal blessings on the Muse, 

And her divine employment ! 

The blameless Muse, who trains her Sons 
For hone and calm enjoyineiit ; 
Al}>eit sickness, lingering yet, 

Kas o’er their pillow brooded ; 

And Care waylays their steps — a .‘iprite 
Not easily eluded. 


For thee, O ! C()nipelled to change 

Green Kildon-hill and Cheviot 
For warm Vesuvio’s vine-clad slopes ; 

And leave thv Tweed and Tiviot 
For mild Soronto’s lirec/v waves ; 

May classic Fancy, Unking 
.With native Fancy her fresh aid. 
Preserve thy heart frciin sinking ! 

O ! while they minister to thee, 

. Each vying with the other. 

May Health return to mellow Age 
With Strength, her venturous brother ; 
And Tiber, and each brook and rill 
Fenowned in song and story. 

With unimagined beauty shine. 

Nor lose one ray of glory ! 


For Thou, upon a hundred streams, 

By tales of love and sorrow. 

Of faithful love, undaunted truth, 

Hast shed the power of Yarrow ; 

And streams unknown, hills yet unseen, 
'Wherever they invite Thee, 

At parent Nature’s grateful call. 

With gladness must requite Thee. 


A ^acious welcome shall be thine. 

Such looks of love and honour 
As thy own Yarrtjw gave to me 
. When first I gazed upon her ; 

Beheld what I had feared to sec. 
Unwilling to surrender 
Dreams treasured up from early days, 

' The holy and the tender. 

And wh^t, for this frail world, were all 
That mortals do or saffer, 

. Did no responsive haro, no pen, 
Memorial tribute offer? 

IpeJi; what were mighty Nature's self ? 

^ features, could they wuCi, us, . ^ 


Unhelped by the poetic voice 
That hourly speaks within us ? 

Nor deem that localised Romance 
Plays false with our affections : ' 
Unsarictifics our tears — made sport 
For fanciful dejections : ^ 

Ah, no ! the visions of the past 

Sustain the heart in feeling „ . 
Life as she is — our changeful Life, 

'’With friends and kindred dealing , 

Bear witness, Ye, whose thoughts tha^^ 
day 

In Yarrow's groves were centred ; t-. 

Wherethrough the Siletit portal arch 
Of mouldering New?rk enter’d : 

And clonib the winding stair that once 
Too timidly was mounted * 

BytKe “ la^'t Minstrel,” fnot the last l) 

Ere rte his Tale recounted. ^ 

Flow on for ever. Yarrow Stream t 
Fulhl thy pensive duty. 

Well plea'^^ that future Bards should 
c'liawt , 

For simple hearts thy*beo,uty: 

To dream-light <"?ear while' yet unseen, 
Dear to the roimnon , sunshine, * 

And dearer sMll, as now I feel, 

To memory’s shadowy nioonsluue I 

" ^ - •- 

OM THi DEPAKTURE 'TO SIR WALtER 

SCOTT FROM AUBOTSFORD FOR NAPLES 

A trouble, not of clouds, or weeping 
niin, 

Nor of the setting stm’s pathetic light ’ 
Engendered, hangs o’er Eil^pn’s triple-^ 
w height : 

Spirits of Power, assembled there, com- - 
plain 

For kindred Power departing from their ^ 
sight ; 

While 1'weed, best pleased in chanting a 
blithe strain, , ^ 

Saddens his voice again, and yet again. 
Lift up your hearts, y'e Mourners I tor tlie ■ 
might 

Of the whole world’s good wishes with ' 
him goes ; > 

Blessings and prayers in nobler retinue v.- 
Tnan sceptred king or laurelled con- ' 

. queror knovi's, 

Foil 3 w this wondrous Potentate. Be 
^ truv, ' * 

Ye winds «f ocean, ar.d the midland ^ea, ' , 
Waftmg your Charge to soft Partheno^ I 

III V 

A PLACE OF BURIAL 1^ THE SOUTH ' 
SCOTLAND 

Part fenced by man, part by a nigged . , 
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That curbs a foaming brook, a Gkivo. 
yard lies ; 

The bare's best couching-place for fear- 
less steep ; , 

Which moonlit elves, far seen by credu- 
lotis eyes, 

Knte^-in nance. Of church, or sabbath 
. *■ ties, . 

No vtstige now remains ; yet thither 
• creep • 

Bereft Ones, and in lovrty anguish weep 
Their prayers out to the wind and naked 
skies. 

^I'^roud tomb is nope ; but rudely-sculp- 
tured knights. • 

By humble choice of plain old times, are 
• seen 

Level with earth, among J:hc hjjJ^ks 
green ; . 

. union, not sad, when sunny ciaybrcak 
^smites 

The spangled turf, and neighbouring 
thickets ring ,, 

With jiibilairiTom the choir^f sirring. 

• ' • IV ^ 

ftN THE SICfHT qjF A MANSE IN THE SOUTH 
OFSISCOTLAN® 

Say, VC far-travelled clouds, far-seeing 
hills— 

‘ Among the hapipiest-Iooking homes of 
men 

Scatter’d all Britain over, through deep 
glen. 

On airy upland, and by forest rills, 
ir' And o’er wide plains cheered by the lark 
that trills 

: Bis sky-bom warblings— does aught 

f ^ i^eet your ken 

f:- More to animate the Poet’s pen, 

‘ 'Aught .that xhofe surely by its aspect 
fills 

/ Pure minds with sinless envy, than the 
Abode 

Of the good Priest : who, faithful 

, . through sill hours 

f To his high charge, and trulv serving 

V God. 

Mas yet a henrt and hand for trees and 
' flowers, ^ 

Enjovs the walks his predecessors trod, 

1 Nor covets lizieal rights in lands and 
towers. . • • ^ 


'' OOIlfPOSB13^ IN ROSpiN CHAEEL, nURlNG A 
STORM 

wind is now thy organist a clank 
\rWe Jfliow not iSfhhnpe) ministers for a 





^ ; 

Of music reached its height, and even, 

• when sank 

The notes, in prelude, Roslin t to a 
blank 

Of silence, how it thrilled thy sumptuous 
roof. 

Pillars, and arches, — not in vain time- 
proof, 

Though Christian rites be wanting 1 
From what bank 

Came those live herbs ? by what hand ' 
were they sown 

Wtere dovv falls not, where rain-drops 
seem unknown ? 

Y^t in the Temple they a friendly niche 

Share with their sculptured fellows, that, 
green-grown. 

Copy their beauty more and more, and 
preach. 

Though mute; of all things blending into 
one. 


VI 

THE TROS.SACHS 

There’s not a nook within this solemn 
Pass, 

But were an apt confessional for One< 
Taught by his summer spent, his autunih 
gone. 

That Life is but a tale of morning grass 
Withered at wo. From scenes of art 
which chase 

That thought away, turn, and with watch- 
ful eyes 

Feed it ’mid Nature’s old felicities. 

Rocks, rivers, and, smooth lakes more. 

clear than glass ^ , 

Untouched, unbreathed upon. Thricfe ■ 
happy quest, 

If from a golden perch of aspgn spray.j^^ 
(October’s workmanship to rival 'May) ' 
The pensive warbler of the ruddy breast ' 
I'hat moral sweeten by a heaven-taught 
lay, ' ' ' 

Lulling the year, with all its car^, to 
rest ! 


VII 


I The pibroch's notc.^ discountenanced or 
mute ! . ' ‘ ' 

The Roman kilt, degraded to a toy 
Of quaint apparel far a half-spoilt boy ; ' 
The target mouldering like ungath'ere^ ‘ 
fruit : . ► , 

The smoking steam-boat eager in pursuit^' 
As esger^y pursued; ^the 

To w^ther-fend the Celtic herdsman’s 
. head — . . - 

All speak of manners withering to the' 
rotot, ' ^ ' 


And of old honours, too. and passioitfi 
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Then may we though pleased that 
thought shohld range 
Among the conquests of civility, 

' Survives imagination — to the change 
„ Superior ? Help to virtue dues she 
give ? 

" ' If not, O Mortals, better cease to live ! 

VIIT 

: COMPOSED IN THE CLF.N OF LOCH FTIVE 
** This Land of Rainbows spanning 
* glens whose walls, ^ 

Rock-built, are hung* with rainbow- 
coloured mists — 

Of far-stretched Meres whose salt flood 
never rests — 

Of tuneful Caves and playful Water- 
falls - 

Of Mountains varying momently their 
crests — 

Proud be this Land t M'hose poorest huts 
arc halls 

Where Fancy entertains becoming 
guests ; 

While native song the heroic Past recals.** 

' Thus, in the net of her ow'ri v is'ies 
caught. 

The Muse <'xclaiined ; but Story now 
' .. must hide 

; Her trophies. Fancy crouch ; the course 
h . of pride 

iJrHas been diverted, other lessons taught, 
* That make the Patriot -spirit bow her 
V ' head ^ 

'Where the ull-coiiquering Roman feared 
to tread. 

IX 

f EAr.LES 

>',cbMPOSnD It OUNULUr CASTLE IN THE BAY 
OF OBAN 

; Dishonoured Rock and Ruin! that, 
by law ' 

‘■^;Tyranhic, keep the Bird of Jove em- 
,V. barred 

'' Like a lone criminal whose life is spared. 

'' ‘Vexed is he, and screams loud. The last 
1 saw 

on the wing ; stooping, he struck 
with awe 

"^Man, bird, and beast ; then, with a con- 
V sort paired, 

''JFtom a bold headland, their loved aery's 
guard, 

high above Atlantic waves, to draw 
-light from fountain of the setting 


was this Prisoner once ; and, when 
' ' ' his plumes 

eea^blast raffles as the storm comes 

'on, ' 

;€or a moment, lie, in spirit, ly- 


sun. 


His rank 'mong freeborn creatures that 
live free. 

His power, his beauty, and his m&jesty. 


IN THE SOUND OF MULL 

Tradition, be thou mute ! OtTliyion, ‘ 
throw' * r 

Thy veil in mercy o'er the records, hunop 
Round strath r.nd mountain, stampea , 
by the ancient tongue 
On rook and ruin darkening as we go, — 
Spots where a word,, ghost -like, survived, ■’ 
^to show 

What crimes from hate, oi- desperate love, . 

have sprung ; ^ 

Friim honour misconceived, or fancied 

What fruds, not quenched but fed by 
mutual woe. 

Yet, though a wild vindictive RaccC un- 
tam^ ^ ‘ 

By civibffrfs and labours f.f the pen, - ? 
Could gcntlenj;ss be scoimed'^by those j 
fierce Men', , ^ 

Who, to spreadT wide the reverence thejV 
claimed , 


For patriarchal occiipafions, name^ 

Yon lowcTing IVaks, ” Sheph^ds of 


litive Glen ? ’ ^ 
XI 


'i?;’ 


SUGGESTED AT TVNDJIlUM IN A STORM 

Enough of giulands, of the Arcadian 
crook, ' 

And all that Greece and Italy have 
Of Swains reposing myrtle groves am^gl ^ 
Ours couch on naked rocks, — will ctf^s a .-- 
brook '• 

Swoln with chill rains, nor ever cast> 16oI&;^ 
This way or that, or give it 6ven 
thought *' ' ■/ 

More than by smoothest pathway may ^ • 
t5rou‘;ht ' . . 

Into a vacant mind. Can written b6ok' '' 
Teach what fhtsv learn? Up, hardy ^ ' 
Mountaineer ! 

And guide the Bard, ambitious to be Onie^^^v 
Of Nature's privy council, as thou art, . ' 
On cloud-sequestered heights, that 
and hear 

Tq what dread Powers He delegates 
. •paft ■ ' 

un earfti. who works, m tho^caveri; 
heavehs, alone. ' ' ' 

xn IS 

TIIS EARL OF BREADALBANE 9 RtlTNXD-^^J 
MANSION, AND FAMILV BURIAL- 
PLACE, NEARfllCILLlN 

Well 'sang the Bazd wh6 okUed^ 


- grave, in strainav 
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Though tfm and <«ad the ** narrow house **^1 lhe,limpid mountain riU ^oids it not • 


No stvle 

Of fond cepulphral flattery can beguile 

Grief of her sting , nor cheat, where he 
detain^ * 

The sleeping dust, stern Death How 
reconcile 

With tftith, or with eoch othei* decked 
rem iins 

Of •a once warm Abode, and that nCii 
Pile, 

For the departed, built with curious pains 


the * narrow house ihe,hmpid mountain rill ^oids it not • 
And whv shouldst thou r — If rightly 
flattery can beguile trained and bred, 
nor cheat, where he Hiimanit\ is h imblb, finds no spot 

Which her Hcavtn giucftd feet refuse to 
stern Death How t-tad 

The w ills irc cracked, sunk is the floAcry 
each othei* decked ro f 

^Jndrcssid the pathw ly leading to the 
bode, a^d that nCiZ doi r , 

But lc\c IS Natiue loses the lonely 
lit with curious pains Poor 

^ I X *1. — 


Anctmausulean pemp ^ Yet here the > Search for their wrrth, some gentle 
stand • heart wronp prof f 

Together — niid trim walks ind artffll Mctk i^Mticnt kind, and, wt re its Inals 
bowers, fewer 

To bt looktd down upon bv ancien* hills Belike Irss happv — Stand no more 
That for the living and the dead ^eni u ► alo f * i 
prompt a harmony of gtiiniiu 

fund, and 


powers , 

ConcorA that elevates the mind, and 


. »XIII ^ • 

# M Rps-J A^D %!• IIIANKVI I ’ * 

AT Tlir HI AD Ol? CLriMROJ- 

DoijTilino and doubling with laborious 
walk. • • 


XV 

THl HIGHLAND BRO\CH 
The exact reseinblincc which the old^Broadi 
(still in use though ran ly me with imongthe 
11 el Underbj bears to the Roman I ibula must 
bti kt every one and conLUrs with the platcl 
and k Ic tc rtcal to mmd the communication 
whi h the ancient Romans had with this 
remote country 

li to Iraditioii faith be due 


Who. thft has g.med at length the X„dech.«s from old v^lTpeak tr^^^ 


Wished for Hught, 


1 re the mec k S iint, C olumba, bore 


JhB brief this simple «a> side Call con to 17.1*5 sh^ 

And*"^ts not thankful > Whether [ ,\»,'=;„rnVI.^r“gi“on"^^^^ 


cheered by talk 


A. Imd wheic gcntlf manners ruled 


\Vithsome loved fnend, or bv the unseen q dnmtltsb virtues schooled, 

''zL. i j j 1 X. 1 That raised for cc ntunes, a bar 

^inpervious to the tide of war 

^at smne * 1 . i ^ct peaceful Arts did entrance gam 

At tte sun’s outbreak, as with hght v«iele hau^ht> Force had strisen In 

divme, ^ain 

Eife descend to nourish root and wf rks of skilful hands, 

‘of vdW flowers Nor while the limbs 

* - * 1 . X 1 1 And various climes, was not unknown 

we fowt that, as the fowl can keep xhe clasp that fixed the Roman (.own , 

’ poised aloft in air , ,biia, whose shape I ween. 

And fishes front, unmoved, the torrent s still m the Highland fcoach w seen, 
sweep, ^ pjjg silver Broach of massy frame, 

So My the oul, through powers that at the breast of some grave Dame 

' A ”^*fw** , J3n road or path or at the door 

Witi rest, and eav, and peace, with thatched hut on heathv moor 

bliss that Angels share dehcate of vore its mould. 


D^wws, ojj road or path or at the door 

Witi rest, and eav, and peace, with thatched hut on heathv moor 

bliss that Angels share delicate of >ore its mould, 

Xjy ® .|^d the material finest gold , 

wTnaj A tjn hit-t * As might bcsccm the fairest Fair, 

HIGHLAND HUT , Whether ‘he graccd a Toval chaiF, 

Sum what gay wild flowers deck thi^ Or shed within a vaulted hall. 

c®rth built Cot, faiiciei lustre on the will 

Whose smoke, forjh-issuing whence and where shields of might v heroes hung. 

J^owitmav, jgr , ^ ^ While Fingal heard what Ossian sung 

Shines m the greeting of the sun s fir«t 

ray The heroic Age expired — it slept 

lake wreathaa pi vugMUt without stain or Deep i|i its tomb —the bramble crept 
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O’er Fingatlf .hfiftTth ; the grassy sod 
Grew on tlilPHoors his sons had troa : 
Malvina ! where art thou ? Their statp 
The noblest'born must abdicate : 

The fairest, while with fire and sword 
Come Spoilers — horde impelling horde,. 
Must walk the sorruwmg mountains, 
drest 

By ruder hands in homelier vest. 

■^Yet still the female bosom lent, ** 
And loved to borrow, ornament ; 

Still was its inner world a place 
Reached by the dews of heavenlj grace : 
Still pity to this last retreat | 

Clove fondly ; to his favourite srat : 
^ I-iOve Wound his way hy soft approach. 
Beneath a massier Highland Broach. 

When alternations came of rage 
Yet fiercer, in a darker age ; 

'And feuds, where, clan encountering 

t4an. 

■ The weaker perished to a man ; 

For maid and mother, when despair 
Might else have triumphed, baffling 

prayer. 

One small possession lacked not power, 

^ Provided in a calmer hour, 

To meet such need a'^ might befall— 

Koof, raiment, bread, nr burial : 

For woman, even of tears bereft, 

The hidden silver Broach was left. 

As generations come and go 

Their arts, their customs, ebb and flow ; 

■ Fate, fortune, sweep strong powers away. 
And feeble, of themselves, dcca)" : 

What poor abodes the heir-loom hide. 

In wjiich the castle once took pride ! 
Tokens, once kept as boasted wealth. 

If saved at all, are saved by stcaUh. 

Lo I ships, froni seas by nature barred. 
Mount along ways by man prepared ; 
,And in far-stretching vales, whose 

streams 

^ Spek other seas, their canvas gleams. 

Lo ! busy towns spring up, on coasts 
'.'Thronged yesterday by airy ghosts ; 
.Soon, like a lingering star forlorn 
;.Aniong the novelties of mom, 

"While young delights on old encroach, 

, Will vanish the last Highland Broach. 

But when, from out their viewless bedf, 
Like vapours, years have rolled aiHl 
spread ; 

And this poor verse, and worthier lays. 
Shall yigld no light of love or praise ; 
Then, by the spade, or cleaving plough, 
VOr torrent from the mountain's brow, 

■/Or whirlwind, reckless what his might* 

^ Entombs, or forces into light ; 

'Mfihd Chance* a volunteer ally. 


i And clears Oblivion from rej^oach* 

' May render back the Highland Btoach.t 

XVI • *' 

THE nno'^NiE 

Upon a small island not far from the head of 
Loi'h Lomond, are some remains' dv an ancient 
buildiK?, which was for several the 

abode of a solitary Individual, one ofiibe htf t 
survivors of the plan o.f Macfarlauif , onre 
powerful ki that neighbourhood. Passing 
along the shore opposite this island in the ■ 
year 1814, the Author learned these par- 
tiiMil.irs. ani tliat this person then living th^‘e 
had acquired the ^pellation of *'The Brownie," 

<■ See Tne Brownie s Cell," p. 240, to which 
the following is a sequel. 

“ Hi) w disappeared he?” Askthernewf 
^ and toad ; 

Ask of his fellow men, and they wiiWcil 
How he was found, cold as an icicle. 
Under an arch of that forlorn »bode ; 
Where he, unpropp’d, and by the 


i|f<hering flood 
Of ]^ars hemm’d 


d round, h,^d ^welt, pre* *■ 
paredeto try % ^ 

Priv.ation’s«»woret extbemities, and die 
With no one near v^ve the omnipfesent 
God.* ^ t, 

Verily so to live was an awful choice — 

A choice that wears the aspect of a doom ; 
But in the mould of mercy all is cast 
For Souls familiar with the eterual Voice^ 
And this forgotten Taper to the last 
Drove from itself, we trust, all firightfUl 
gloom. 


TO THE PLANET 


xvir 

VENi;,*!!’ 

STAR 


AN BVgNiNG 


COMPOSED AT LOCH LO^OKD 

Though joy attend Thee orient at the 
birth ' ' • ‘A 

Of dawn, it cheers the lofty spirit ntost 
To watch thy course when 'Day-tfgtit 
fled from earth, ' *■ y 

In the grey sky hath left his linfferinfif-^^ 
Ghost, ' ' ' 

Perplexed a%.if between a splendour log^l 
.And splendour slowly mustering. Since ^ 
the Sun, ' . 

The absolute, the world-absorbing One,, 
t Row much the Broach Is sometimes 1 


fiting a poor old woman in her owd'hut, 
wishing to make a return, said to htt daum-w, 
in Erse, in a tone ot plaintive earnesCDe^‘''V 'I 
would give anything^ havf, but 1 ides’ 
does not msh for mProach I aril, . 

these words, she put her h'suad upoAtbe’RrdaSS ^ 
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Relinquished half his empire to the host 
i^mboldened by thy guidance, holy Star, 
Holy as ppnccly, who that looks on thee 
Touching, as zA>w, in thy humility « 
The mountain borders of this seat of 
care, ^ 

Can question that thy countenance is 
.bri»ht. , 

Celestial Power, as much with love as 
•light? 

XVIII 

• • BOTrtWELL CASTLE 

(passed unskem on account of stormy ^ 

WEATHER) 

IjCMiWEn in Bothwell's towers, at times 
the Brave • * ^ 

(SiD^autihil is Clyde) forgot to mo\}rn 
The liberty they iVst at Bannockburn. 
Once on^hose steeps I roamed at large, 
and nave 

In mind the landscape, as if still in-^^ht ; 
The river glides, ^he woods beforif^m^ 
jm wave; • • ^ 

Then why repine* that novi^ in '••aiii I 


* Man^laced him here, and God, he knows, 
can save. 

XX 

THE AVO]|^ 

A FEEDER OP THE ANNAIf 

Avon — a precious, an immortal name ! 

Yet is it one that other rivulets bear 

Like this unheard-of, and their channels 

• wear 

Like this contented, though unknown to 
Fame : 

For ^cSt and sacred is the modest claim 

Of Streams to Nature's love, where’er 
th^y flow ; 

And ne'er did Genius slight them, as they 
g«. 

dTree, flower, and green herb, feeding 
without blame. 

But Praise can waste her voice on work of 
tears. 

Anguish, and death : full oft where inno- 
cent blood 

Has mixed its current with the limpid 
flood, 

Her heaven-offending trophies Glory 


Grave 

Needless renewal of \a old delight ? 

Better to i(hank a dear and long-past 
day 

For joy its sunny hours were free to give 

jShanl tilame the present, that our wish 
hath crost. 

Memory, like sleep, hath powers which 
dreams obey. 

Dreams, vivid dreams, that are not 
fugitive : 

How little thalf she cherishes is lost ! 


XIX 

FtCTURB OF bANIEL IN THE LIOn’S DEN, 
AT HAMILTON PALACE 

AmiD a fertile region grecu with wood 
And fresh with Tivere, well did it become 

f he ducal Owner, in^ his palace-home 
b naturalise this tawny Lion brood ; 
hildren of Art, that claim strange 
^ brg^erhood 

(Couched in their den) with those that 
, . roam at large 

Over the burning wilderness, and charge 
.The wind with toror while they roar for 
fdod. 


Satiate are tJusf ; and still to eye and 
ear; . * • 

HeBCe; Wl^e We gaze, a more enduring 
fear ! 

yet is the Prophet ^cahn, nor would the 

Dau^ him — if hisColtlpanions, how be- 
drov^d 

Outstretched And listless* Were by hunger 


rears : 

Never for like distinction may the good 
Shrink from ihy name, pure Rill, with 
uiipleased cars. 

XXI 

I SUGGESTED BY A VIEW FROM AN EMI- 
NENCE IN INGLEWOOD FOREST 
The forest huge of ancient Caledon 
Is but a name, no more is Inglewood, 
That swept from hill to hill, from flood 
to flood : 

On her last thorn the nighty moon has 
shone ; 

Yet still, though unappropriate Wild be 
none. 

Fair; parks spread wide where Adam 
Bell might deign 

With Clyni o’ the Clough, were they alive 
again. 

To kill for merry feast their Venison. 
Nor wants the holy Abbot’s^gliding 
Shade 

His church with monumental wreck • 
• bestrown ; 

The feudal Warrior-chief, a Ghost un- 
• laid, 

Hlth still his castle, though a skeleton. 
That he may watch by night, and lessons 
con 

Of power that perishes, and rights that 
fade. 

XXII 

HART’S-BORN tree, near PEKRITB 
Here stood an Oak, that long had borne 
affiaed. . . - 
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*■ »■■■ 

To his hu'90 trunk, or, with more subtle 
art, , [mixed. 

Among its withering topmost branches 
The psumy antlers of a bunted Hart, jn 
Whom the Dog Hercules pursued — his 
part * 

Each desperately sustaining, till at last 
Both sank and died, the life- veins of the 
chased 

And chaser bursting here with one dijy 
^ smart. 

^Mutual the victory, mutual the defeat ! 
^High was tlje trophy hung with^ pitiless 
pride ; [pathy 

Say, rather, with that generous sym - 1 
That wants not, even in rudest breasts. 

a seat ; [chide I 

And, for this feeling’s sake, let no one j 
Verse that would guard thy meniory,*'| 
Hart’s-horn Tree ! 1 

XXIII 

FANCV AND TRADITION 

The Lovers took withm tliis anc.ent 
grove 

Their last embrace ; beside those crystal 
springs 

The Hermit saw the Angel spread his 
wings 

For instant flight ; the Sage in yon alcove 
.Sate musing ; outhat hill the Hard would 
^ rove, 

Not ,mute where now the linnet only 
' sings : 

Thus every where to truth Tradition 
clings. 

Or Fancy localises Powers we love. 

Were only History licensed to take note 
Of thing;s gone by, her meagre monuments 
Would ill suffice for persons and events : 
There is an ampler page for man to quote, 
A readier book \,t manifold contents. 
Studied alike in palace and in cot. 

XXIV 

countess' pillar 

tOn the roadside between Penrith and Appleby, 
there stands a pillar with the follo^viiig m- 
J'. Kription 

j*’',- * “ This pillar was erected, in the year 1636, 

by Anne, Countess Dowager of Pembroke, etc. 

' for a -memorial of her last parting with her 
pious mother, Margaret, Countess Dowage^ 
of Cumberland, on the ad of April, i6t6 ; in l 
memory whereof she hath left an annuity oM 


U., 

Flower than the loveliest of the vqrnal 
prime 

Lovelier — transplanted from ' heaven's 
purest clime ! « 

[•‘‘Charity never faileth : on that creedt 

More than on written tbstaxMnt or deed, 

The pious Lady built with hope sublime. 

Alms on this stone to be doaJ.t out, for 
even! 

“ Laus Deo." Many a Stranger ^ssin'g 

Has with that Parting mixed a filial 
sigh. 

Blest its humane MemoriaPs fonf^ iogito 
deavour ; •* ' 

fastening on those lines an eye 


. 4/. to be distributed to the poor of the pari^ 
of Brougham, every ad day of Aoril for ever, 
upon the stone table placed hard by. Lius 
Deo ! **] 

' While the Poor gather round, till the 
1 end ol time 

May this bright flower of Charity display 
' Its bloom, unfolding at the appointed 
day i 


And. 

tear- glazed. 
Has ended, thorn 
i, berpraised P 


[h no Clerk, with <f'God 


" XXV 

ROMAN ANTIQUITIES 

(from the roman station ^at old 

PENRITH) 

Ho^/profitless the reAcs that we cull. 
Troubling ^he last Holds of ambitiofM , 

Rome.cf. ‘ 

Unless they chasten fancies thab^ pre- 
sume t 

Too high, or idle agitations kill ! 

Of the world’s flatteries if the brain ^ 
be full, 

To have no seat for thought were beAer^ 
doom, 

Like this old helmet, or the eyeless skull 
Of him who gloried in its nodding plume. ' 
Heaven out of view, our wishes what' 
are they 

Our fond regrets tenacious in their grasp ? 
The Sage’s theory ? the Poet’s lay ? — 
Mere Flbulse without a robe to -clasp ; 
Obsolete lamps, whose light 'no time ' 
recals ; ' « , 

Urns without ashes, tearless lacrymals I 


XXVI 

APOLOGY 

FOR THE FOREGOING FOEM5 

No more : the end is sudden andjjibrupt* ' 
Abrupt — as without preconceived design 
Was the beginning ; yet the several Lays 
Have moved in order^ to each other 
bound # * 

j^y a continuous and a<^nowledged tie ‘ 
Though unapparent— like those Shapes 
distinct , 

That yet survive ensculptured on tbe^ 
walls 

Of palaces, or temples, 'mid the wreeik ' 
Of famed Persepolis ; £ach followinuacli^'- h 
A s might beseem a stately embassy, ' 

In set srray^ ..these bearing in tnefa’- ' 
hands . 


1 See Note. 
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Ensi^ of civil power, weapon of war. From kindred sources ; while around us 
Or gift to be presented at the throne * , sighed 

Of the Great King ; and others, as they (Life’s three first seasons having passed' 
go 0 . away) 

In priestly ^cst, with holy offerings Leaf-scattering winds ; and hoar-frost 
charg^, * sprinkling fell • 

Or leading^ictims drest for sacrifice. (Foretaste of winter) on the moorland 
Nor will^he Power we serve, that sacred heights, 

• Pofli^er, • And every day brought with it tidings new 

The Spirit of humanity, disdain Of rash change, ominous for the public 

A ministration humble but sincere, * weal. 

That from a threshold loVed by every Hence, if dejection has too oft encroached^. 

Muse Upon lhat sweet and tender melancholy 

tts impulse took — that sorrow -stricken Whicn may itself be cherished and 
door, • • caressed 

Whence, as a current from its fountatin More Ahan enough ; a fault so natural 
head, (Even with the young, the hopeful, or the 

Our thoughts have issued, and our feel- gay) 

ings flowed, m For prompt forgiveness will not sue in 

Reviving, 'willingly or not, fresh strci^gth vain. 


EVENING, VOLUNTARIES 


Calm is the fragrant air. and loth to lose 

Day's grateful wari^th, the^oist with 
falling dews. 

Look for the stars, you’ll say that there 

'^|Ldok up a second time, and, one by one, 
"■you mark them twinkling out with 
silvery light, 

And wonder bow they could elude the 
sight ! 

The birds, ojf late so noisy in their 
bowers, ^ 

Warbled a while with faint and fainter 
powers, 

But now are silent as the diin-sccn 
flowers : 

Nor does the village Chmch -clock’s iron 
tone 

.,The time’s and season’s influence dis- 
. own ; 

■‘ Nine beats distinctly to each other bound 

In drowsy sequence — how ^unlike the 
sdund 

That, in rough winter, oft inflicts a fear 

On fireside listeners, doubting what they 
hear ! - ^ 

The shepherd, bent on rising with the sun,i 

-Had closed bis door .before the dav waf 
done, ' 

And now”with thankful heart to bed doth 
creep, 

And joins his little children in their 
sleep. • 

The<bat, lured forth wb^e trees the lane 
o’ershade, 

.rats iMid reflits ajong the close arcade ; 


The busy dor-hawk chases the white < 
moth 

With burring note, which Industry and 
Sloth 

Might both be pleased with, for it suits 
them both. 

A stream is heard — 1 see it not, but 
know 

By its soft music whence the waters flow : 

Wheels and the tread of hoofs are heard 
no more ; 

One boat there was, but it will touch the 
shore [oar ; 

With the next dipping of its slackened 

Faint sound, that, for the gayest of the 
gay. 

Might give to serious thought a moment’s 
sway, 

A% a last token of man’s toilsome day 1 

1832. 

II 

ON A HIGH PART OF THE COAST OP 
CUMBERLAND 
EASTER SUNDAY, APRIL 7 

THE author’s sixty-third BIRTH-DAY ^ 

^The Sun, that seemed so mildly to retire,.' 

Flung back from distant climes a stream 

• iiig fire, '' 

vVhose blaze is now subdued to tender^ 
gleams. 

Prelude of night's approach with spoth- 
- ing dreams. 

Look’ round ; — of all the clouds not one > 
is moving ; 

’Tia the still hour of thinking, leeliilg, 
loving. > 
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evening voluntaries 


Siieht, and'flt^fast as the vaulted sky, 

The boiSndless plain of waters seems*^ to 
lie:— 

Comes that low sound frombreezes rust- 
ling o'er , 

The grass-crowned headland that con- 
ceals the shore ? 

No ; ’tis the earth-voice of the mighty 

, sea, 

Whispering how meek and gentle lie can*\ 
be ! 


Seen in liicr course, nor 'mid tng% 
heard ; 

Yet oh ! how gladly would the air«,be 
stirred ^ 

Thou Power supreme ! who, aruiing to i ®y acknowlcdgmeut of thank and 

. p*ut off the gracious look, j 

And clothe thyself with terrors like the ^ ^rge the slow bark along Calabrian 

shores ; 


And some, too heedless of past danger, 
court 

Fresh gales to waft them to yie far-off 
, port ; 

But near, or hanging sea and sky between,. 
Not one of all those wing^k powers is 


flood 

Of ocean roused into his fiercest mood. 
Whatever di^tcipline thy Will ordain 
For the brief course that must for me 
remain ; 


|f\ sea-bt^rn service through the moun* 

* tains felt 

Till into one loved vision all things melt : ' 
remain; • * I Or like those hymns that sooUic with 

Teach me with quick-cared spirit to re- ; graver sound ^ 

’ joice ;Thc giiUv coast of Norway iron-bound; 

In admonitions of thy softest voice I And.VSom the wide iad open Baltic^ 
Whale er the path these mortal feet may j 

j With puncXk’al care, ^ LiithSrian hai3^ 
monies. 


l^reathe through my soul the blessing of 
thy grace. 

Clad, through a perfect love, a faith 
sincere 

Drawn from the wisdom that begins 
with fear, 

Glad to expand : and, for a season, free 
' From finite cares, to rest absorbed in 
Thee ! 

1833- 

III 

(by the sea-side) 

The sun is couched, the sea-fowl gone to 
rest, 

And the wild storm hath somewhere 
found a nest ; 

Air slumbers — wave with wave no longer 
strives, « 

- Only a heaving of the decr> survives, 

/ A tell-tale motion ! soon, will it be laid. 

And by the tide alone the water swayed. 

Stealthy withdrawings, intermingliugs 
i',: ,. , ,, mild 

^ ' Oi light with shade in beauty reconciled — 

Such is the prospect far as sight can range, 
/'The soothing recompence, the welcome 
change. 

Where now the ships that drove before 
.V, the blast, * 

^'Threatened by angry breakers as they 


'''And by a train of flying clouds be- 
mocked ; 

^ Or, in the hollow surge, at anchor rocked 
on a bed of death ? Some lodge in 
^ peade, 

Eavjw by His care who bade the tempest 


Hush, not s ’»olcc is Ij^re t but why repine. 
Now when the star of eve comes forth to 
shine 

On British waters with that look be- 
nign ? • ^ 

Yc mariners, that plough your onward 
way. 

Or in the haven rest, or sheltering bay, 
May silent thanks at least to God be given 
With a full heart ; *' our thoughts are 
heard in heaven ! " * 

x833- 

IV 

Not in the lucid intervals of life 
That come but as a curse to party strife; 
Not in some hour when Pleasure with a. 
sigh 

Of languor puts his rosy garland by $ 
Not in the breathing- times of that poor 
slave V 

Who daily piles up wealth in Maxnmon^S 
cave — 

Is Nature felt, or can be ; nor do.word^i 
FWhich practised talent readily affords, 
JProve that her hand has touched re^on-& 
• sive chords ; . 

Norlffas her gentle Heauty bower to move 
With genuine rapture and with ferVtsnt ^ 
love y., „• 

The soul of Genius, if he dare to take 
Life's rule from^ passioq craved for pass- ^ 
sion's sake : e 

Untaught that meekness is the cheruhed 
, bent 


'WM 



evening voluntaries 
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But who . is innocent ? By grace 
divine, 

Not otherwise, O Nature I we are thine. 
Through fgoof^ and evil thine, in just 
degree * 

Of rational ana manly sympathy. 

To all that Earth from pensive hearts is 
steaffifig, 

' And Hfi'aven is now to gladdened eyes 
revealing. 

Add every charm the Universe can 
show ' 

. Through every change its^asperts un- 
• -dergo — 

Care may be respited.* but not repealed ; 

, No perfect cure grows on that bouiidid 
held. 

Vaid is the pleasure, a false calm th^ 
^ oeace. • • 




through whom alone our Con- 
flicts cease. 

Our vivtuous hopes without ^elapse ad- 
vance. 

Come not to speed the Soul’s deli v'^ange ; 
To the distexipergd Intellect refuse 
Jlis gracious Ifblii, or give wnat we abuse. 
. ^ x«34. 


(BY fnn SIDE OP RYDAL MERE) 

Thb linnet’s, wairble, sinking towards a 

^ plose. 

Hints to the thrush *tis time for their 
repose ; 

' The shnll-voiced thrush is heedless, and 
aggin 

The mo^tor revives his own sweet strain ; 
But boil) wil>8oon be mastered, and the 
cop^e 

Be left gs silent as the mountain-tops. 
Ere some commanding star dismiss to 
rest. 

- The thrphg qf rockSt that xiow, from 
s i tw^ or nest, 

. ^ steady dight on home-bound 

yring^. 

And a last game of mazy hqyerings 
Arqppd their ancient grove) iwth cawing 
, noise 

• ^ I>i&tmb the liquid music's equipoise. 

- - ,Q Nightingale \ Who ever heard thy^ 
'spng J 

Iifight here be moved, till Fancy grow^ L 
so strong • • * f 

'' That l^tening sense is pardonably 
' cheated - ' * w ' 

wood or stream by thee was never 


This hour of deepening darkness here' 
• would be 

As a fresh mpming for new harmony : 

And lays as prompt would hail the daym 
of Night : ^ 

A dawn she has bofti beautiful and 
bright, * 

When the East kindles with the full 
moon's light ; -j. 

I^Not like the rising sun’s impatient glow 

Dazzling the mountains, but an over-'" 
flow 

Of solemn splendour, in mutation slow.* 

Wanderer by spring with gradual pro- 
gress led. 

For sway profoundly felt as widely 
spread : 

To king, to peasant, to rough sailor, 
dear. 

And to the soldier’s trumpet-wearied ear ; 

How welcome wouldst thou be to this 
green Vale 

Fairer than Tempe ! Yet, sweet Night- 
ingale ! 

From the warm breeze that bears tbee on,; 
alight 

At w'ill, and stay thy migratory flight » 

Build, at thy choice, or sing, by pool or 
fount. 

Who shall complain, or call thee to 
account ? 


The wisest, happiest, of our kind are they 
That ever walk content with Nature’s 
way, 

God's goodness — measuring bounty as , 
it may ; ' - 

For whom the gravest thought of what . 
they miss. 

Chastening the fulness of a present bliss. 
Is with that wholesome umce satisfied. ■ 
While unrepining sadness is allied „ 
In thankful bosoms to a modest prid^.'' 

1834- : 

Soft as a doud is yon blue Ridge— ‘the, „ 
Mere 

Seems firm as solid crystal, brcathlcsf.., 
clear. 

And motionless ; and, to the gazer’s eyp,;- 
Deeper than ocean, in the immendty 
Of its vague mountains and unreal sky 1, 
But, from the process in that stU\ 
w treat, ‘ti 

rTurn to minuter changes at oqr fept 
Observe how dewy Tv^ilighf has 

The CTDwd of daisies from the shay^/' 
lawn, ‘ , 

An^ has restored to view fqnd^.' 


jfy* from fairest spots of favoured 

lands, *' ' ’ * I ^ green, ^ 't' 

yj^no^Qine gifts j 
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EVENING VOLUNTARIES 


'—An emblem this of what the sober Hpur 

Can do for minds disposed to feel its 
power * 

Thus oft, when we in vain have wish d 
awav • 

Tho petty pleasures of the garish day. 

Meek eve shuts up the whole usurping 
host 

(Unbashful dwarfs each glittering at his 
w post) 

And leaves the disencumbered spirit 
* free 

^To reassume ai^taid simplicitv 

‘Tis well — but what are helps of time 
and place. 

When w isdom stands m need of nature s 
grace , 

Why do good thoughts, in\ oked or not, 
descend. 

Like Angels from their boweis, our vir- 
tues to befriend 

If yet To-morrow, unbflied, mav sav. 

** I come to open out, for fresh display. 

The elastic vanities of yesterday •* ” 

ii>34 


Deep in a forest, thy secure abode* 
Thou giv’st for pastime’s sake, by 
shriek or shout, 

pu7zling notice of thy whereabout — 
May the night never come, flor day be 
seen. 

When 1 shall scorn thy voice or «nock thy 
I mier » 

' In classic ages men perceived a ^ul 
I Of sapience 1 1 thv aspect, headlo^ Owl I 
Ihee Athens reverenced m the midious 
gro\ e , 

I And, near the goldgn sceptre grasped by 
, , 1 ove, 

' His haglc’s favourite perch, while round 
him sate 

^The God> rcvohing the decrees of hate, 
Tiiou, too, wert present at Mmpiyp;*' 

I side — 

I Hark to that second larum ' — and 
wide 

The elements h'lve heard, and rock and 
replied 

18^4 , 

•* vm’ 


VII 

The leaves that rustled on this oak- 
crowned hiU, 

And sky that danced among those leaves, 
are still , 

Rest smooths the wav for sleep , in field 
and bower 

Soft shades and dews have shed their 
blended power 

On drooping eyelid and the closing 
Bower , 

Sound IS there noncat which the faintest 
heart 

Might leap, the weakest nerve of super- 
stition start , 

Save when the Owlet’s unexpected 
scream 

Pierces the ethereal vault , and (r ud the 
gleam 

Of unsubstantial imagerv, the dream. 

l^om the hushed vale’s realities, trans 
. ferred 

To the still lake) the imagmative Bird 

Seems, ’mid inverted mountams, not 
unheard 


[1 his Improfti^ appea ed, many years ago, 
among thd Author s fxiems from which in 
subsequent editions it was excluJed It is 
repnnU d it the request of the Friend in whose 
pribencL the lines were thrown oil ] 

Thf siin has long been set, < 

The stars are out by twos and threes, 

I The little birds are piping vet 
Among the bushes and trees ; 

I There’s a cuckoo, and one or two 
I thrushe-s. 

And a far-off wind that rushes, 

' And a sound of water that gushes, 

I And the cuckoo’s sovereign cry 
Fills all the hollow of the sky. 

Who would “ go paradmg ** 

I In London, ** and masquerading/* 

On such a night of June 

With that beautiful soft half-moon* ^ 

And all these innocent blisses? 

On such a night as this is ' 

1804. 

IX 

COMPOSED UPON AN EVENING OF EXTRA* 
f ORDINARY SPLENDOUR AND BSAUTV 


^ - Grave Creature ! — whether, while the 
moon shines bright * - 

, fOa. thy wmgs opened wide for smoothest 

* flight. ' 

Thou art discovered m a roofless tower, 

* Rising from what may once have been a 

lady’s bower ; 

Dpr spied where thou sitt'st mopmg in thy 
{ mew 

% At the dim centre of a churchyard yew ; 
^ feomji rifted tx^ytivyiod 


1 

Had this effulgence disappeared 
With flying haste, I might have sent, 
Amoag the speechless clouds, a look 
Of blank astonishment ; 

But 'tis endued with power to stay. 
And sanctify one dositlg day. 

That frail Mortality may see— 

What is ? — ^afa no, but what can be J 
Tune was when*ileld and leatery cove 
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While choirs of fervent Angels sang 
Their vespers in the grove ; 

Or, crowning, st|r-ljke, each some sover- 
eign height, 

Warbled, fot heaven above and earth 
below, « 

Strains suitable to both. — Such holy 
rite, ^ • 

Methinks, if audibly repeated now 
Fronf hill or valley, could not^move 
Sublimer transport, purer love. 

Than doth this silent spectacle — the 
• £leam — 

The shadow — and the*]9eace supreme 


No soimd is iittered,~but a deep 
And solemn harmony pervades 
Tlifi^hollow vale from steep to stee^, 

And i^^netrates the glades. 

Far -distant images draw nigh. 

Called foifh by wondrous potency 
Of beamy radiance, that imbues, 
Whate'er it strikes^ with gem -like i,..ips ^ 
In vision exqukitel> clear, 

Heffds range the niouiitam side ; 

And ghstening antlers are decried ; 

And gilded flocks appear. 

Thine is the tranquir hour, pTirpureal 
Eve ! ^ 

But long as god-like wish, or hope divine, 
Injonns my spirit, ne’er can I believe 
Tnat this magnificence is wholly thine ! 
— ^Froin worlds not quickened by the sun 
A portion of the gift is won ; 

An intermingling of Heaven’s pomp is 
spread 

On ground,, which British shepherds 
tread! 

And, if there be'^bm broken ties 
. Afflict, or injuries assail, 

-Yon hazy ridges to their eyes 
lYesent a glorious scale, 

^ Climbing suffused with sunny air. 

To istc^~no record hath told \vhere I 
And tempting Fancy to ascend, 
with immortal Spirits blend ! 
^^^Wings at my shoulders seem to play ; 
.But, tooted, here. I stand and gaze 
' On those bright steps tn&t heaven -ward 
/ raise 

practicable way. . 

Come forth, ye drooping old men, look 
abroad, • • • 

And see to what fair countries ye are 
^ bound t 

^ And if some traveller, weary of his road, 
^atfa slept since noqp-tid,e on the grassy 
; -mund, 

' Ye^ ! to his covert speed ; 

And< 5 K^e hhh with such gentle heed 
‘ the dower 


Such hues from their celestial Um 
Were wont to stream before mine eye, 
Where'er it wandered in the mom 
^ Of blissful infancy. * 

j This glimpse of - glory* why renewed ? 

1 Nay, rather speak with gratitude ; 

! For, if a vestige of those gleams 
Sisrvived, 'twas only in my dreams. 

Dread Power f whom peace and calmness 
serve 

No less tliaii Nature’s threatening voigp. 
If aught unworthy be my choice, 

. From Thee if I would swerve ; 

•oil, let thy grace remind me of the light 
{ Full early lost, and fruitlessly deplored ; 

\ Which, at this moment, on my waking 
f sight 

: Appears to shine, by miracle restored ; 
i M y soul, though yet confined to earth, 

> Rejoices in a second birth ! 

— ’Tis past, the visionary splendour 
fades ; 

And night approaches with her shades. ' • 

1818. 


Noil '. — The multiplication of mountain-ridges 
deikcrihed at the commeiicpment of the third 
Stanza of this ^)de, as a kind of Jacob's Ladder, 
leading to l-Icaven, is producedeither by watery 
vapours, or suuny haze; — in the present in* 
stance bv the latter cause. Allusions to the 
Ode, entitled " Intimations of Immortality," 
pervade the last stanza of the foregoing Poem. 
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cleaves to unsubduecT^ 
by vague hopes 


COMPOSED BY THE SEA-SHORE 

What mischief 
regret. 

How fancy sickens 
beset ; 

How baffled projects on the spirit prey. 
And fruitless wishes eat the heart away, 
The Sailor knows ; he best, whose lot is 
cast 

On the relentless sea that holds him fast 
Oil chance dependent, and the fickle star • 
Of power, through long and melancholy " 
war. j; 

O sad it is, in sight of foreign shores, 

Daily to think on old familiar doors, * 
Hbarths loved in childhood, and ances- 
tral floors ; , 

tossed about along a waste of foam# ' 
Terruminate on that delightful home 
Which with the dear Betrothed ufas to ', 
come ; ! 

Or came and was and is, yet meets the ' 
eye 

Never but in the world of memory ; 

Or in a dream recalled, whose smoothest - 
range 

I. Is crossed by knowledge, or by dread, ^ ^ 
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Evening voluntaries 


And if not so, whorc perfect jov makes 
sleep 

A ^mg too bright for breathing man to 
keep 

Hail to the virtues which that perilous 
life ^ 

Svtracts from Nature s elemental strife , 
t And welcome glory won in battle fought 
Ab bravely as the foL was keenly sought 
But to each gallant Capt'iiu and hib ct w 
A less imperious sympathy is due 
Such as my verse now yields, while moon- 
^ beams play 

On the mute sea in this unruffled ba\ 
Such as Will promptly flow from every 
breast 

Where good men disappointed m the 
quest ^ 

Of wealth and power and honours, longf 
for rest , 

Or, having known the splendours of sue 
cess, 

Sigh for the obscurities of h'lppiness 

XI 

The Crescent -moon, the Star of Love, 
Cvlories of evening, as ve there are seen 
With but a span of sky between — 
Sp«*ak one of you m> doubts remove. 
Which IS the attendant P«ige and which 
the Queen > 

XII 

TO THE MOON 

(composed by the sea-side,— on the 

COAST Ol* CLMBERLAND) 

^ "WANPtRER ' that stoop St so low, and 
com St so near 

To human life s unsettled atmosphere , 
Who lov St with Night and 3ilence to 
partake. 

So mii^it it seem, the cares xA them that 
wake , 

And, through the cl tage lattice softly 
peeping. 

Dost shield from harm the hupiblest of 
the sleeping , 

What pleasure once encompassed those 
sweet names 

W Which yet IP thy behalf the Poct claims. 
An idolizing dreamer as of yo^e ' — 

I blight them all . and, on this sea beat 
shore 

Sole 6ittmg, only can to thoughts atfind 
That bid me (lail thee as the Sailor’s 
FrIend r 

So call thee for heaven’s grace through 
thee made known 

By conhdence supplied and mercy 
shown. 

When not a twinkling star or beacon’s 


perils of « stormy pig^t f 




And for less obviousJbeneflts. that find 
Their way, with thy pmre help, to heart 
and mmd , 

Both for the adventurer staitmg in Itle’s 
prune ^ ^ 

And veteran rangmg roui»d from clime 
to clime. 

Long baffled hope’s slow Ibver m htS 
veins. 

And wounds and weakness oft his la* 
bourt sole remams 

The aspirmg Moun tarns and the windmg 
Streams, 

Empress of ({ight * are gladdened hv thy 
beims , 

A 1 ^uk of thine the wilderness pervades. 
And penetrates the forest s ir^most 
•hades , 

'^hou, chequering peaceably the-'fluos- 
tt r s gkxim, 

Guid st the pale Mourner to tb'' lost one s 
tomb 

Cajjf* reach the Prieoner — to his grat^ 
cell 

Welcomi though sil nt and mta^i* 
ble« 

And lives there gne, of all tha, com* 
anC' go 

On the great waters toilmg to and fro. 
One who has watched thee at some 
quiet hour 

Enthroned aloft ip undisputed power. 

Or ciobsed by vapoury streaks and clouds 
that move 

Catching the lustre they m part reprove— 
Nor sometimes felt a fitness m thy sway 
To call up thoughts that shun the glare 
of day. 

And make the seripug haptner than the 
gay 7 

Yes, lovely Moon I if thou so milcQy 
bright 

Dost rouse, yet surely m thy own despite. 
To fiercer mood the phTenzy-sirfekep 
brain. 

Let me a compensatmg faith maintain ; 
That there’s a sensitive, a tender, vdit 
Which thou canst touch in every hUman 
heart, i. 

For healing and composure — But* es 
least * 

And mightiest b}]low| ever have oofi- 
fessed , 

Thy domination ; as the whole vast Sea 
Feels through her lowest depths tfiy 
sovereignty , , 

$o shines that countenance witl| especial 

g race « 

em the ked hep |p 


Vhi. 
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EVENIlsrG VOLUNtARIES" 



Ciit iod from hdineiifand country, may 
have stood — 

Even till lon^ gazing hath bedimmed his 
eye, ^ . 

Or the mute raiptur^ ended in a sigh — 
Touched by 3<;poraancc of thy placid 
eheer. 

With somejintemal lights to memory 
deAr, * ( 

Or fanaes stealing forth to soothe the ; 

brSast .. 

Tired with its daily share of earth’s 
unrest, — 

£enfle Awakenings, vlsit^yons meek ; 

A kindly influence whereof few w'ill 
speak, 

Though it can wet witlf tears the hardi- 
est cheek. ^ 

Alhl when thy beauty in the shadow}^ 
cave 

Is hidden, buried in its monthly ^avc ; 
Then, while the Sailor, mid an open sea 
Swept by a favourii*^ wiiid that lee'’(& 
thought free, 

Pacca the deck^-nivst^ perhaps hi sigfit, : 
And nothing save the moving sHip’s own | 

To cheer the long darkVioursIS^^acant 
night — • 

Oft with his musings does thy image 
yend, 

In« 4 bis mind’s eye thy crescent horns 
ascend, 

And thou art still, O Moon, that Sailor’s 
Friend 1 

1835. 

Kin 

TO THE MOON 
(kVoAL) 

QuI^n of the stars !— so gentle, so be- 
nign. 

That ancient Fable did to thee asidgn, 
Whfen darkness creeping o’er thy silver 
y brow, 

W^ed the# these Upper r^idns to 
^ . forego, 

Aldbrnate empire in the shades below — 
A Bard, who, lately near the wide-spread 

Traversed by gleaming sliips, looked up 
- to .thee 

With graceful thoughts,^ doth now thy 
, rn,ing hail • . - • 

'From, the dose confines of a shadowy 
vai^ 

erf night, conspicuous yet serene. 
Nor attractive when by glimpses 
seesi 

Through cloudy umbrage, well might 
, ihat fair face. ^ 

And ail attrfbi^tca erf jalflb^t jgrace^ 


In days when Fancy wrought Unchecked 
byrfear, 

Down to the gredi earth fetch thee front 
thy sphere. 

Tb sit in leafy woods bytrfomitains clear 1 

O still beiov’d ffor thine, meek Powers 
are charms 

That fascinate the very Babe in arms 
Whale he, uplifted towards thee, laughs 
outright. 

Spreading his little palms in his glad 
Mothcf’s sight) 

O still beiov’d, once worshipped I Time^ 
that frowns 

in his destructive flight on earthly 
crowns, 

Si^es thy mild splendour ; still those 
• • far -shot beams 

Tremble on dancing waves and rippling 
streams 

With stainless touch, as chaste as when 
thy praise 

^as sung by Virgin -choirs in festal lays ; 
And through dark trials still dost thou 
explore 

Thy way for increase punctual as of yore. 
When teeming Matrons — yielding to 
rude faith 

In mysteries of birth and life and death 
And painful struggle and deliverance — 
prayed 

Of thee to visit them with lenient aid- 
What though the rites be swept away, 
the fanes 

Extinct that echoed to the votive strains; 
Yet thy mild aspect dues not. cannot, 
cease 

Love to promote and purity and peace ; 
And Fancy, unreproved, even yet may 
trace 

Faint types of sufleriiig in thy beamless 
face. 

Then, silent Monitress ! let us — not . 
blind 

To worlds unthought of till the searching 
mind 

Of Science laid them open to mankind — 
Told, also, how the voiceless heavens 
declare • , 

Gotifs glory ; and acknowledging thy 
^ share 

IzA that blest charge ; let us — ^without 
Dfience 

To aught of highest, holiest, influence-7- 
Receive whatever good *tis given thee to 
dispense. 

May sage and simple, catching with one . 
eye 

The moral intimations of the sky, 

Learii from thy course. whiueW their ' ^ 
owQ be taken» 





“ To. look on tempests, and be ' never 
’ shaken ; ” 

To keep with faithful step the appointed 




way 

psing or eclinsed, by night or day, > 


And from ex-^m^e of thy monthly range 


Gently to brook define and fatal channel 
Meek, patient, stedAet, and with loftiw 
scope, ; ^ 

Than thy revival yields, for gladsome 
hope 1 * 
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POEMS, - ' . 

COMPOSED OR SUGGESTED "bURING A TOUR. IN THE SUMMER 

OF 1833 > 

[Having been prevented by the lateness of the season, in 2831, from visiting Stalfa and 
Iona, the author made these the principal objects of a short tour in the summer of 1833, of 
which the following series of poems is a Memorial. Ibn course frursued was do<vn the Cumber-' 
land river Derwent, aiid| to WTii tehaven ; thence (by the Isle of Man, where a few days 
were passed) up the Frith of Clyde to Greenock, then to Oban, Staffa, Iona ; and bade towards 
England, by Lroh Awe, Inverary, Loch Goil-head, Greenock, and through parts of Heidrewshire, 
Ayrshire, and Dumfries-shirc to Carlisle, and thence up the river Eden, and homewaros byUlls- 


water.] 

I 

Adieu, Rydalian Laurels ! that have 
grown 

And spread as if ye knew that days might 
come 

When ye would shelter in a happy home, 

On this fair Mount, a Poet of your own. 

One who ne’er ventured for a Delphic 
crown 

To sue the God ; but, haunting your 
green shade 

All seasons through, is humbly pleased 
to braid 

Ground-flowers, beneath your guardiaii- 
. ship, self sown. 

Farewell I no Minstrels now with harp 
new-strung 

For summer wandering quit their house- 
hold bowers ; 

Yet not for this wants Poesy a tongue 

To cheer the Itinerant, on whom she 
pours 

Her spirit, while he crosses lonely moors. 

Or musing sits forsaken halls among. 


Why should the Enthusiast, journeying 
through this Isle 

Repine as if his hour were come too late? 
Not unprotected in her mouldering state, 
> Antiquity ^utes him with a smile. 

Mid fruitful fields that ring with joepnd 
toil. 

And pleasure-grounds where Taste, 
refined Co-mate iP ' 

Of Truth and Beauty, strives to imitate, 
, . Far as she may, primeval Nature’s 
!■ .' style. 

- Fair Land ! by Time’s parental love 
^ , made free, 

By'^ Social Order's watchful arms em- 
' braced : 

V With unexampled union meet in thee, 

'iV .. U’f’ 


Yor eye and mind, the present "Snd the 
past ; 

With golden prospect for ffiturity, 

I£ that be reverenced which ought to last. 

111 

They cdled Thee MEf]^RYa.ENGLAHCt in 
old kme i 

A happy people won for thee that name 
With iavy hea^-d in many a distant 
clime ; ^ 

And, spite of change, for me thou keq>’st 
the same 

Kudraring title, a responsive chime ^ 

To the heart’s fond belief ; though som^ 
there are 

Whose sterner judgments deem that 
word a snare 

For inattentive Fancy, .like the lime 
Which foolish birds are..,jcaught withl 
Can, I ask. 

This face of rural beauty be a mask T.' 

For discontent, and poverty, and crinie ; 
These spreading towns a cloak for law- 
less will ? . . 

Forbid it. Heaven ! — and Merry Eng- . 
LAND still 

Shall be thy rightful narnemin prose and 
rhyme I 

IV 

TO THE RIVER GRETA, NEAR KESWICK 

Greta, what fearful listening 1 when 
huge stones 

Rumble along thy bed,, block after 
block : ' « , 

Or, whirling with rSjitttated shock. 
Combat, while darkness aggravates the 
groans ; ‘ 

But if thou (like Coc3^us from the tboBQS 
Heard on his rueful' margin) thCnce yrfiKi 
named ' 

The Mourner;, thy true nature was de« 
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And the habitual murmur that atones I 
For thv wor^rage, forgotten Oft as 
Spring 

Declss. pa thy sinuous banks, her thou 
sand thrones, • 

Seats of gladanstmct and love's carol 

Img,-^ 

The concert, for the happ>, then may vie 
With ^vehest peals of bir^]^ day har> 
mony ^ 

l^a grieved heart, tlie notes are benison^ 


• * TO THF RIVER DERWENT 

Among the mountains were we nursed, 
loved Stream * ' 

rhou near the ea|le's nest — ^within bntf 
• sail, 

S , of his bold wing floating on fhe galA 
V^ere thy deep voice could hil? me ^ 
Fcunt the beam 

Of hiftnan life when first allowed to 
gleam 

On moital notite — Glory of th^. vaW. 
Such thv ineelsi outset, with a criwo. 
• thoi^h ftail, * 

K«git in perpetual verdure bv the steam 
Of thy soft breat^’ — Lesi^i id wreath 
entwined 

Nemseaii victor s brow , less brie,ht w as 
worn. 

Meed of some Roman chief — in triumph 
borne 

With captives chamed , and shedding 
from his car 

The sunset splendours of a finished war 
Upon the proud enslavers of mankind • 


^ VI 


IN SIGHT OF 


THE TOWN 
MOUTH 


OF COCKER 


(WHERF THE AUTHOR WAS BORN, AND HIS 
FATHERS* REMAINS ARB LAID) 

A POINT of life between my Parent s 
dust. 

And yours, my buried Little ones ' am 
I f 

And to those graves looking habitually 
In kmdred quiet I repose my trust 
Death to the mnocent is more than just, 
And, to the sinner, mercifully bent , 4\ 

So may I hope, if truly I repent 
And meekly bea^ the ills which bear^f 
must • • • 

And Ypu, my^ffspnng ' that# do still 
remain. 

Yet may outstrip me m the appointed 
race. 

If fi'er. through Ault of mine, in mutual 
• pain 

We breathed together for a moment’s 
i^^ace# A 


The wrong, by love provc^ed, let love 
arraign. 

And only love keep in your hearts m 

place A 

VII * ' 

ADDRESS FROM THE ^XRIT OF COCKER- 

MOUTH CASTLE 

Thou look'st upon me, and dost fondly 
think. 

Poet [ that, stricken as both are by years# 
We, differing once so inucji, are now 
Compeers, 

Prepared, when each has stood his time# 
to sink 

Into the dust Lrewhile a sterner 
UiiiAd us when thru in bo> ish play, ^ 
hntenng my dungeon, didst become a 
prev 

To soul appalling darkness Not a 
^ blink 

Of light was there, — and thus did I, 
thv Tutor, 

Make thv voung thoughts acquainted 
with the grave , 

'While thou vvert chasing the wing’d 
butterfl> 

Thiongh mv green courts , or cbmbmg,. 
a bold suitor. 

Up to th^ flowers whose golden progeny 
Still round ray shattered brow m beauty 
wave 

VIII 

NUN S WELL, BRIGHAM 

The cattle crowding round this beverage 
cl« ar ■" 

To slake their thirst, with reckless hoofs 
hive trod 

The encircling turf into a barren clod , 
rhrough which the waters creep, then 
disappear. 

Born to be lost in Derwent flowing near , 

\ et, o er the brink, and round the lime- 
stone cell 

Of the pure spring (they call it the 
Nuns Well 

Name that first stiuck bv cliance my 
startled ear) 

\ tender Spirit broods — the pensive 
Shade 

Of ritual honours to this Fountain paid 
By hooded Votaresses with samtly 
cheer , 

Albeit oft the Virgm-mother mild 
fLooked down with pity upon eyes be* 
gulled 

Into the sheddmg of too soft a tear.** 

IX 

TO A FRIEND 

(ON THE BANKS OF THX DERWBNT) 

Pastgtr and Patriot I— at whose bidding 


BBS 
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These modest walls, amid a dock that 
need^^ " • * 

For. one, who romes to watch them and 
to^eed. 

A fixed Abode — keep down presageful 
sigh& " 

Threats, which the unthinking only can 
despise. 

P^plex the Church ; but be thou firm, — 
be true 

To thy first hope, and this good* work 
pursue', 

Po^ as thou art. A welcome sacri^ce 
I>ost Thou prepare, whose sign will be 
the smoke 

' liDf thy, new hearth ; and sooner shsill its 
wreaths. 

Mounting while earth her morning in- 
cense breathes, 

. From wandering fiends of air receive a 
yoke, I 

Aud straightway cease to aspire, than 
God disdain 

This humble tribute as ill-timed or vain. 

* X 

MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS 
^ (lamoinc at Tin: mouth of this durwent, 
WORKINGTON) 

Dear to the ^oves, and to the Graces 
. vowed, 

The Queen drew back the wimple that 
she wore ; 

And to the throng, that on the Cumbrian 
shore 

Her lapding hailed, how touchingly she 
bowed 1 

And like a Star (that, from a heavy cloud 
Of pine-tree foliage poised in air, forth 
darts, 

. When a soft summer gale at evening 
parts ^ 

. The gloom that did its loveliness en- 
shroud) ^ 

She ’Smiled ; but Time, the old Saturnian 
seer. 

Sighed on the wing as her foot pressed 
the strand, 

' With step prelusive to a long array 
Of woes and degradations hand in hand — 
Weeping captivity, and shuddering fear 
Stmed by the ensanguined block of 
Fotheringay 1 

/ ^ XI ( 

' STANZAS SUGGESTED ZN A STEAM-BOAT 
' ' OFF SAINT BEES* NEAbS. ON THE 
COAST OF CUMBERLAND 

Tf li^ife were^lumber on a bed of down, 
unhnposed. vicissitude unknown. 
Were our lot : no hunter of the hare 
'jpCxults like him whose javehn from the 

...v 


Has roused the lion ; no one plutks the 
rose. 

Whose proffered beauty in safe shelter 
blows 

’Mid a trim garden’s summdir luxuries. 
With joy like his who climbs, on hatads 
and knees, 

For some rare plant, yon Headland of St. 
Bees.*- ^ 

'^rhi'^ independence upon oar and sail,^ ^ 
This new iiiditrerence to breeze or gale,% 
This straight -lined progress, furrowing 
a flat lea. ^ 

And regular as if lqp)ced in certainty-* ® 
Depress the hours. Up, Spirit oi the 
storm ! 

That Courage may find something^ to 
f perform ; 

That Fortitude, whose blood disdains to.-^ 
freeze 

At Danger’s bidding, may confront the 
seas, * 

Firm as the towering Headlands of St. 

. B<is. ' 

Dread cliff ^4 Baruth Y that .wild wish 
may slee^-. 

Bold as if men and creatures of the Deep 
Breathed tlRT^amc eteinent ; too many 
wrecks t' 

Have struck thy sides, too many ghastly 
decks 

Hast thou looked down upon, that such w 
a thought 

Should here be welcome, and in verse 
eri wrought : 

With thy stern aspect better far agrees 
Utterance of thanks that we have past . 

with ease, - ^ 

As millions thus shall do. the fifeadlauds 
of St. Bees. 

Yet. while each useful Art augments her 
store. 

What boots the gain if Nature should 
! lo’tee more ? 

I And Wisdom, as she holds a Christian* 
plac^ 

In man’s intelligence sublimed by grace ? 
When Bega sought of yore the C'umtxrian . 
coast. 

^Tempestuous winds her holy errand 
cross’d : .. 

(j^he knelt in prayer — the waves their 
^ wrath gippease j , ' , 

f And,^ from } her voW' wei^Jhed in; 7 

j Heaveri’s decrees. 

I Rose, wtier^ she touched the strahd* thfr“, 

I Chan^ of St. Bees. 

Cruel of heart were •they, bloody 
Who in Ih^se WUds then struggled for ^ 

I _ , .. .v;';;. 
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The strong were merciless, without hope 
the weak ; , 

Till this bright Stranger came, fair as 
day break. 

And asHi crcgset true that darts its len^h 
' Of beamy lustre from a tower of strength ; 
• Guiding «4]ie mariner through troubled 
seas. 

And peering oft his peaceful reveries, 

, Like Ihe fixed Light that Aowns yon 
^ Headland of St. Bees. % 


To aid the V^^taress, mira*cles believed 
Wrou gh t ip men's minds, like miracles 

• ,, "Ichieved ; 

So piety took root * %ind Song might tell 
What humanizing Virtues near her c<ill 
Sprang up. and^read their fragrance 
^ ^ide around ; 

^ How savage* bosoms melted ate the sc^flid 
‘0> gospel-truth enchained in har-iionics 
Wafted o’er waves, or creeping through 
olose trees. 

From her religious Mansion of St. Bees. 

When hcr^weft Voice, that inh’^rumeiit 

# of l^ve^ * j 

Was glorified, 3nd took its place, above 
Tile silent stars, s^ong the augoLc quire. 
Her chantry blazed witCTinrilegious fire. 
And p«ished utterly ; but her good 
deeds 

^ad sown the spot, that witnessed them, 
with seeds 

Which lay in earth expectant, till a 
breeze 

With quickening impulse answered their 
mute pleas. 

And Jo ! a suttelier pile, the Abbey of St. 
^ *' 

‘ There are the naked clothed, the hungry 
- fed; 

' And Charity extendeth .to the. dead 
Her intercessions made for the soul’s rest 
' 'Of tardy penitents ; or for the best 
Among the. good (when love might else 



^ ViHiio, to that service bound by venial 


Keep watch before the altars of St. Bee*. 


: Af e not. ip sooth, their Requiems sac^0d 
V' V -'ties ■ ‘ • ® 

.Woven out ofi^assion's sharped agonies, 
^hdfied, composed, andl«.formali 2 ed by 
arjt» 

' VTo 4* a wiser sorrow in the heart ? 

- fee "prayer ' for'lthem whose hour is past 

Away 

' Says to the Living, profit while ye may I 


I A little part, and tjiat the worst. 

Who thinks that priestly cunning holds , 
• the keys 

That best unlock the secrets of St. Beep* ' 

I Conscifmee, the timid being’s inmost 

I light, • 

Hope of the dawn and solace of the night. 
Cheers these Recluses with a steady ray 
In many an hour when judgment goes 
astray. 

Ah ! scorn not hastily their rule w|io try 
Earth to despise, and fiesh to mortify ; - 
Cun^me with zeal, in winged ecstasies 
Of prayer and praise forget their rosaries. 
Nor hear the loudest surges of St. 

Yet 'none so prompt to succour and pro-’ 
tect ^ 

The forlorn traveller, or sailor wrecked 
On the bare coast ; nor^do they grudge 
the boon 

Which staff and cockle hat and sandat 
shoon 

Claim for the pilgrim : and. though chid- 
ings sharp 

May sometimes greet the 'strolling ipiu- 
sti cl’s harp. 

It is not then when, swept with sportive 
case. 

It charms a feast-day throng of all de- 
grees. 

Brightening the archway qf revered St- 
Bees. 

How did the cliffs and echoing hills rejoice 
What time the Benedictine Brethren’s 
voice. 

Imploring, or commanding with meet 
pride. 

Summoned the Chiefs to lay their feuds ' 
aside. 

And under one blest ensign serve the 
Lord 

In Palestine. Advance, indignant Sword t 
J^'laming till thou from Paynim haqds 
release 

That Tomb, dread centre of all sanctitieti 
Nursed in the quiet Abbey of St. Bee^.': 

But look we now to them whose gui^s < 

Follow' the fortunes which they may hot' 
share. 

While in Judea Fancy loves to roam, 
She helps to make a Holy-land at hofiie 
The Star of Bethlehem from its sph6|[te\; 

invites ' ; 

To sound the crystal depth of 

rights ; . ' j- 

And wedded Life, ’through scriptural 
mysteries. 

Heavenward ascends with all her eh^- 

' I . . ''hiW''’ V ? ' 
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Ta) 


t by the hooded Celibates of St 
iees 


And cleared a way font the first Votanes, 
Prosper the new-born College of St Bees. 


Nor be it e^cr forgotten how by skill 
Of cloistered Architects, free their souls 
to fiU 


With love of Godf throughout the Land 
were raised 

Churches, on whose svmbolic beautv 
ga^ed 

Peasant and mail-clad Chief with pious 
awe , 

As at this dav men seeing what thev saw. 
Or the bare wreck of faith s solemiTities, 
Aspire to more than carthh destinies , 
Witness > on Pile that greets us from St 
' Bees % 


Yet more , around those « Churches, 
gathered Towns 

Safe from the feudal Castle s haughtv 
froMwns , 

Peaceful abodes, where Justice might 
uphold 

Her scales with even* hand, and culture 
mould 

The heart to pit> , tram the mind m care 

bor rules of life, sound as the Time could 
bear 

Nor dost thou fail, thro* abject love of 
ease. 

Or hindrance raised by sordid purposes. 

To bear thy part in this good work, St 
Bees 


Who with the ploughshare clove the 
barren moors. 

And to green meadows changed the 
swampy shores ^ 

Thinned the rank woods , and for the 
cheerful grange 

Made room where wolf and boar were 
used to range ^ 

Who taught, and showed by deeds, that 
gentler chains 

Should bind the vassal to his lord'% 
domains ’ 

■* The thoughtful Monks, intent their God 
to please, 

Kot Christ s dear sake, by human sym- 
pathies 

Pouxra from the bosom of thy Church, 
^ St Bees ’ 


aiU availed not , by a mandate given 
MKtemgh lawless will the Brotherhood 
was driven 

from their cells, ^their ancient 
^ House laid low 

Reformation s sweeping overthrow 
But now once more the local Heart re- 


'* vives, 

The mextmguisbable Spirit strives 
Oh may that Power who bushed the 
stormy seas, « 


Alas ! the Genius of our age. from Schools 
Less humble, draws her Ipssoihi. aims# 

' and rules 

To Prowess guided by he/ msight keen 
Matter and Spirit are as one Machine , 
Boastful Idolatress of formal sk^l 
She m her' own ^ould merge the eternal 
will 

Better, if Reason’s triumphs match wi£h ^ 
these. 

Her flight before the bold credulitiea ^ 
That furthered the first teaching of St, ^ 
Bees 1 • 

" 1833 

XII 


K (THE cijA'^vel, Between the coast ^ 

or CUMBERLAND AND THE ISLE 
MAN 


Ranging the heights of Scawfbll or 
Black comb. 

In Ipis V^ie course the Shepherd oft will 


pause, (. ^ 

And striM toVathom the mj^tefious laws 
By which the clouds, arrayed in light ^or 
gloom, ” * 

On Mona sertie, and shapes assume 
Of all her pcate and ridges What he 
draws 

From sense, faith, reason, fancy, of the^ 
cause. 

He will take with him to the silent tomb. 
Or, by his fire, a child upon his knee. 
Haply the untaught Philosopher may 
speak 

Of the strange sight, nor hide his theory 
That satisfies the simple and the meek. 
Blest in their pious ignorance, though 
weak 

To cope with Sages undevoutly free 


XIII 


AT SEA OFF THE ISLE OP MAN 

Bold words affirmed, in days when faith 
was strong 

And doubts and scruples seldom teased 
the bram, 

That no adventurer's bark had power to 
gain 

Riese shores if he approached them bent 
• on wrong; 

Fct, suddenly up-oqpiwsd from the 
Mtm, * 

Mists ros^to hide the Laad--"that search* 
though loi^E 

And eager, might be still pursued m vain. 

O Fancy, what an age was tkat for song I 

That age, when not by laws manimate, 

I See Excursion, seventh port and Eodsai* 

mbo4SHc(alies,mm^dpagti tiwor theb fftiwlaf i 
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As men believed, tile waters were im-, 
pelled. 

The air controlled, the stars their courses 
held f ^ 

But element and orb on act^ did wait * 
Of Powers with visible form, 

instinct* 

With vnik and to their work by passion 
linkid • 

XIV 

Oe^rb we past illusions to rtcal ^ 

To reinstate wild Fanc>, would hide 
Truths ^whose thick veil Science hac 
* drawn aside ^ ^ 

No — let this Age, high as she mav, lust'd 
In her esteem the ^rst that wrougfaft 


mail’s fall, ^ 

The universe is iniinitelv wide , 

Afid conquering Reason, if self ^oritierf 
howhere move uncrossed b\ bJiiit 
new wall 

Or gulf ft mvstery, which than aloiu. 
Imaginative Faith * canst o\erleap. 

In progress toward the fount of L e,-*- 
the throrib • - 

of Power dhdse cniiiisters ^e records 

Of p^oSs fixed, and ]^w s i In il less 

Flesh to (^alt than prove its no hing 
ness 

XV 

ENTERING OOVGLAS BA\ , ISLE OF 

MAN 

^*Dlgiium laude vinim Musa vetat mon ' 
The feudal Keep, the bastions of Cohorn. 
Even when they rose to check or to repel 
Tides of aggressive war, oft ser\cd as 
well 

Greedy ambition, armed to treat with 
acorn 

Just limits , but yon Tower, whose 
smiles adorn 

This perilous bay, stands clear of all 
offence ; 

Blest work it is of love and innocence, 

A Tower of refuge built for the else for- 
lorn 

^are it. ye waves, and lift the mariner, 
Strugglm ^ i p r life, mto its saving arms ' 
Sparc, too^we human helpers 1 Do they 
stir 

*Mid your fierce shock like men afraid to 
dbe? 

No { their dread servide nerves the hciart 
It waigns, # 

And they are led by noble Hillary i 

XVI 

BY THE SEA-SHbRE, ISLE OF MAN 
WHY*9tdhd we gazing on the sparklmg 
Bnne, 

tSaeKole, 


With wonder emit by its transparency. 
And* all-enraptured with its purity ?•— 
Because the unstamed, the dear, the 
cr>stalliiie, 

’ Have ever m them somethmg of benign , 
Whether in pern, in vratdt, or in sky, 

A sleeping mfant s brow, or wakeful eye 
Of a young maiden, onlv not divme 
Scarcely the hand forbears to dip its palm 
For beverage drawn is from a mountam- 
^ well 

Temptation centres m the liquid Calm , 
Our dadv raiment seems no obstacle 
To instantaneous plunging m, deep Sea 1 
And rev tiling m long embrace with thee.^ 

I • ^ 

I ^ WII 

I ISLE OF MAN 

voLTJi too certain of his power to 
wade 

On the smooth bottom of this clear bright 
sea. 

To sight so shallow, with a bather’s glee 
Le ipt from this rock, and but for timely 
aid 

Hi, b> the alluring element betrayed. 
Had perished Then might Sea nymphs 
(and with sighs 

Of self rtproacn) have chanted elegies 
Btwailmg his sad fate, when he was laid 
In peaceful earth for, doubtless, he was 
frank, 

Utterly in himself d( void of guile . 

Knew n )t the double dealing of a smile , 
Nor aught that makes men s promises a 
blank. 

Or dcad]> snare and He survives ta 
bless. 

The Power that saved him m his strange 
distress 


ISLE OF MAN 

Dixf pangs of grief for lenient time too 
keen. 

Grief that de\ourmg waves had caused — 
or guilt 

Which they had witnessed, sway the 
man who built 

This Homestead, placed where nothing 

g could be seen. 

Nought heard, of oceau troubled or 
serene ’ 

^ tired Ship-soldier on paternal land. 

That o’er the channel holds august com- 
mand. 

The dwelling raised, — a veteran Marine. 

I He, m disgust, turned from the neigh- 
bouring sea 

' To shun the memory of a listless life 

* The sea-wmter on the coast of the Isle of 

Mao Is slagulady pure and beautUuU 
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That hung between two callings. May 
no strife 

More hurtful here beset him, doomed 
though free, 

Self-doomed, to worse inaction, till his 
eye » 

Shrink from the daily sight of earth and 
sky 1 

XIX 

BY A RETIRED MARINER v 
(a PRIXND OF THE AUTHOR) 

U 

From early youth I ploughed tJie restless 
Main, 

mind as restless and as apt In change ; 

Through every clime artd ocean did 1 
range. 

In hope at length a competence to gain * 

For poor to Sea 1 went, and poor 1 still 
remain. 

Year after year I strove, but strove in 
vain. 

And hardships manifold did I endure. 

For Fortune on mo never deign’d to 
smile ; 

Yet I at last a resting-place have found. 

With just enough life’s comforts to j)ro- 
cure. 

In a snug Cove on this our favoured Isle, 

A peaceful spot where Nature’s gifts 
abound : 

Then sure I have no reason to complain. 

Though poor to Sea I went, and prior I 
Still remain. 


XX 

AT RALA-5ALA, ISLE OF MAN 
(SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY A FRIEND) 

Broken in fortune, but in mind entire 
And sound in principle, I seek repose 
Where ancient trees this convent -pile 
enclose,^ 

In ruin beautiiul. When vain desh-e 
Intrudes on peace, I pray the eternal Sire 
To cast a soul-subduing shade on me, 

A grey -haired, pensive, thankful Refu- 

g ee ; 

ade — but with some sparks of 
heavenly fire 

Once to these cells vouchsafed. AnA 
when I note 

The old Tower’s brow yellowed as with 
the beams C 

Of sunset ever there, albeit streams 
Of stormy weather-stains that semblance 
wrought, 

I thank the silent Monitor, and say 
•‘Shine so, my ag d brow, at all hours 
of the day ! " 

1 Rushen Abbey. 


XKI 

TYNWALD HILL 

Once on the top of Tynwald’s formal 
mound '• 

(Still marked with green turf circles 
narrowing ^ 

Stage above stage) would sft this Island’s 
King, -u 

The laws to promulgate, enrobed and 
crowned ; 

While, coyapassing the little x(A>unt 
around, 

i^egrees and Orders stood, each'-iunder 
each : * 

Now, like to thiiigs within fate's easiest 
* reach. 

The power is merg'L'^l, the pomp a grave 
has found. ' 

Off w'lth yon cloud, old Snafell ! tfaj»l 
^ thine eye ♦ 

Over three Realms may take its widest 
range ; 

And let, for them, thy fountains utter 
^ /:trimge ^ 

Voices, thv winds b^^.ak iforth in prop- 
hecy, o ' 

If the wliaie State must suffer ij^iortal 
chaii^ ' 

Like MoiTa^ nijiiiaturc of sovereignty. 

XXII 

Despond w’ho will — / heard a voice 
exclaim, * 

“ Though fierce the assault, and shat- ‘ 
ter’cl the defence. 

It cannot be that Britain’s social frame. 
The glorious work of time and provi- 
dence. 

Before a flying season’s fash pretence. 
Should fall : that She, whose virtue put 
to shame, 

When Europe prostrate lay, the Con- 
queror’s aim, 

Should perish, self-subverted. Black 
and dense 

The cloud is ; but brings that a day of . 
doom 

To Liberty ? Her sun is up the while. 
That orb whose beams round Saxon 
Alfred shone : 

Then laugh, ye innocent ‘'Valfs I ye 
Streams, sweep on. 

Nor let one billow of our heaven -blest 
Isle \ 

Toss in the fanning ii^d a humbler 
^ ^lume.” ^ 

XXIII 

IN -^HE FRITH OP CLYDE, AZLSA CRAG 
DURING AN ECLIPSE THE SUN, JULY I7 

Since risen from ocean, ocean (o 
Appeared the C:rag of Ailsa, ne'er did 
mom 
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With gleaming lights more gracefully 
adorn 

His sides, or -wreathe with mist his fore- 
head 8igh i 

Now. faintly dai^eiiing with the sun’s 
‘“eclipse, 

Still is he seen. In lone sublimity, 
Toweringfabove the sea and little ships ; 
For dwarfs the tallest seem wliift sailing 
by, 

Eacn for her haven ; with htr freight of 
Care, 

Pleasure, or Grief, and Toil that seldom 
• laoks ^ ^ 

Into the secret of to-m«rrow’s fare ; 
Though poor, yet ^ich, without th<^ 
wealth of book^ 

Or aiJ^ht that .watchful Love to Nature 
% owes • • 

'For Jbr mute Powers, fix’d Forms, •or 
transient Shows. 

XXIV 

ON THE HflTII OF CLYDE • 

^ (ifr^ Afam-boat) g 

Arran ! a single-Jrestcd T«ieriffc, 

A St. •Helena next — ^ui shane and hue, 
Varying her crowdeSk T'eakS^rjiad ridges 
* blue ; • 

Who but must covet a cloud-seat, or skiff 
Built for the air, or winged Ilippogriff ^ 
^at he might fly, where no one could 
pursue. 

From this dull Monster and her sooty 
crew ; 

And, as a God, light on thy topmost cliff. 
Impotent wish ! which reason would 
despise. • 

If the mind knew no union of extremes. 
No natural bond between the boldest 
schemes 

Ambition frames, and heart-humilities. 
Beneath stem mountains many a soft 
vale lies, 

And lofty springs give birth to lowly 
streams. 

XXV 

ON REVISITING DU NOLLY CASTLE 
fSES FORMER SERIES, p. 356] 

The captive Bird was gone ; — to cliff or 
moor 

Perchance had flown, delivered by the 
storm ; • * • 

Or he hac^ pined, and sunk to fegd the 
worm : 

Him found we not : but. climbing a tall 
tower, 

There saw, impaved with rude fidelity 
Of aiT mosaic, in a roofless floor. 

An Eagle with stretched wings, but 
beamless eye — . ■ 


,An Eagle that could neither wail nor 
Soar. 

Effigy of the Vanished — (shall 1 dare 
To call thee so ? ) or symbol of fierce 
deeds 

And of the towering coitfage which past 
times 

Rejoiced in — take, whate’er thou be, a 
share, 

Not undeserved, of the memorial rhymes 
That animate my way where’er it leads ! 

, XXVI 

THE DUNOLLY EAGLE 

Not to the clouds, not to the cliff, he 
flew ; 

But when a storm, ou sea or mountain 
bred, 

nr,ame and delivered him, alone he sped 
Into the castle-diiiigeon’s darkest mew. 
Now, near his master's house in open 
view 

He dwells, and hears indignant tempests 
howl. 

Kennelled and chained. Ye tamo do- 
mestic fowl, 

liew.a’e of him ! Thou, saucy cockatoo, 
Look t(* tJiy plumage and thy life I — 
The roe. 

Fleet as the west wind, is for him no 
(juarry ; 

Balanced in ether he will never tarry. 
Eyeing the sea’s blue depths. Poor 
Bird ! even so 

Doth iriaii of brother man a creature 
make 

That clings to slavery for its own sad 
sake. 

XXVII 

WRITTEN IN A BLANK LEAP OF MACFHBR* 
son’s OSSIAN 

Oft have I caught, upon a fitful breeze. 
I’Yagments of far-off melodies. 

With ear not coveting tlie whole, 

A part so clianiied the pensive soul : 
While a dark storm before my sight 
W^is yielding, on a mountain height 
Loose vapours have I watcheti, that wott 
Prisinalic colours from the suii ; 

Nor felt a wish that heaven would show 
'Jhc image of its perfect bow. 

W’hat need, then, of these finished 
Strains ? 

Away with counterfeit Remains 1 
An ixbbey in its lone recess, 

A temple of the wilderness, 

W’recks though they be, announce with 
feeling 

The majesty of honest dealing. 

Spirit of Ossian ! if imbound 
In language thou niay’st yet be found. 

If aught (intrusted to the pen 
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Or floating on tho tongues of meOp 
Albeit shattered and impaired) . ' 

Subsist thy dignity to guard. 

In concert with memorial claim 
Of old grey stone, and high-born name 
That cleaves tOirock or pillared cave 
Where moans the bldst, or beats the 
wave. 

Let Truth, stern arbitress of all, 
interpret that Original, ^ 

And for presumptuous wrongs atone ; — 
Authentic words be given, or none ! 

. Time is not blind ; — yet He, wH.) spares 
Pyramid pointing to the stars, 

' Hath preyed with ruthless appetite 
On all that marked the primal flight 
Of the poetic ecstasy 
Into the land of mystery. ^ 

No tongue is able to rehearse 
One measure, Orpheus ! of thy verse ; 
Musams, stationed with his lyre 
Supreme among the Elysian quire. 

Is, for the dwellers upon earth. 

Mute as a lark ere morning’s birth. 

Why grieve for these, though past away 
The'music, and extinct the lav ? 

When thousands, by severer doom. 

Full early to the silent tomb 
jiave sunk, at Nature’s call : or straved 
From hope and promise, self-betrayed ; 
The garland withering on their brcAvs ; 
Stung with remorse for broken vows ; 
Frantic — else how might they rejoice ? 
And friendless, by their own sad choice ! 

Hml, Bards of mightier grasp ! on you 
I ^iefly call, the chosen Few, 

Who cast not off the acknowledged guide. 
Who faltered not, nor turned aside ; 
Whose lofty genius could survive 
Privation, under scirrow thrive ; 

In whom the fiery Muse revered 
The symbol of a snow-white beard. 
Bedewed with meditative tears 
Dropped from me lenient cloud of yekrs. 

Brothers in soul ! though c'istant 
times 

Produced you nursed in various climes. 
Ye, when the orb of life had waned, 

' A plenitude of love retained : 

Hence, while in you each sad regret 
By corresponding hope was met, I 

Ye lingered among human kind, , 

Sweet voices for the passing wind ; ^ 

Departing sunbeams, loth to stop, * 
Though smiling on the last hill lop ! 

Such to the tender-hearted maid 
Even ere her joys begin to fade ; 

Such, haply, to the rugged chief 
By fortune crushed, or tamed by grief ; 
Appears, on Morven’s lonely shore, 

, Dim-gleaming through unperfect lore. 


Tlie Son of Fingal ; such was blind . 
Msonides of ampler mind ; 

Such Milton, to tlie fountain head 
Of glory by Urania led ! ^ 

i8s4. 

XXVIII Hi 

CAVE OF STAFFA 

We saw, but surely, in the inotV>y crowd. 
Not One of us has felt the far-famed 
sight ; 

How couhf *i\ye. feel it ? each the others 
blight, -V 

Hurric’d and hurrying, volatile aria lou^. 
O for those motipps only that invi% 

The (ihost of Fiiig::! to his tuneful Cave 
by the breeze entc-red, and wave after 
wave ' ‘ ^ 

Softly embosoming the tunid li^'ht ! 

?md bj^ one' Votary w'ho at will g[iight 
* stand 

Gazing and take into his mind and heart. 
With undistracted reverence, fne effect 
Of those proportions where the almighty 
* hand • 

That made the woKds. S,he sovereign 
Archifi|rt, « • ' 

Has deigned to work as if with h^unan 
Art ‘ 

XXIX » 

• CAVE OF STAFFA 

AFTFR THE CROWD HAD DEPARTED « 

Thanks for the lessons of this Spot — 
school 

For the presumptuous thoughts that 
would assign 

Mechanic laws to agency divine ; 

And, measuring heaven by earth, wouldf* 
overrule 

Infinite Power, 'fhe pillared vestibule,. 
Expanding yet precise, the roof em- 
bowed, 

Might seem designed to humble man, 
■when proud 

Of his best workmanship by plan and 
tool. 

Down-bearing with bis whole Atlantic 
weight 

Of tide and tempest on the Structure’s 
base, 

And flashing to that Structure's topmost 
height. 

Ocean has proved its strength, and o£ 
■ its grace 

111 bairns is consdious, finding for hiss 
freight . • 

Of softest music some responsive place.- 

XXX * 

CAVE OF StAFFA 

Ye shadowy Beings, that have rights and^ 
claims 
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In every cell of Fingal’s mystic firo^ , « Their wrongs, since they fulfilled their 
Where are ye ? Driven or'ventuiing to • destiny ? 

the spot. I And when, subjected to a common doom 

Our fathers ^iinpscs caught of your thin ; Of mutability, those far-famed Piles 
Frames. * | Shall disappear from both the sister Isles. 

And. by Kgur mien and bearing, knew Iona’s Saints, forgcttii^ not past days. 

your naiilbs ; . Garlands shall wear of amaranthine 

And th<|fy could hear his ghostly song who bloom, 

trod • While heaven’s vast sea of voices chants 

Farth, till the flesh lay on him like a load.v their praise. 

^lile he struck his desolttfe harp with- XXXIII 

out hopes or aims. i 

Vanished y*iare, but subject to recal : | # 

•Wliy keep we else the instincts w'hose (upo.v landing) 

dread law • How sad a welcome ! To each vovager 

Ruled here of ^org, till what men kdt Sonicf ragged child holds up for sale a 


they saw, ^ 

Noi?b? black arts but magic natural ! 
%If eyes be stfll sworn vassals of beheff • 
Vofl light shapes forth a Bard, that Jliade 
a Chief. 


store 

Of wave-w'orn pebbles, pleading on the 
short* 

Where once crime monk and nun with 
gentle stir, 

XXXI ■ ®J^5isings to give, news ask, or suit pre- 

' fer. 

FLOWERS ON' Tiy,-. TOP OF THE I•II.LAR^ ; cliiirch a grateful 

AT the^:nti^ance of the cavf • i speck 

tHoPESii'iied^hijnyournati^ilv was cast. . Of novellv amid the sacred wreck 
•Chijdren of Summer ! Ve*frcsh Mowers | Strewn far and wide. Think, proud 


that brave 

What Summer hAe escaptffe not, the 
fiert^ wave, 

And whole artillery of the westeA blast. 

Battering the Temple’s front, its long- 
drawn nave 

'Smiting, as if each moment were their 
last. 

But ye, bright Flowers, on frieze and 
architrave 

'Survive, and.oiice again the Pile stands | 
fast : 

'Calm as the Universe, from specular 

towers j |SEr. marti.v’s voyage among tiii. western 

'Of heaven contemplated by Spirits pure" isi.ls] 

With mute asto^bment. it stands sus- , Heki- their knees men swore : the 
tained i stones were black. 

Through every part in sviiuiielry, to ^ Black in the people's minds iuid words, 
endure, | yet they 

Unhurt, the assault of Time with all his | Were at that lime, as now, in colour grey. 


Philoso])her ! 

Fallen though she be, this (ilory of tjie 
west. 

Still on her sons, the beams of mercy 
shine ; 

And “ hc>i>es, pci haps more heavenly 
brigiil than thme, 

A grace by Ihce unsought and unpossest, 

A faith more fixed, a rapture more divine 
I Shall gild their passage to eternal rest.” 


XXXIV 

the hlack s’i'onls op iona 


hours. 

As the supreme Artificer ordained. 
XXXII 

IONA 

On to Iona ! — What can she afford ^ 
To w save matter for a thoughtful sigb* 
Heaved ove»ruin Wjlh stability • 

In urgent contrast ? To difliusc the 
Word 

KThy Pajumount, mighty Nature 1 and 
TiraiRlLordJ 

Temples rose, ’mid pagan gloom ; 
but why, 

lEven for a moment, has our verse de- 
plored 


But what is colour, if upon the rack 

Of conscience souls are placed by deeds 
that lark 

Concord with oaths ? What differ night 
and day 

Then, when before the Perjured on his 

^ell opens, and the heavens in vengeance 
crack 

Above his head uplifted in vain prayer 

To Saint, or Fiend, or to the Godhead 
whom 

He hac insulted — Peasant. King, or 
Thane ? 

Fly where the culprit may, guilt meets 
a doom ; 



378 POEMS SUGGEJiTED DURING A TOUR, 1833 


And, from invisible worlds at need laid 
bare^ 

Come links for social order’s awful chain. 

XXXV 

Homeward we tlirn. Isle of Coluiiiba’s 
Cell, 

Where Christian piety’s soul-cheering 
spark 

(Kindled from Heaven between the light 
' and dark 

Of time) shone like the morning-star, 
farewell ! — 

And fare thee well, to Fancy visible, 
Remote St. Hilda, lone and loved sea- 
mark * 

For many a voyage made in her swift 
bark, 

When with more hues than in the rain- 
bow dwell 

Thou a mysterious intercourse dost hold. 
Extracting from clear skies and air 
serene. 

And out of sun-bright waves, a lucid veil. 
That thickens, spreads, and, mingling 
fold with fold. 

Makes known, when thou no longer 
canst be scon. 

Thy whereabout, to warn the ajiproach- 
ing sail. 

XXXVI 

GREENOCK 

*'Per me si va nella Citta clolf'iito" 

We have not passed into a doleful City> 
We who were led to-day down a grim deli. 
By some too boldly named, “ the Jaws of 
Hell : ” 

Where be the wretched ones, the sights 
for pity ? 

These crowded streets resound no plain- 
tive ditty : — 

As from the hive where bees in sunjner 
dwell, IkneU, 

Sorrow seems here excluded ; and that 
It neither damps the gay, nor checks ilie 
witty. 

'Alas ! too busy Rival of old Tyre, 
Whose merchants Princes were, w'hose 
decks were thrones ; 

Soon may the punctual sea in vain 
respire [Clyde 

To serve thy need, in union with that 
Whose nursling current brawls o’er 
mossy stones, 

The poor, the lonely, herdsman's joy 
and pride. 

XXXVII 

** There ! ” said a Stripling, pointing 
with meet pride 

Towards a low roof with green trees half 
concealed. 


Vis Mosgiel Farm ; and that’s the very 
field 

Where Burns .ploughed up the Daisy." 

Far and wide , ^ 

A plain below stretched, seaward, while, 
descried ^ 

Above sea-clouds, the l^al» of Arran 
rose ; 

And, by diat simple notice, the repose 
Of earth, sky, sea, and air, was vivified. 
Beneath “ the random bteid of clod* or 
stone " 

Myriads of daisies have slmne fortfr in 
flower , * 

Near the lark’s ne^t^^'^nd in their natural 
hour ,, . 

Have passed away ; *hss happy tljian the 
One „ ‘ 

\Aat, bv*Lho unwilling ploughshare, died^ 
\o prove ' 

The tender charm of poetry and^lovc. 

XXXVIJl 

* THE RIVER EDEN, (JUMBERI.AND 

J{den ! till nb^w thy beauty lia& I viewed? 
By glimpses only, and confess viith 
shame - / 

That verse of mine, whate’er itj; varying 
iii^od. 

Repeats but once the sound of thy sweet 

Yet fetched from Paradise that honour*' 
came. 

Rightfully borne ; for Nature gives thee 
flowers * 

That have no rivals among British 
bowers ; • 

And thy bold rocks are worthy of their 
fame. 

Measuring thy course, fair Stream 1 at 
length I pay 

To iny life’s neighbvsur dues of neigh- 
bourhood ; 

But I have traced thee on thy winding 
way 

With pleasure sometimes by this thought 
restrained 

For things far off we toil, while many a 

go(jd 

Not sought, because too near, is never 
ti gamed. 

^ XXJfIX 

MONUMENT OF '’MRS. HOWARD 
(BY NOLLEKENS), 

IN WETHERALVCHURCH, NLAR CORBY, ON TBR 
BANKS OF THE EDEN 

Stretched on the dying Mother’s 
lies dead 

Her new-born Babe; dire ending of 
. bright bope ! 
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3ut Sculpture here, with the divinest 
* scope 

Of luminous faith, heavenward hafti 
raised that head 

So patiefitly ^ and through one hand has 
spread ' 

A touch ,sp tender for the insensate 
Child-^ 

(Earthy lingering love to parting recon- 
ciled, • 

Brief parting, for the spirit is all bu^ 
^ fled)— 

That wo, who contemplate the turns of ' 
life' . 1 

• Thsnugh this still medium, are consoled ' 
and chfeered * 

Feel with the Mother, think the sev(*-ed ' 
Wife 

Is fcss to be .lamented than revered ; 

» And own that Art, triumphant 

• strife • ‘ 

And pain, hath powers to Eternity en- : 

dfared. 

• XL 

^ SUGGK.fjJ£D»nV THE FOREGOING 

Tranquillity :• the soveicign aim wort 

• thou I 

In heathen schooll^of pnR'^wjphic lore : | 

Heart'Siricken by stern destiny of yore j 
Tlie Tragic Muse thee seirvgd with : 
^ thoughtful VOW ; j 

. And what of hope Elysium could allow | 

Was fondly seized by Sculpture, to ; 

restore ! 

Peace to the Mourner. But when He i 
who wore j 

The crown of thorns around his bleeding 
brow * 

Warmed our sad being with celestial; 

flight, 

TAm Arts which still had drawn a softeni- 
ing grace 

From shadowy^Wuntains of the Infinite. 
Communed with that Idea face to face : 
And move around it now as planets run^i 
Each in Its orbit round th« central Sun. 


That vol^ which soothed the Nuns while 
on ine steeps 

They kiKlt in prayer, or sang to blissful 
Mary. 

That union ceased : then, cleaving easy 
walks 

Through crags, and#smoothing paths 
beset with danger. 

Came studious Taste ; and many a pen- 
sive stranger ^ 

Dreams on the banks, and to the river 
talks. 

What change shall happen ne.xt to Nun- 
■♦ery Dell ? 

Canal, and Viaduct, and Railway, tell ! 
• XLII 

STF.AMBOATS, VIADIXTS, AND RA 1 LW'’AYS 

Motion's and Moans, on land and sea 
w'ar 

With old poetic feeling, not for this. 

Shall ye, by Poets even, be judged 
amiss ! 

Nor shall your presence, howsoe’er it 
mar 

The loveliness of Nature, prove a bar 

T<.‘ the Mind's gaining that prophetic 
.sense 

Of future •'hange, that point of vision, 
whence 

May be discovered what in soul ye are. 

In .spite of all that beauty may disown 

In your harsh features, Nature doth 
embrace 

Her lawful offspring in Man’s art ; and 
Time, 

Pleased with your triumphs o’er his 
brother Space, 

Accepts from youi bold hands the proff- 
ered crown 

Of hope, and smiles on you with cheer 
sublime. 

XLIII 

* THE MONUMENT COMMONLY CALLED LONG 
MEG AND HER DAUGHTERS, NEAR THE 
RIVER EDEN 


XLI I 

I 

WUNNERV 

The floods are roused, and will not soon 
be weary ; . 

Down from the Pennine Alps' how 
fiercely sweeps * 

Croglin, Uie stately Eden’s tributary# 
He raves, or through some mpody pas- 
sage creeps 

Plotting new mischief — out again he 
' les^ 

Into broad li^t, and sends, through 
* regions airy, 

• 1 The chain of CrossfeU. 


A WEIGHT of awe, not easy to be borne, 

Fell suddenly imon my Spirit— cast 

From the dread busom oi lUo un.Wn.owa 
past, 

When first I saw that family forlorn. 

Speak Thou, vrhose massy strength and 
stature scorn 

The power of years — ^pre-eminent, and 
placed 

Apart, to overlook the circle vast — 

Speak, Giant-mother ! tell it to the Mom 

While she dispels the cumbrous shades 
of Night ; 

Let the Moon hear, emerging from a 
cloud ; 
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At whose behest uprose on Brii'.sh ground 
' That Sisterhood, in hieroglyph^ round 
Forth-sl\adoiving. some have deenied, 

,4he infiiiite 

The inviolable God, that tames the 
proud ! ^ 

XLIV 

LOWTHER ' 

Lowther*! in thy majestic Pile are seen 
Cathedral pomp and grace, in apt accord 
With the baronial castle’s sterner mien ; 

Union significant of God adored, ^ 

And charters won and guarded by the 
sword 

Of ancient honour ; whence that g/it»dly 
state 

Of polity which wdse men venerate. 

And will maintain, if God his help afford. 

Hourly the democratic torrent swells ; 

For airy promises and htipes siilioriicd 
The strength of backward -looking 
thoughts is scorned. 

Fall if ye must, yc Towers and Pinnacles, 

With what ye symbolise ; authentic 
Story 

Will say, Ye disappeared with England's 
Glory ! 

XLV 

TO THE EARL OF LONSDALE 
"Magistratus indicat virum ” 

Lonsdale ! it were unw'orthy of a Guest, 

Whose heart with gratitude to thee in- 
clines. 

If he should speak, by fancy touched, of 
signs 

On thy Abode harmoniously imprest. 

Yet be unmoved w'ilh wishes to attest 
How in thy mind and moral frame agree 
Fortitude, and that Christian Charity 
Which, filling, consecrates the human 
breast. 

And if the Motto or thy ’scutcheon teacb ^ ^ 

With truth, “ The Magistracy SHowsJ|The*drooi>ing Emma to his brea«l ■- 
THE Man ; ” r A--1 . ' . - - . 

That searching test thy public course has 
■ stood ; 

As will 1^ owned alike 

dfic lcs wer#* tl»ron'>‘'.r 

- itooii'as the measuring of life s little span 
Shall place thy virtues out of Envy s 
leach.^ 

XLVI 

THE SOMNAMBULIST 
List, ye who pass by Lyulph’s Tower® 

At eve ; how softly then 

1 See Note. ® Sec Note. 

‘ - a A pleasure-house built b" the late Duke of 
''•Norfolk upon the banks of Ullswater. FoJCE 
S the word used in the Lake district for Water- 
■ iaU., 


Doth Aira-force, that torrent hoarse, 

• Speak from the woody glen 1 
Fit music for a solemn vale ! 

And holier seems the ground 
To him who catches on the gale 
The s])irit of a mournful' tale. 

Embodied in the sound 

Not far from that fair site wherein 
The Pleasure-house is reared, 

As story says, in antique days ^ 

A stern -brow'd house appeared ; 

Foil to a Jewel rich in light 

There set, and guarded well ; ^ 

Cage for a Bird of, plumage bright, ' 
Swect-v'oiced, nor wishing for a flight 
^leyoiicl her nativQ^.dell. 

To will this bright Bird from her 6agt', 

« tTo make this Gem their own, g 

CaiiH Barons bold, vrith store of gold. 

And Knights of high renown ; 

But one She prized, and only on€>; ' , 

Sir Eglamore was he : 

Full happy season, wlicr was known* ' 
Ye'Dalcs and Hills : to, 7 /ou clone , 

Their inutkal loyalty-r- *'* • 

Known chiefly,^ Aira I thy glen, *• . 

Thy brook8p»*and bcuvers of holly ; 

Where Passion caught whati Nature 
taught. 

That all but love is folly ; , 

Where Fact with Fancy stooped to play ; % 
Doubt came not, nor regret — 

To trouble hours that winged their way. 

As if through an immortal day 
Whose sun could never set. 

But in old times Love dwelirnot long 
Sequester’d with repose ; 

Best throve the fire of chaste desire* 
Fanned by the breath of foes. *' 

“ A conquering lance is beauty’s test. 

And proves the Ld^fe true ; ” 

So spake Sir Eglamore, and pressed 


a blind adieu. 


And looko'^ 

Tuey'parted.— Well with him it fared 
Through wide-spread regions errant ; 
A knight of proof in love’s behoof, 

The thirst of fame his warrant : 

A nd She her happiness can build 
On woman’s quiet hours ; 

TVough faint, compared with spear 
sWeld, * 

The solace beads and masses yield. 

And needlework and flowers. 

Yet blest was Emma when she heard 
Her Champion’s praise recounted; 
Though brain would swim, and eyes gre^ 

her bjitdiei m«}imte4s 
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Or when a bold heroic lay 
She warbled from full heart ; 

Delightful blossoms for the May 
Of absence ^ but they will not stay. 

Born only to depart. 

Hope wanes wjeh Aer, while lustre 611s 
Whatever palfi* he chooses ; 

As if his qirb, that owns no curb. 
Received the light hers loses. • 

He comes not back ; an ampler space 
Requires for nobler deeds ; % 

He ranges on from place to place. 

Till of his doings is no trace, 

Butdytv'it her fancy ^n?eds. 

His fame may spread^iut m the past j 
Her spirit 6nds its^fil^ntre : 

Clear stglft She has <n what he was, 

^nd that woifld now content h(jr. \ 
“StilNs he my devoted Knight ? ’* % 

The tear in answer flows ; 

Month fcfls on month with heavier 
weight ; 

Day sickens round fjier, and the night 
Is empty of vepo%:. 

In^sleep She*somettmes walkfS abroad, 
Deep sighs with quick words blending. 
Like that pale QueeiVwhoff are 

seen % 

With fancied spots contending ; 

But she is innocent of blood, — 



e moon is not more pure I 

shines aloft, while through the wood ' 


She thrids her way, the sounding Flood , 
Her melancholy' lure ! i 


While ’mid the fern-brake sleeps the doe, ' 
And owls alone are w'akirig, 1 

In white arrayed, glides on the Maid j 
The 4<^wnward patliway taking, j 

That leads her to the torrent’s side 
And to a holly bower ; 

By whom on this sUl^ight descried ? 

By whom in that lone place espied ? 

By thee. Sir Hglamore I 

A wandering Ghost, so thinks the Knight, 
His coming step has thwarted, { 

J^cneath the boughs that heard their 
vows. 

Within whose shade they parted. 
Hu^, hush, the busy Sleeper see ! 

Perplexed her lingers seem. 

As if they from the holly tree 
Green twigs woyld pluck, as rapidly » 
Flung fr^ her to the stream. ^ 

What means the Spectre ? Why intent 
To violate the Tree, 

Thought Bglamore, J>y which I swore 
Un^ding constancy ? 

Here am 1, and to-marrow’s sun, 

To her I |0ftf shall prove 


That bliss ime’er so surely won 
As when a circuit has been run 
Of valour, truth, and love. 

So from the spot whereon he stood, ^ 

• He moved with stealthy pace ; 

And, drawing nigh, with hits living eye. 

He recognized the face ; 

And whispers caught, and speeches 
small, 

«Some to the green -leaved tree. 

Some muttered to the torrent -fall ; — 
*‘K(iar on, and bring him w’lth thy call; 
I hear*!, and so may He ! ” 

Soul -shattered was the Knight, nor knew 
If ICiniha’s Ghost it were. 

Or bodiftg Shade, or if the Maid 
Her very self stood there. 

^e' touched : what followed who shall tell ? 

The soft touch snapped the thread 
Of slumber — shrieking back she fell. 

And the, Streaim whirled her down the 
* deli 

' Along its foaming bed. 

In plunged the Knight ! — when on firm 
ground 

The rescued Maiden lay. 

Her eyes grew bright with blissful light. 
Confusion passed away ; 

She heard, ere to the throne of grace 
Her faithful Spirit flew. 

His voice — beheld liis speaking face ; 
And, dviiig, from lus own embrace, 

She felt that he was true. 

So was he rec(mcilcd to life : 

Brief words may speak the rest ; 
Within the dell he built a cell, 

And there was Son ow’s guest ; 

In hermits’ weeds rt*posc he found. 
From vain temptations free : 

Beside the torrent dwelling — bound 
Bv one deep heart -controlling sound. 
And awed to piety. 

W'ikf stream of Aira, hold Ihy course. 
Nor fear memorial la 3 rs. 

Where clouds that spread in solemn 
shade. 

Are edged with golden rays ! 

Dear art thou to the light of heaven, 
Though minister of sorrow ; 

Sjveet is thy voice at pensive even ; 
i^id thou, in lovers’ hearts forgiven, 

• Shalt take thy place with Yarrow 1 

^ 1833. 

XLVII 

TO CORDELIA M — 

HALLSTEADS, ULLSWATER 

Not in the mines beyond the western 
main. 

You say, Cordelia, was the metal sought. 
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Which a hne skill, of India^ growth, has 
wrought ^ 

Into this flexible yet faithfiV Chain ; 

Itols it silver of romantic Spain 

Bit from our loved Helvellyn’s depths 
was brought, 

Our own doriestic mountain. Thing 
and thought 

Mix strangely ; trifles light, and partly 
vain. 

Can prop, as you have learnt, our nobler 
being : 

Yes, Lady, while about your neck is 
wound ( 

(Your casual glance oft meeting) this 
bright cord. 

What witchery, for pure gifts of. inward 
seeing. 

Lurks in it, Memory’s Helper, Fancy’s 
Lord, ‘ I 

For precious tremblings in your bosom 
found ! 

m 
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Most sweet it is with unuplifted eyes 

To pace the ground, if path be there or 
none. 

While a fair region round ^he traveller 
hes 

Which he forbears again to look upon ; 

Pleased rather with , aerne soft ideal 
scene, 

The wf rk of Fancy, or some Happy tone 

Of meditation, slipping in between 

The beauty corning and the beauty gone. 

If ThoughV and Love desert us. from that 
day % 

Let us break off all confmcrce with .^he 
Muse: 

(With Thought Love companions of 
our way, 

Wliate’er the senses take or inay^irefuse. 

The Acind’s internal heaven shalL shed 
. her dews • 

Of inspiration on the humblest lay. 


POEMS OF sentiment ^‘a?^D 
REFLECTION 


I 

EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY 
Wiiv, William, on that old grey stone, 
Thus for the length of half a day, 

Why, William, sit you thus alone. 

And dream your time away ? 

Where are your books ? — that light' 
bequeathed 

To Beings else forlorn and blind ! 

Up I up ! and drink the spirit breathed 
From dead men^to their kind. 

You look round on your Mother Earth, 

As if she for no purpose bore >Ou ; 

As if you were her first-born birth,* 

And none had lived before you ! ” 

One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake. 
When life was sweet, I knew not why. 

To me my good friend Matthew spake. 
And thus I made reply. 

“ The eye — ^it cannot choose but see ; 
We cannot bid the ear be still ; ^ 

Our bodies feel, where’er they be. 
Against or with our will. 

Nor less I deem that there are Powers 
Which of themselves our minds impress ; 
That we can feed this mind of ours 
In a wise passiveness. 

Think you, ’mid all this mighty sum 
Of things for ever speaking. 


That nothing of itself will cbme. 

Hut we must still be seeking ? 

— ^'riieii ask not w'herefore, here, alorie^. 
Conversing as 1 may, 

I sit upon this old grey stone. 

And dream iny time aw'ay.” 

1798, 

H « 

THE TABLES TURNED 

AN EVENING SCENE ON THE SAME SUBJECT 

Up ! up ! my Friend, and quit your 
books; 

Or surely you’ll grow double : 

Up ! up ! my Friend, and clear your 
looks ; 

Why all this toil and trouble ? 

The sun, above the xpountain’s head, 

A freshening lustre mellow 
Through all the long green fields has 
spread, 

His first sweet evening yellow. 

Books ! ’tis a dull and endless strife : 
Come, hear the woodlaxhl linnet^ ' 
Howesweet bis music ! on my life. 
There’s more of wisdom in it. 

And hark ! how blithe the throstle einge } 
He, too, is no mean'^preacher : 

Come forth into the light of thin^. 

Let Nature be your teachet. 
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She has a world of ready wealth. 

Our miads and hearts to bless — 
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health* 
Truth breathed by cheerfulness. 

One impulse from.,a vernal wood 
May teach yo'-ijgiore of man. 

Of moral evil and of good. 

Than all the sages can. 


Sweet is the lore which Nature brings ; 

Our dieddling intellf^ct ^ 

Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of i There’s indifference, alike when he fails 


And bustle ind sluggishness, pleasttre 
* apd g 1 < -m. 

There’s weakness, and strength both 
redundant and vain ; 

‘Such strength as, if ever affliction and 

S ain # 

pierce through a temper that’s 
soft to disease. 

Would be rational peace — a philosopher’s 
» case. 


things ; — ^ 

Wfc m 34 rcip-r,_^o^ssect. 

Enough of Science aTM of Art ; 

Close up those barrei^cavcs ; 

Come ^r 4 h, and bringwith you a heart 
That watches and receives. . 

^ T79\ 

LINES WRITTEN IN EARLY 
SPRING 

1 HEARD a th'Visan^ blended notes, * 
Wtiile in a ipro'^ T.sate reclined,* 

111 that sweet mood wlnti pleasant 
thoughts « 

Bring sad thoughts t 8 the mh«d. 

To her fair works did Nature link 
The human soul that through me ran : 

much it grieved my heart to think 
What man has made of man. 

Through primrose tufts, in that green 
bower, 

The periwinkle trailed its wreaths ; 

And ^tis my fa^th that ev'ery flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopped and played. 
Their thoughts I cannot measure : — 
But the least niotio},]^^hich they made. 
It seemed a thrill^ pleasure. 

The budding twigs spread out their fan. 
To catch the breezy air , 

And I must think, do all I can, 

, That there was pleasure there, 

■ If this belief from heaven be sent. 

If such be Nature’s holy plan. 

Have I not reason to lament 
Whati^man has made of man ? 


or Sipccecds. 

And attention full ten times as much as 
there needs ; 

Pride v;here there’s no envy, there’s so 
much of joy ; 

And mildness, and spirit both forward 
and coy. 

There’s freedom, and sometimes a diffi- 
dent stare 

Of shame scarcely seeming to know that 
.she’s there. 

There’s virtue, the title it surely may 
claim, 

Yet wants heaven know's what to be 
worthy the name. 

This picture from nature may seem to 
depart. 

Yet the Man would at once run away 
w’lth your heart ; 

And I for five centuries right gladly 
would be 

Such an odd such a kind happy creature 
as he. 

tSoo. 


1798- 


• IV^ 

A CHARACTER 
I MARVEL how Nature could ever find 
space 

For^o many strange contrasts in one 
^uman face : 

There’s thought and no thought, and 
there’s paleness and bloom 


TO MY SISTER 
It is the first mild dav of March ; 

Each minute sweeter than before 
Tins redbreast sings from the tall larch 
That stands beside our door. 

There is a blessing in the air, 

W'hich seems a sense of joy to yield 
To the bare trees, and mountains bare. 
And grass in the green field. 

My sister ! (’tis a wish of mine) 

Now that our morning meal is done, 
%Iake haste, your morning task resign ; 
J»Come forth and feel the sun. 

j jKdward v/iU come with you ; — and, pray. 
Put on with speed your woodland dress ; 
And bring no book : for this one day 
We’ll give to idleness. 


No joyless forms shall regulate 
Our living calendar ; 

We from to-day, my Friend, will date 
The opening of the year. 
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Love, now a universal birtMR 
From heart to heart is steal rig. 

From earth to man, from ma^ to earth : 
— ^Ifis the hour of feeling. 

One moment now may give us more 
Than years of toiling reason : 

Our minds shall drink at every pore 
The spirit of the season. 

Some silent laws our hearts will make. 
Which they shall long obey: 

We for the year to come may take 
Our temper from to-day. 

And from the blessed power that rolls 
About, below, above, 

We’ll frame the measure of our souls : 
They shall be tuned to love. 

Then come, my Sistfjr ! curne, I ]irav, j. 
With speed put on your woodland dress : 
And bring no book : for this one day 
We’ll give to idleness. 

1798. 

VI 

SIMON LKE 

THE OLD HUNTSMAN ; 

WITH AI^* INCIDENT IN WHICH HL WAS 
' CONCERN I I) 

In the sweet shire of Cardigan. 

Not far from rdeasaiit Ivor-hall, 

An old Man dwells, a little man, — 

*Tis said he once was tall. 

Full five-and -thirty years ho hv'od 
A running Jiuiitsniiui merry : 

And still the centre of his cheek 
Is red as a ripe clierry. 

No man like him the horn could scaind, 
And hill and vallev rang with glee 
When ILclio bandied, round and round. 
The halloo of Simon Lee. 

In those, proud davs, be little c.u'cd 
For husbandry or tillage ; 

To blither tasks did Simon rouse 
The sleepers of the village. 

He all the country could oiitniii, 

Cou^i leave both man and horse behind ; 
And often, ere the chase was done. 

He reeled, and was stone-blind. 

And still there’s something 111 the world 
At which h s heart rejoices ; 

For w'hen the chiming hounds are out. 
He dearly loves their voices ! ' 

But, oh the heavy change !— bereft 
Of health, strength, friends, and kindred, 
sec i 

Old Simon to the world is left 
In livened povertj*. 

His Master's dead — and no one now 
Dwells in the Hall of Ivor ; 


Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead ; 

He is the sole survivor. 

And he is lean and he is sick ; 

His body, dwindled and awry. 

Rests upon ankles sw(>ln and thick ; 

His legs are thin and'cl^. 

One I'rop he has, and dnlv one, 

His wife, an aged woman, 

[.ives w'ith him, near the waterfall. 
Upon tlie. village Common. ,, 

Beside their moss-gr^wn hut of day. 

Not twenty paces from the do<^ 

A scrap of laud they have, but tb»'y 
Are poorest of poor. 

,This scrap ot land'ne from the heath 
Enclosed when hC 'as stronger ; 

Hut what to them avails the lafid^ 
iWhiclitihe can till no longer ? 

Oft, working by her Husband’s side, 

Ruth does what Simon cannot do ; 

For she, with .scanty cause for pride. 

Is stouter of the two. 

And, though you with yoijr utmost skill 
From I^bc-iir could not 'a'can them, 

’Tis little, ''ery little — all 
That they can do between them. 

Few months of life lias he in,,.store 
As he to you will tell, 

For still, the more he works, the more 
Do his weak ankles swell. 

My gCTitle Reader, 1 perceive 
How patiently you’ve waited. 

And now 1 fear that you expect 
j Some tale will be related. 

I O Reader ! had you in your mind 
i Such stores as silent thmight can bring, 

■ O gentle Reader ! you would fintl 
. A laic in everything. 

. What more. 1 have to say is short, 

1 And you nnisl kiirdi” take it : 

; It is no tale ; but, should you think, 

I Perhaps a tale you’ll make it. 

I One summer-day I chanced to see 
I This old Man doing all he could 
i To unearth the root of an old tree, 

I A stump of rotten wood. 

I The mattock tottered in his hand ; ^ 

, So vain was his- endeavour. 

That at the root of the old tree - 
He might have worked for ever. • 

“ VTui’rc overtasked, good Simon Lee, 
Give me your tool.” to him 1 raid; ; 

And at the word right gladly he 
Received my proffered aid. 

1 struck, and with a single blow 
The tangled root I severed, * 

I At which the poor old Man so long 
! And vainly had endeavoured. 
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The tears into hts eyes were brought, ^ 
And thanks and praises seemed to run 
So fast ou| of his heart, T thought 
They never wciuld have done. 

— I’ve heard of hj^arts unkind, kind deeds 
With coldness still returning ; 

Alas 1 the, graTltude of men 
Hath oflAJiier left me mourning. 

^ 1798 . 

* VII . • 

WRITiy-N IN GERMANY 

* cyw. Tur c oinfeST days of the 

T'lC Rr.\clcr niiibt be a^nsed, th.it the Stovbs 
IH Nfn^h-Gcrra iTiy etfncrally have the impres- j 

Ti IV hftic/. ■irtrti-i fh/itn t1ii& iMitri v : 


Can 



EFLECTION 


3^5 


armth from the cheek of my 


sioif ot*a (rallopjiig hojse uf>on them, this, 

p.irt ot the lirunswick Arms. •• j'Un i ii iil'l l A 

A prAcn- on your languages, German ! Art thou a Statist in the V£j 


As blest and as glad, in this desolate 
gloom, 

As if green summer grass were the floor 
I of my room, ^ 

I And woodbines were hanging above. 

i Yet, God is my witness, thou small help- 
loss Thing ! 

}Thy life 1 would gladly sustain 
1 Till summer come up from the south, and 
Willi crowds 

Of thy brethren a march Ihou should’st 
sound through the clouds. 

And lyick to the forests again 1 

I79Q. 

vni 

A POETS EPITAPH 


and 
Let mr 


uLNc 
• navi 


orse 

avc the song of the kettle ; 

And the tongs and the pokor, instead of 
that horse * • 

gallm>s*j*wa^-* with su|^ (ury and 
force '• ' t 

On this dreary dull jilate^f black metal. 

Sec that ,Flv — a diSconsolatl* cn aturc ! 
perh«ft)S 

A cliild of the field or the grove ; 


Of public ccmllicts trciiiicd and bred ? 

— First learn to love one living man ; 
Then may'st thou think upon the dead. 
# 

A Lawyer art thou ? — draw not nigh ! 

Cio, carry tt) some litter place 

Thi keeiiiK'ss of that practised eye, 

Th<‘ hardness of that sallow face. 

Art thou a Man of purple cheer ? 

A rosy Man, right plump to see ? 


X«d, sorrow for him ! the dull treacherous Approach ; yet. Doctor, not too near, 
heat I ^ grave no cushi« »n is for Ihec. 

Has.seducd'dthepoorfoolfromhisvvinter I Or art thou one of gallant pride. 


retreat. 

And he creeps to the edge of my stove. 


I A Soldier and no man (*f chaff ? 
Welcome ! — but lav tby sword aside. 


Alas ! how he fumbles about the drmiaiiis | And lean upon a peasant s staff. 


Which this cdhilortless oven environ ! 

He cannot find out in what track he must 

crawl, 

N^ow back to the tiles, then m seaicli of ; his inciiher's grave ^ 

the wall, 

And now on the IMIjtik of the iron. 


Physician art thou ^ cine, all eyes. 
Philosopher ! a fingcTing slave, 

! One that w^juld }H'ep and botanize 


Stock-still there he stands like a traveller 
bemazed : 

The best of his skill he has tried ; 
r His feeleib, xnetbinks, 1 can sec him put 
forth 

Tp the cast and the west, to the south 
^ and the north ; 

But he finds neither guira-post nor guide- 




I W’rapt closely in Lliy seiisiiaL fleece, 

O *urn ai»idc — and take, I pray. 

That he below m;iy rest in peace. 

Thy c\’er-dwiiidling .soul, away ! 

A Moralist perchance appears ; 

Led, Heaven knows how ! to thisiipoor 
S(^d : 

And he has neither eves nor ears ; 
|Himsclf his world, and his own God ; 


His ^indl^s link under him, foot, leg, 
and tingle I , 

His eye5jgh^.^nd hearing are lost ; 

Between*'life and death his blood'freezcs 
and thaws ; 

And his two pretty pinions of blue dusky 
gauze ” 

Are^lued to his sides by the frost. 

No brother, no mate has he near him — 
, while I 



• One to w'hose smooth -rubbed .soul can 
J cling 

Nor form, nor feeling, great or small ; 

A reasoning, self-sufficing thing, 

An intellectual All-in-all ! 

Shut close, the door ; press down the 
latch : 

Sleep in thy intellectual crust ; 

Nor lose teii tickings of thy watch 
Near this unprofitable dust. 
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But who is He* with modest ihoks, - 
And clad In homely russet brown ? 

He murmurs near the running brooks 
A tmisic sweeter than their own. 

T * 

He is retired as noontide dew. 

Or fountain in a noon -day grove ; 

And you Diust love him, ere to you 
He will s^n worthy of your love. 

The outMrard shows of sky ami earth. 

Of hill and valley, he has viewti ; 

And inipulses of deeper birth 
Have come to him in solitude. 

In common things that round us lie 
Some random truths he can impart, — 
The harvest of a quiet eye ,,, 

That broods and sleei)s on his own heart. 

Brt he is weak ; both Man and Boy, 

Hath been an idler in the laud ; 

Contented if he might enjoy 

The things which others imdersland. 

— Come hither in thy hour of strength ; 
Come, weAk as is a breaking wave ! 
Herejjiretch tUv body at full length ; 

Or bmld thy house upon this grave. 

1799. 

TX 

TO THK DAISY 

Bright Flower ! whose home is every- 
where, 

Bold in maternal Nature’s care. 

And all the long year through the heir 
Of jov or sorrow. 

Methinks ihat there abides in Ihec 
Some ffoncord with humanity, 

Given to no other flower I see 
The forest thorough ! 

Is it that Man is soon deprest ? 

A thoughtless Thing ! who, once unblcst. 
Does little on his memory rest, 

^Or on his reason. 

And Thou would'st teach him how to 
find 

A shelter under every wind, 

A hope for times that are unkind 

And every season ? , j'** 

Thou wander’s't the wide world about. 
Uncheck'd by pride or scrupulous doubt. 
With friends to greet thee, or without, 

Yet pleased and willing ; 

Meek, yielding to the occasion’s call, 

And all things suffering from all. 

Thy function apostolical 
In peace fulflUing. 

^ . .1803*. . 


X 

MATTHEW 

In the School of is a tab&t, on which 

are inscribed, in gilt lett^s, the NaiAes of the 
several persons who have been School-mastexs 
there since the foundatioivcT'ihe School, with 
the time at which they entered upon and 
quittcdtfhciT office. Clpposite to tme of those 
Names the Author wrote the following lines. 

If Nature, , for a favourite- child, *' 

In thee hath'tempered so her cl%. 

That every hour thy rUns wild. 

Yet never once doth go sistr^v. , ^ 

Read o’er these W'Vjs*" and then review 
’fhis tablet, that ^’'.us humbly rears 
In such diversity d* hue 
^Is hisJ,ory of two hundred years. ' 

— I'Vhen through this little wro'^k fcf 
fame. 

Cipher and syllabic ! thine eye- 

Has travelled down to Matthew’s name, 

Pause with no common sympathy. 

And, if a peeping teaj sl^oald wake. 
Then be it Jieither checked n6r stayed : 
For Matthew a request I make 
Which f()i[> cJf he had not made. 

PcK)r Matthew, all his frolics 
Is silent as a standing pool ; 

Far from the chimney’s merry roar, 

And murmur of the village school. 

The sighs which Matthew heaved were 
sighs 

Of one tired out witih fun and madness : 
The tears which came to Matthew’s eyes 
Were tears of light, the dew of gladness. 

Yet, sometimes, when the secret cup 
Of still and serious thought went round. 
It seemed as if he drank it up — 

He felt with spir^J^o profound, 

— Thou soul of God’s hest earthly mould I 
Thou happy Soul 1 and can it be 
That these two words of glittering gold 
Arc all that must remain of tbee ? 

1799 - 

XI 

THE TWO^APRIL MORNINGS# 
We walked along, while bright and red 
Uprose the morning siinl 
Ap/l Matthew stepped, j|o%M>ked, and 
said, 

" The will of God be "done 

A village schoolmaster was he^ 

With hair of glittering grey ; 

As blithe a man as you could see ^ 

On a spring holiday. 

And on that morning, through the 
And by the steaming rills. 
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We traveUed merrily, to pass 
\ day anions the liills. 

Our work^’ ssud I, “ was well bc} 3 :un. 
Then, from thy t^east what thought, 
Beneath so be^tiful a sun. 

So saci a sigh has brought ? ” 

l' 

A second time did Matthew stdf> ; 

And^xing still his eye 

Upon the eastern mountain-lPop, 

To me he made reply : 

' * y oOw.cl<n * doytth th at long purple cleft 
Brings fresli^M HftnJIhfbd 
A day like this whichjphave left • 

Full thirty years beliind. 

• - 

/^id just abovd yon slope of corif « 
Such colours, and no other, • 

Were in the sky, that April morn. 

Of this t>|B very brother. 

With rod and line J sued the sport 
Which that svijcet i^^ason gave, • 

And, to th%clitfirc^-yard conf*, stopped 
short • 

Besid# mv daughter*,^ 

• ' • 

Nine siiiTitw^rs had she scarcely seen, 

The pride of all the vale ; 

An^ then she sang ; — she would ha\*c 
,# been 

A ver>' nightingale. 

Six feet in earth my Emma lay ; 

And yet I loved her inoro, 

For so it seemed, than till that day 
I e’er had loved before. 

And, tuming'from her grave, I met. 
Beside the churchyard yew, 

A blooming Girl, wh<i.sc hair was wet 
With points of dew. 

A basket on her head she 'bare ; 

Her brow was smooth and white : 

To see a child so very fair, 

.;Jt was a puce delight ! 

No fountain from its rocky cave 
E’er tripped with' foot so frpe : 

She sttnied as happy as .a wave 
That dances on the sea. 

There came from me s^sigh of pain 
Which I couldPill confine ; 

1 looked toV Bsf, and looked again ? 

And did not wish her mine ! 

Matthew is in his g^ave, yet now, 
Metlunks, I see him stand. 

As at that moment, with a bough 
Of wil^g in his hand. 

1799 - 
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XU 

HE FOUNTAIN 

^ A CONV^RSATION 

WE-dalkcd with open heart, and tongue 
Affectionate and true, 

A pair of friends, though I ivas young. 
And Matthew seventy-two. 

We lay beneath a spreading oak. 

Beside a mossy seat ; 

And from the turf a fountain broke. 

And guihled at our feet. 

“ Now, Matthew ! ” said I, “ let ns 
ini.^tch 

This water's pleasant tune 
With some old border-song, or catch 
il'hat suits a summer’s noon ; 

Or of the church-clock and the chimes 
.Sing here beneath the shade, 

(That half-mad thing of witty rhymes 
iWbich von last April made ! ” 

In silence Matthew lay, and eyed 
The spring beneath the tree ; 

And ihus the dear old Man replied. 

The grey-h.nred man of glee : 

“ No check, no stay, this StrAmlet 
fears : 

How merrilv it goes ! 

’Twill inunniir on a thousand years. 

And flow as now it flows. 

And here, on this delightful day, 

1 cannot choose but think 
How oft, a vigorous man, I lay 
Beside this fountain's brink. 

My eyes arc dim with childish tears. 

My heart is idly stirred, 

For the same sound is in my ears 
Which in those days I heard. 

hThiis fares it still in our decay : 
lAnd yet the wiser mind 
iMouriis less for what age takes away 
fThan what it leaves behind. 

The black bird amid leafy trees. 

The lark above the hill. 

Let loose their carols when they please* 
Are quiet when they will. ^ 

with Nature never df> /hey wage 
• /^foolish strife : they see. 

/chappy youth, and their old age 
Is beautif’ifl and free ; 

But wc are pressed by heavy laws ; 

And often, glad no morb. 

I^e wear a face of joy, because 
\Wc have been glad of yore. 

If there be one who need bemoan 
His kindred laid in earth* 
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Theliousehold hearts that his own ; 

. It is th€ man of mirth. 

‘^ -My days, my Friend, are almost g^c. 

My life has been ajiprovcd, jij. 

• And many loVi^ me ; but by none 
Am I enough beloved.” 

“ Now both himself and me he wrongs. 
The man wl\o thus complains ! i 

1 live and sing mv idle songs 
Upon these h.ippy plains ; 

^ And, Matthew, for thy children dead | 
" I’ll be a sun to lliee ! ” j 

-At this he grasped my hand, and said, j 
“Alas ! that cannot be.” ' J 

We rose up from tlie fountain-side ; | 

And down the smooth dosciMit '‘j 

Of the green sheep-track did we glide ; 
And through the wood we went ; 

And, ere we came to Leonard’s rock. 

He sang those wittv rhymes 
About the crazv <ild eh urch -clock, 
ji,And t^je bcw’ildercd chimes. 

1799 - 

XIII 

PERSONAL TALK ' 

1 

I AM not One who much or oft delight 
To season my fireside with personal 
talk,— 

Of friends, who live within an easy walk. 
Or neighbours, daily, weekly, in my sight : 
And, for my chance-acquamtuiice, ladies 
bright, 

Sons, mothers, maidens withering on the 
stalk. 

These, all wear out of me, like Forms, 
with chalk 

Painted on rich men’s floor..,, for one 
feast -11 iglit. 

Better than such discourse doth silincc 
long. 

Long, barren silence, square with my 
desii-e ; 

To sit without emotion, hope, or aim. 

In the loved presence of iny cottage-fire. 
And listen to the flapping of the flame. 

Or kettle ^ispering its faint undersong. 

II 

“ Yet life.” you say, “ is life ; we 

seen and see, •' 

And with a living pleasure we describe ; 
And fits of sprightly malice do but bribe 
The Languid mmd into activity. 

Soui^d sense, and love itself, and mirth 
and glee 

. Are fostered by the comment and the 
gibe.” 

''rK'^ven be it so : yet still among yotir 




Our daily world’s true Worldlings, rank 
not me ! • ^ 

Children are blest, and powerful ; their 
world lies 

More justly balanced'; partly at their 
feet, r 

And part far from them r-r-sweetest 
mel^»dies 

Are those that are by distance made mote 
sweet • 

tVhose mind is but the mind (Sithis uwU 
eyes. 

He is a Sla»^e ; the meanest wji pa^jyme&t ! 

?'Yn 

Wings have we, — as far as wc can go 
We may find pleasure : wildci*iict.s and 
f w^od, " 4‘ 

Bkmk ocean and mere sky, suppoK that 

mood * 

Which with the lofty sanctifii^ the low. 

Dreams, books, are each a world ; and ^ 
books, we know,? 

Arc a substantial wc^^rld, .both pure and 
good?. f * (, i 

Round thesTo, with tendrils strong as flesh 
and bio*' 

Our pastPiiie and our happiness will grow. 
There* find I personal themes, 'a plenteous, 
store. 

Matter wherein right voluble I am. t 
To which I listen with a ready car ; ’• * 

Two shall be named, pre-eminently 
dear — 

The gentle Lady married to the Moor ; 
And heavenly Una with her milk- 
white Lamb. ,, 

IV 

Nor can I not believe but that hereby 
Great gains are mine ; for thus I live 
remote . 

From evil-speaking'r rancour, never 
sought, • 

Comes to me not ; malignant truth, of 
lie. 

Hence have 1 genial seasons, hence have 
I 

Smooth passions, smooth discourse, and 
joyous thought : 

And thus from day to day my little boat 
Rocks in its harbour, lodging peaceably. 
Blessings be with them — and ^ eternal ' 
« praise, • ? ' * 

Who «gave us nobler lo*.r^Su.3pd nobler 
c^cs — 

The Poets, who on earth have made us 
heirs 

Of truth and pure delight by heayenly 
lays I 

Ob i might my name be numbered among 
thws, - . ■ ' 

my^moirW^ys* 
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XIV 


TO THE SPAi:)E OF A FRIEND 

*( AN^ AGRICULTtJR 1ST) 


LqJ where the Moon along the sky 
Sails with her happy destiny ; 

Oit is she hid from mortal eye 
Or dimly seen, * 

Sfade ! with which Wilkinson hath tilled But when the clouds asunder fly 
his lands. " " ' ^ ' 


COMPOSED WHILE WE WI'KK LARr)UR1NC 
TOGETHER IN HIS PLCASURF -UHOUND 


r 
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xilc 

NIGHT THOUGHT 


And shaped these pleasant walks 
• Emont’s side, ^ 

Thou art a tool of honour in inv hands ; 

I press thee, through the yielding soil, 

- w*th j 5 ^e. ^ 

Rare masterSTflSiM^ln thy lot to know ; 
Long hast Thou ser^d a man to reason 
trpe ; ^ 

V/h8se life copibines the best of liigh and 
% low, * 

The^abouring mwy and the resting few' ; 

Health,* meekness, ardour, guiotness 
seclore. 

And industry of ^lody and of mind ; 

And elegant I'.n joy nents, that are pun? 

As iiature^s ;^tyo pure t<i J^e rciiued. 

Her# often hast Thou heard the Poet sing 
In concord with hisVivcffl’i.uryi wiring by ; 
Or in son^^ silent field, while timid spring 
Is yet uncheered by other minstrelsy. 

Who shall inherit Thee when death has 
laid S 

Low in the darksome cell thiuc own dear 
lord ? 

That man will have a trophy, humble 
Spade ! 

A trophy ngbler than a conqueror’s 
sword. 

If he be one that feels, with skill to part 
False praise from true, or, greater from 
the less. ^ 

Thee will he wo^ome to his hand and 
heart, 

Thou monument of peaceful happiness ! 

He will not dread with Thee a toilsome 
day — 

Thee his loved servant, his inspiring 
mate ! 

And, when thou art past service, worn 
away, j 

No dull oblivious nook shall hide thyH 
fate. 

His thrift Qjy 

scoi'n T • 

An heir-loom in his cottage wilt thou 
be : — 

' High will he hang thee up, well pleased 
0 to adorn 

His chinwey with the last of Tlice ! 




How bright her mien ! 


uselessness will never 


by. Far different wre — a froward race, 

Thousands though rich in Fortune's 
grace 

With therished sullenness ofnpace 
Their way pursue, 

Ingratps who wear a smilelcss face 
The whole year through. 

If kindred humours e’er would make 
My spirit droop for drooping’s sake. 
From Fancy lollowiug in thy wake» 
Bright shij) of heaven ! 

A counter impulse let me take 
And be forgiven. 


XVI 

INCIDENT . 

CHARACTERISIIC OF A FAVOURITI^DOO 

Ov his .morning rounds the Master 
Goes to learn how all things fare ; 
Searclies pasture after pasture. 

Sheep and cattle eyes with care ; 

And, for silence or for talk. 

He hath comrades in his walk ; 

Four dogs, each pair of different breed. 
Distinguished two for scent, and two for 
speed. 

See a hare before him started ! 

— Off they fly in earnest chase 3 
Every dog is eager-hearted. 

All the four are in the race : 

And the hare whom they pursue. 

Knows from instinct what to do ; 

Her hope is near : no turn she makes a 

But, like an arrow, to the river takes. ^ 

• 

Deep the river w^as, and crusted 
Thinly by a one night’s frost ; 

But the nimble Hare hath trusted 
To the ice, and safely crost ; 

She hath crost, and without heed 
All are folio win at full speed, 

When, lo ! the ice, so thinly spread. 
Breaks — and the greyhound. Dart, is 
over -he ad ! 

JlBetter fate have Prince and Swallow— . 
‘ See theiQ cleaving to the sport ! 

Music has no heart to follow, 

Little Music, she stops short. 

She hath neither wish nor heart, ‘ 

Hers is now another part : 

A loving creature she, and brave ! 

And foridly strives ber struggling friend 


■ 






'Jit:- ■ 
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From the brink he&paws she siPetches, 
Very hands as yoff would sayX ^ 

And afUicting moans she fetches. 

As he breaks the ice away. 

For herself she hath no fears, — 

Him alone she sees and hears, — 

Makes efforts wi\h complainings ; nor 
gives o’er 

Until her fellow sinks to re-appear no 
more. 

1805. 


XVII 

TRIBUTK ^ 

^ TO THE MEMORY OF THF SAME DOC 

UiE here, without a record of thy v»orth. 
Beneath a covering of tJic comm<»n 
earth ' 

It is not from unwilliiigricss to praise. 

Or want of love, that here no Stone w’e 
raise ; | 

More thou deserv’st ; but this man gives 
to man. 

Brother to brother, this is all we can. 

Yet they to whom thv virtues made thee 
# destffr 

Shall find thee ilirough all changes of the 
year : 

This Oak points out thy grave ; the • 
^ silent tree 

Will gladly stand a monument of thee. 

We grieved for thee, and wished thy 
end wore luist ; 

And willingly have laid thee here at last : \ 
For thou hadst lived till every thing that i 
cheers | 

In thee had yielded to the weight of j 
years ; ! 

Extreme old age had wasted thee away, ! 
And left thee but a glimmering of the 
day ; 

Thy cars were deaf, and feeble v.^e thy 
knees, — 

I saw thee stagger in the summer breezu. 
Too weak to stand against its sportive 
breath. 

And ready for the gentlest stroke of 
death. 

It came, and we were glad ; yet tears 
were shed ; 

^ Both man and w'oman wept when thou 
w^ert dead ; 

Not only for a thousand thoughts that 
were, I 

Old hous^old thoughts, in which thou 
hadst thy share ; 

But for some precious boons vouchsafed 
to thee. 

Found scarcely any where in like degree I 
For love, that comes wherever life and 
sense 


Are given by God, in thee was most 
, intense ; 

A ' -lain of heart, a feeling of the mind, 

A tender sympathy, which did^thee bind ^ 
Not only to us Men, but to thy Kind : 
Yea, for thy fellow-brute, s in thee, we saw 
A soul of love, love’s inteUgptual law : — 
Hence, if we wept, it was not done. in 
shame 

Our tears^rom p£^ssion and from reason 
came. 

And, therefoR?, shalt thou be an lumoured 


5rv.LV.r 
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, Finri-TTY 

A HARKivo sound tlTf>Shepherd hears, 
A erv as of a dog or fox : * “ 

halt»^^.'md searches with'Jiis eyes 
xA-nimig the scattered rocks : * 

And now at distance can discern 
A slirnng in a brake of fern ; 

And ifistantly a dog is seen, 

Glancing through that Q')vert green. 


The Dog is rot of inoiffit:v.n breed : •. 

Its motions,''too, ai-e wdJd anrf shy ; 

With something, as the Shepherd thkiks. 

Unusual in,its'ci‘y : l 

Nor is there any one in sight c 

All round, in hollow or on height ; 

Nor shout, nor whistle strikes his ear j 
What is the creature doing here ? * \ 


It w^as a ecn'c, a huge recess. 

That keeps, till June, December’s snow ; 
A lofty precipice in front, 

A silent tarni below ! 

Far in the bosom of HelveUvn, 

Remote from public road or dwelling, 
Pathway, or cultivated land ; 

From trace of human foot or hand.^ 

There sometimes doth a leaping fi.sh 
Send through the lonely cheer ; 

The crags repeat the raven’s croak. 

In symphony austere ; 

Thither the rainbow comes — the cloud — 
And mists that spread the flying shroud ; 
And sunbeams ; and the sounding blast. 
That, if it could, would hurry past ; 

But that enormous barrier holds it fast. 


Not free from boding thoughts, a while 
uhe Shepherd stood ; then makes his 


way 

u'er ^ocks and stones, folloiying the Dog 

As quickly as he may \ ^ 

Nor far had gone before he found 


A human skeleton on the ground : 

The appalled Discoverer with a sigh 
Looks round, to. learn the history. 

1 Tarn is a sniaU Mere or Lake, mostly ftlgh 
up in the mountains. 
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From those abrupt and perilous rocks * 

- The Man ^ad fallen, that place of fear ! 

At length upoy the Shepherd’s mind ^ 
It breaks, and <^11 is clear : 

He instantly recalled the name. 

And who he was, and whence he came ; 
Remembered, too, the very day 
On which the Travellej passetf this way. 

Bii4 hear a wonder, for whoMj sake 
This lamentable tale 1 tell r 
A lasting monument of words 
This wonder Iherits well. 

The ^ >iajh>v>as hovering nigh. 

Repeating the sameJEiinid cry, ^ 

This Dog, had Lfciti through three 
jnwiths* spactr 

^ dweller in that savage placo.« p* 

Yes,*proof was plain that, since t lie May 
When this ill-fated Traveller died. 

The Dajt had watched about the sptit. 

Or by his master's side : 

How nourished Here through such loyg 
time • » , 

rie knows,*wlio g«ive that k^'e sublime ; 
Andpgave that strength of teeliug, great 
Above all human evmufVt. ! 

• • rSo5. 


I, Ibvin^reedom, and untried ; 

No sport of every random gust. 

Yet being to myself a guide. 

Too blindly have reposed my trust : 

And oft, when in rny hotirt was heard 
Thy timely mandate, I deferred 
The tusk, in siiioolhcr walks to stray ; 
But thee I now W(;ultl serve more strictly, 

» if 1 may. 

Through no disturbance of my soul. 

Or str'fig compunction in me wTought, 

I supplicate for thy control 
But in the quietness of thought : 

Me this unchartered freedom tires ; 

I feel* I he weight of chance -desires : 

My ho])es no more must change their 
name, 

I long f(M- a repose that ever is the same. 

Stern Lawgiver ! vet thou dost wear 
The (kfdlu ad's most benignant grace ; 
Nor know we anything so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face : 

Flowers laugh before thee on their beds 
And fragrance in thv footing treads ; 
Thou d('st preserv'c the. stars from WTong : 
And the most ancient heavens, through 
Thee, are fresh and strong. 


XIX 

^0- ODE TO DUTY 

*' J am non consilio bonus, sod more per- 
diictus, ut non tantum reetd farerc pos&im, 
sed nisi reetd faccrc non possini.” 

Stern Daugliter of the Voice of God ! 

O Duty ! if that name thou love 
Who art a ligfit to guide, a rod 
To check the erring, and reprove ; 

Thoil, who art victory and law 
When empty terrors overawe ; 

From vain temptatinns dost set free ; 
And calm’st th^ weary strife of frail 
humanity 1 

There are who ask not if thine eye 
^ Be on them ; who, in love and truth, 
t Where no misgiving is, rely 
^ Upon the genial sense of youth : 

J^fad Hearts ! without reproach or blot ; 
Who do thy work, and know it not : 

Oh ! if through confidence misplaced 
They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power ! 
around them cas.t. ^ • 

Serene will Jx^sur days and bri^t. 

And happy will our nature bo. 

When love is an unerring light. 

Arid ioy its own security. 

- ' And they a blissfifl course may bold 
Rvdh now, who, not unwisely bold. 

Live in the spirit of this creed : 

Yet seek thy firm support, accorditlg to 
'their need. • 


To humbler functions, awful Power ! 

1 call thei* : 1 invsclf commend 
Unto thy guidance from this hour ; 

Oh. lot my wcakm^ss have an end ! 

I (Jive unto me, made lowly wise. 

The sjurit of self-sacrifice ; 

The confidence of reason give ; 

And in the light ol truth thy noiidman 
let rue live : 

XX 

CHARACTER OF THE HAPPY 
WARRIOR 

W^iio is the happv Warrior ? Who is he 
Tflat every man in arms should wish to . 
be ? 

— It is the generous Spirit, wlio, whei&i*i^ 
brought 

Among the tasks of real liff, hath 
wrought 

Upon the plan rtiat pleased his Iwiyish 
. thought : 

^Whose high endeavours are an inward light 
'^That makes th’c path belore him always 
• bright ; 

Who, with a natural instinct to discern 
Wlial knowledge can perform, is diligent 
to learn ; 

Abides by this resolve, and stops not 
there, 

But maUes his moral being his prime 
care ; 

Who, doomed to go iu company with 
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And^Fear, and Bloodshed, \ miserable 
' train ! 

Turns his necessity to glorious gain ; 

In face of these doth exercise a power 
Which is our Jbuman nature's highest 
• ; dower ; ' 

r Controls them and subdues, transmutes, 
bereaves 


Or if an unexpected call succeed, 

Come when it will, is equal to the needi 
— He who, though thus enduped as with 
a sense ' 

And faculty for storm and turbulence. 

Is yet a Soul w^hnsc masti«»r-bias leans 
To hoinefclt pleasures and to gentle 
sceuf s : 


Of their bad influence, and their good Sweet images 1 which, wheresoe’er he be^ 

j * . , i I* 


I Arc at his heart : and sUjfh fldelity*^ 

It is his darling passion to apprq^e ; 
j More brave for this, that he hath much 

■ to love >r- ' ^ 4 

j 'Tis, finally, the 

i Conspicuous ol'»jc<^^^ui a Natioi.’s eye, 

■ Or left unthoughl\* in obscurily- 


receives : 

By objects, w'hich might forci? tlic soul 
to abate ( 

Her feeling, rendered more coinpas- 
w sionate ; 

*1B placable — because occasions rise 

So often that demand such sacrifice ; ^ . 

More skilful in self-knowledge, even ! W’ho, with a towar^'or untoward }ot, 
more pure, *;.]^rospoi;ous or adverse, to his wish dr 

As tempted more ; more able to endure, | ,, not — t * 

As more exposed to suffering and dis- | Plays, in the man v games of life, that one 

tress ; j Wli'erc w'hat he most doth valuf must be 

Thence, also, more aliv-e to tenderness. ! wviii ; 

— 'Tis he wiiose law is reason ; who Whom neither shape danger can dis- 
depends ! * inav, ^ 

ffpon that law as on the best of friends ; Nor thought of tender ha 4 »pir|ess betray ; 

‘ Whence, in a state where men are Who, not content that former w'orth 
teini>ted still stand fa^. ^ ^ ^ 

To evil for a guard against worse ill, ; Looks for*vara7p<Ta:vering to the last. 

And what in quality or act is best ‘ From well to better, daily se^f-surpast ; 

Doth seldom on a right fouiulation rest, Who, whether praise of him must walk 
He labours good on good to fix, and owes the earth 

To virtue everv tnumpli that he knows : For ever, and to noble deeds give birlk^, 
, ^Who, if he rise to station of command. Or htj must fall, to sleep without his 
Rises bv open means ; and there will . fame, 

stand : And leave a dead unprofitable name — 

On honourable terms, or else retire, | Finds comfort in himself and in his 
And in himself j^osscss his owm desire ; j cause. ; 

Who comprehends his trust, and to the ' And, while the mortal m&t is gathering. 


Keeps faithful with a singleness of aim ; His 
And therefore docs not sloop, nor lie in * 


wait 

For wealth, oi honours, or for worldly 
state ; « 

Whom they must follow ; on whose head 
must fall, 

*Xike show'ers of manna, if they come at 
all: 

Whose* powers shed round him in the 
common strife, , 

Or mild concerns of ordinary life, 

A ainstant influence, a peculiar grace ; k\ 
But who, if he be called upon to face n 
Some awful moment to which Heav^i 
has joined ^ 

Great issues, good or bad for human kind, ; 
Is happy as a Lover ; and attired 
With sudden brightness, like a Man 
Inspired ; 

And, thnmgh the heat of conflict, keeps 
the law 

In calmness made, and sees what he fore- 
. saw ^ ^ 


draw's 
breath in 
applause ; 


confidence of Heaven’s 




This is the happy .Warrior ; Ih's is He 
That every Man in^ttns slKiuld w'ish to 
be. ' 

i8o6, 

XXI 

THE FORCE OF gRAYER i ; 

OR, 

THE FOUNDING OF BOLTON PRIORY 
A TRADITION 

^fiat is gooU £dx a hqptlnis benr Y** 

With these dark words mv Tale 

And tfieir meaning is, whencerjan com« , 
fort spring 

When Prayer is of no avail ? ^ * - 

“ OThflt ts goob for a faootlwo beft:? 

Th^ Falconer to the Lady said ; 

■ ,1 See tlie White Dos of Rvlstone. 
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And slxe made answer “ endless The sta^y Priory was reared ; 

ROW ! ’* And Wjjrarf, as he moved along, * 

For she l^ievv that her Son was dead. To matins joined a mournful voice, 

_ , . • , , Nor failed at even-song. 

She knew it by the Falconer s words, , , , , , , . , 

And from the idok of thf: Falconer’s eye : the Lady pra 5 ’e(^m heaviness 

And from th^ love which was in her soul ■ looked not for relief ! 

For her youthful Romilly. i slowly did her succour come, 

• And a patience to her grief. 

— Young Romilly through Barden woodst. 

Is hanging high and low ; * i Oh ! there is never sorrow of heart 

And holds a greyhound in a leash. ' | That shall lack a timely end. 

To let slip upon buck or doe. I bulto (lod wo turn, and ask 

> • ^ I Of Him to be our friend ! 

Thc"|Ici h at fearful chasm, | 1808. ^ 

How tempting to t^tride • , » . 

For lordly Wharf there pent in * j XXII 

,ocks on oiifier side. i ^ IMAGINATION ; 

%This striding-place is called Tni: STRflT, j 

A iThine which it took of vore : • ’ „ 

A thousand vears hath it borne that; and alt-red, on the sea- 

nafiie. j 

And shall a thousand more. i Oanish Conqueror, on his royal 

And hither is yr|^nig Koruilly come. • ! Mustering a fare of haughtv sovereignty, 

lAnd what rii^ pow forlnd* ; To aid a covert purpose, cried— “ O ye 

That he, perhaps for the handredth time, , A)»proaebing Waters ot the deep, that 
Sh^l boiiind across Th^Strid ? j share 

He spra»R in Klee.-f..r what*car«l he I With this ^eon isle my fortunes, come 

• Vour iviastor-s*' throne is set.”-Deaf was 

Vir“r6 Stf V P a * t I r 

i Her w..«.s rolled on. respectinR fiis 
And checked him in his leap. ! , n hr,.nth of wfanff 111 


The Boy is in the arms of Wharf, I 

And strangled by a merciless force : [ 

For never mvre was young Romilly seen 1 
Till he rose a lifeless corse. 


Now there is stillness in the vale. 

And long, unspeaking, sorrow^ : 

Wharf sh^be to oiitying hearts 
A name tiMl'e sffd than Yarro\«. 

If fot a- lover the. Lady wept, 

A solace she might borrow 
V From death, and from the passion of 
'f death;— ^ -Jijfe 

Old Wharf might heal her sorrow. 

She weeps not for the wedding-day 
Which was to be to-morrow : I 

Her hope was a further-looking hope, ^ 
And hers is a motljer’s sorrow. • 

He was a fi ^that stood alone. 

And pi-fTaiiy did its branches w5ve : 

And the root c-^ this delightful tree 
. husband’s grave ! 

Lq&g» long in darkness did she sit. 


\ Less 1 hail thev heed a breath of wanton 
I Air. 

[ — Then Canute, ri'-iug from the invaded 
I throne, 

: Said to his servile Courtiers, — " Poor the 
I reach, 

’ The uiulisguised extent, of mortal sway ! 

I He only is a King, and ho alone 
1 Deserves the name (this truth the billows 
; preach) 

, Whose everlasting laws, sea, earrh, and '<(1 
( heaven, obey.” 

This just rojiroof the prosperfuis Dane 
I Drew from the influx of the main. 

For some whose rugged northern mouths . 

would strain 
At oriental flattery ; 

► And Canute (fact more worthy to be 
• I known) .. 

pFrom that time forth did for his brows, 
disown 

I The ostentatious symbol of a crown ; 
Ksteeinii-g earthly royalty 
Conte-mptible as v’ain. 

Now hear what one of elder days. 


And her first words were, “ Let there be ■ Rich theme of England’s fondest praise. 


In- Bolton., oitr’tho field of Wharf, 
. A stately Priory ! ” 


I Her darling Alfred, might have spoken ; 
I To cheer the remnant of his host 
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^ When he was driven from coasVto coastp 

Distressed and harassed, but w,th mmd 
unbroken : 

“My faithful followers, lo ! the tide is 
spent 

That rose, and steadily advanced to till 

The shores and channels, working Na- 
ture’s will 

Among the mazy streams that backward 
went. 

And in the sluggish po<»ls whore sh 'ps are 
pent : 

And now, his task performed, the flood 
stands still, 

At the green base of many an inland hdl. 

In placid beauty and sublime content ! 


Let me, thy happy guide, now point thy 
way. 

And now precede thee, windiftg to and 
fro. 

Till we by perseverance iifain the top 

Of some smooth ridge, whose brink preci- 
pitous 

Kindles ir>tcnse desire for powers with- 
held 

From this y.oriioreal fraq^e ; ^whereon 
\vlu> stands, ”4 

Is seized with strong incitement to push 
forth f. ' 

His arms, as swim\»nR,j>Jr';i??^'*^gI^ — 

dread thoughtr 

For pastime pluiig^t^into the “ abrupt 
abyss,” ^ ■ 


Such the repose that sage and hero find ; , ^VJiere rovens spread their plumy vans,, 

Such measured rest tlie sedulous and ’ 
good 

Of humbler name ; whose souls do, like 
the flood 

Of Ocean, press right on ; or gently 
wind, 

Neither to be diverted nor withstood. 

Until* they reach the bounds by Heaven 
assigned.” 

i8i6. 
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A UTTLK onward lend Ihy guiding hand 
T4) these dark steps, a htile further on / ” 

— What trick of memory to my voice hath 
brought 

This mournful iteration ? For though 
Time, 

The Conqueror, crowns the Conquered, 
on this brow 

Planting his favourite silver diadem, 

Nor ho, nor minister of his — intent 
To run before him, hath enrolled me yet. 

Though not unmeiiaced, an)o.<.g those 
who lean 

Upon a Itving staff, with borrowed sight. 

— O my own Dora, my beloved cnild ! 

Should that day come — but hark ! the 
birds salute 

The cheerful dawn, brightening for me 
the east ; 

For me. thy natural leader, once again 
Impatient to conduct Ihce, not as erst 
A tottering infant, with compliant stoop !Uc open ; and the book of Holy Writ, 


From flower to flower supported ; but 
to curb I 

Thy nymph-like step swift -bounding o’er 
the lawn. 

Along the loose rocks, or the slippery 
verge 

Of foaming torrents. — From thy orisons 

Come lurth ; and, while the morning air 
is yet 

Jirauspareut as the soul of innocent 
youth, 


.'ll case ! 

And yet more gladly thee woujd I con- 
duct 

Through woods and spacious forests, — 

' to behold ' , 

There, how the Origin.-fl ofuliupian art, . 
Heaven -pronip ted Nature, measures and 
erects ^ » 

Her tempiois, feaness^^or the stately work. 
Though waves, to every brcczofi lis high- 
arched roof. 

And storms the pillars rock. But 

such schools "v. 

Of reverential awe will chiefly seek 
In the still summer noon, while beams of 
light. 

Reposing here, and in the aisles beyond 
Traceably gliding ^ tlirough the dusk, 
rccal 

To miud the liv^g presences of nuns ; 

A gentle, pensive, white-robed sister- 
hood. 

Whose saintly rac^^ce niitigatcs the 
gloom '-0 

Of those terrestrial fabrics, where they 
serve, 

To Christ, the Sun of righteousness, 
espoused. 

Now also shalHhc pa^bf classic lore. 
To these glad eyes from bondage freed, 
again 


«i\gaiii unfolded, passage clear shall yield 
To l^ights more glorious still, and into 
shades ^ | 

More avrful, wher.:, advaS&lRjpTband in 
hand. 

We may be taught, O Darling 
care I ‘ ' 

To calm the affections, elevate the s«!ul. 
And consecrate our lives l;o truth and 
love. ■** 

'r' . - 18x6,., ■- 
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XXIV 

ODE TO LYCORIS 
# May, 1817 ‘ 


I Still, as we^earer draw to life's dark goal* 


• Be Jiopcf i 
Sourf 


Spring the favourite of the 


An hath been when Earth was proud 
Of lustre too intense Enougii of 

To be sustained ; and Mortals bowed treads 

The front in self-defence. • Here, as ’mii 

Who ihen^ if Dian’s crescent gleamed, ^ and rou 
Or Cupid’s sparkling arrow^ streamed^ Or slippcrv < 
While on the w'ing the Urchm played," As we {f>r : 
Could fearlessly approach the shade ? M(»unt ftjnva 
'•-EiK^erh .for*c)iie soft veni^ day/ clouds, 

*f 1, a uai Each weary 
And nurtured in a hAle clime, ^ bflow, ' 

May haunt this hoi^d bay ; Induces, for 

Whefit; ninorous waiter multiplies j Ihiaeceptabl 

Jhe flitting bhlcyrtn’s vivid dy» ; gj With woiulei 
And smooths her liquid breast — to slpow | he tied. 
These svvaii-like specksof mountain sno A', | In anxious I 


TO THE SAME 

Enougii of climbing * toil J — Ambition 
treads * 

Here, as ’mid busier scenes, ground steep 
» and rough, 

Or slippery even to peril ! and each step. 
As we for m(^st uncertain recompense 
Mount ftiiwards the empire of the fickle 
clouds. 

Each weary step, dwarfing the world 
bflow. 

Induces, for its old familiar sights, 
j I hi accept able feelings of contempt, 
i With wonder mixed — that Man could e’er 


In anxious bondage, to such nice array 


White M the pair that slid along the j And formal fellowship of petty things ! 
nlains 1 — ! ’tm the. hnirt that inuiriiifipe thic 


plains 

Of heaven, when Venus held the reins ! 

In youth we love The darks<€nc lawn 
Briisfied b.y the owlet’s wing ; 

Then, Twilight is prarferiTO to yawn. 

And Autuuu to the Spring. 

Sad fancies do we then affect, 

Ti^luxiu-y of disrespect 
m9o our own prodigal excess 
Of too familiar ha[)piness. 

. Lycoris (if such name befit 
Thee, thee my life’s celestial sign !) 
When Nature marks the year’s decline, 
Be ours to welcome it ; 

Pleased with Ae harvest hope that runs 
Before the path of milder suns ; 


— Oil ! ’tis the heart that magnifies this 
life. 

Making a truth and beautv of her own; 

And moss-grown alleys, circumscribing 
shades, 

And gurgling rills, assist her in the work 

.More effie..iciously than realms outspread. 

As m a map, before the adventurer's 
Razo,— 

Ocean and Earth contending for regard- 

The umbrageous woods are left — how 
far beneath ! 

But lo ! where darkness seems to guard 
the mouth 

Of yon wild caye. whose jagged brows are 
fringed 

With flaccid threads of ivy, in the still 


Pleased while the sylvan world displays i .-Vnd sultry air, depending motionless. 


Its ripeness to the feeding gaze ; ! 

Pleased when the su^en winds resound ; 

the kne41 * I 

Of the resplendent miracle. 


But something whispers to my heart 
That, as we downward tend, 

Lycc^is I life requires an art 
To whidh our souls must bend ; 

A skill — to balance and supply ; 

And, ere the flowing fount be dry. 

As soon it must, a sense to sip, 

Or drinkt with no fastidious lip, ■ 

Then w^conf^ above all, the Gu&t 
Whose sutfle^Taiflused o’er land and sea, 
Seem to recal the Deity 
Of into the breast : 

May PCTSive Autumn ne’er present 
A c^aim to her disparagement 
While blossoms and the budding spray 
Inspire us in our ovm decay ; 


Yet cool the space within, and not un- 
cheered 

(As whoso enters shall ere long perceive) 
By stealthy influx of the timid day *■ 
Mingling -with night, such twilight to . 
compose 

As Numa loved ; when, in the Egerian' 
grot, 

From the sage Nymph appearing at his 
wish, - 

He gained whatever a regal mind might 
ask. 

Or need, of counsel breathed through lips 
) divine. 

Lpng as the heat shall rage, let that" 
dim cave 

Protect us, there deciphering as we may 
Diluvian records ; or the sighs of Earth 
Interpreting ; or counting for old Time 
His minutes, by reiterated drops. 

Audible tears, from some invisible source 
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That,* deepens upon fancy-Anore and 
more Y 

Drawn toward the centre whence those 
sighs creep forth 

..To awe the lightness of humanity. 

Or, shutting «p«.lhyself within thyself. 
There let me sec thee sink into a mood 
Of gentler thofftght, protracted till thine 
eye 

Be calm as water when the winds are gone,- 
And no one can tell whither. Dearest 
^ Friend ! . 

j We too have known such happy hours 
together 

That, were power griinted to replace them 
(fetched 

From out the pensive shadows wdiere 
they lie) I shine, 

In the first warmth of their original snn- 
Loth should I be to use it ! jiassing sweet 
Are the doinains of lender meriiorv ! 

1817. 

XXVI 


That calls from yonder leafy shade 
Unfaded, yet prepared to fade, 

A timely carolling. 

No faint and hesitating 1.111, 

Such tribute as to wiiit«'r chill 
The lonely redbreast paysJ 
Clear, loud, and lively is the din. 
From social warblers gathering in 
Their Jiarvest of sweet lays. 

Nor doth tjji example fail to efeer '' 
Me, coii.scious that my leaf is wre, 
And vellow on the bough/ — 


Yet will I temperately rojoite ; a. • 
l^/^ide is'ihe range, and free the choice ^ 
Of ‘sndiscfwdant themes ; 

Which, haply, kindred souls may prize 
Not less than vernal ecstasies, 

And passion’s feverish dreams. 


SEPTEMBER, iSlQ 

The sylvan slopes with corn -clad fields 
Arc hung, as if with golden shields, 
Bright trophies of the sun ! 

Like a fair sister of the skv, 

Dnrufifled doth the blue lake lie, 

The mountains lookinjg on. 

And, sooth to say, yon vocal grove, 

. Albeit uninspired by Jove, 

By love untaught to ring, 

May well afford to mortal ear 
An impulse more profoundly dear 
Than music of the Spring. 

For that from turbulence and heat 
Proceeds, from some uncasv seat 
In nature’s struggling frame. 

Some region of impatient life : 

And jealousy, and quivering strife, 

' ^herein a portion claim. 

This, this is holy ; — while I hcai 
These vespers of another year. 

This hymn of thanks and praise. 

My spirit seems to mount above 
The anxieties of human love. 

And earth’s precarious days. 

But list ! — though winter storms be nighj 
Unchecked is that soft harmony : 

There lives Who can provide 
For all his creatures ; and in Him, 
^Fven like the radiant Seraphim, 

. These choristers confide. •• 

XXVII 

UPON THE SAME OCCASION 

'Departing summer hath assumed 
' An aspect tenderly illumed, 
j^he gentlest look of spring ; 


F.ir deathless powers to verse belong, . 
And they libe Demi-gdds are strong 
On whom th/'. Muses smile ; 

But some their function have disclaimed, 
Best pJea!y;d wkat is aptliest framed 
To enervate and defile. o 

Not such the initiatory strains 
Committed to the silent plains • ^ 

In Britain’s earliest dawn : 

Trcjinblcd the groves, the stars grew pale. 
While all-too-daringly the veil 
Of nature was withdrawn ! 

Nor such the spirit-stirring note 
When the live chords Alcams smote, 
Inflamed by sense of wrong ; 

Woe ! woe to Tyrants ! from the lyre 
Broke threateningly, in sparkles dire 
Of fierce vindictive song. 

And not unhallowed was the page 
By winged* Love inscribed, to assuage 
The pangs of vain pursuit ; 

Love listening while the Lesbian Maid 
With finest touch of passion swayed 
Her own Alolian lute. 

O ye, who patiently explore 
'(J.The wreck of Herculancan lore, 

JWhat rapture ! coiild ye seize 
•Some Tl^eban fragn^ent, or unroll 
One precious, tender-hearted, scroll 
Of pure Simonides. ■ ■%,. 

That were, indeed, a genuine birth 
Of poesy ; a bursting forth 
Of genius from the diist : 

What Horace gloried to behold, ^ 
What Maro loved, shall we enfold ? 

Can haughty Time he just t < 
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XXVIII , 

, MEMORY 

A i*EN — to rc*^isler ; a key — • 

That winds thrr)Ug:h secret wards ; 

Are well assigned to Memory 
By allegoric Bards. 

As aptly, also, might be given 
A» Pencil to her hand ; • 

That, softening objects, s<1metimes ewen 1 
Outstrips the heart's demand ; i 

• 

Thaf - . di&^res*^, the lines 

Of lingering care sijPdues, 

Long-vanished hajJpiness rotiiies, 

And clothts in b^ghter hues ; 

^ YtilJ, like a tool of Fancy, woi^s 
Those Spectres fo dilate * 

That startle Conscience, as she lurks 
^Withiif her lonel/ seat. 

"r 

O ! that our lives, which flee so fast, 

^In purity \#ere inch. 

That nobaii^inifige of the^ast 
Sh'^uld fear that pencil’s touch ! 

Retirement then ihighT^houciy look 
Upon a Soothing scene. 

Age steal tp his allotted nook 
^dContented and serene ; 

With heart as c ilm as lakes that sleep. 
In frosty moonlight glistening ; 

Or mountain rivers, whore they creep 
Along a channel smooth and deep. 

To their own far-oll murmurs listening. 

XXIX j 

^This Lawn, a carpet all alive ! 

With shadow^ flung from leaves — to 
strive 

In dance, amid a press 
Of sunshine, an apt emblem yields 
Of Worldlings revelling in the fields 
Of strenuous idleness ; 

Less quick the stir when tide and breeze 
Encounter, and to narrow seas 

Forbid a momeiit*s rest ; I 

The medley less when boreal Lights » 
Glance to §nd freg-like aery Sprites * 1 
. To fe^its^f^arms addrest ! 

Yet, spite of all this eager strife. 

This ceaseless play, the genuine life 
That serves rhe stedfast hours, 

H in the grass beneath, that gro^vs 
> Unheeded, and the mute repose 
. 9^ sweetly-breathing flowers. 



/ XXX 
HUMANITY 

[The Rocking-stonos, alluded to in the lieginning 
of the following verses, are supposed to have 
been used, by our British ancestors, both for 
judicial and reliifioiis iiurposos. Such stones 
arc not unconimuuly found, at this day, J|Oth 
in Great Britaiu and in Ireland.] 

WiiAT though the Accused, upon his own 
iippeal 

To righteous Crods when man has ceased 
I to feel. 

Or at a doubling J udge's stern command, 
Betore the Stone of Power no longi/" 
stand—' 

To fake his sentence from the balanced 
Block, 

As, at his touch, il rocks, or seems to rock ; 
Thoiigli, 111 the deptlis of sunless groves, 
V no more 

The Druid- priest the hallowed Oak adore; 
Vet, for t he liiiiiate, rocks and whispering 
in'cs 

Do still perform mysterious offices ! 

And fund ions dwell in beast and bird 
that sway 

The reasoning mind, or with the fancy 
play, 

Inviting, at all seasons, ears and eyes 
To watch for undelusive auguries: — 

Not uninspired appear their simplest 


Their voicts mount s^'inbolical of praise — 

To mix with hymns that Spirits make and 
hear ; 

And to fallen man their innocence is dear. 

Eiirapliired Art draws from those sacred 
springs 

Streams that reflect the poetry of things I 

Where Christian Martyrs stand in hues 
porlraved. 

That, might a wish avail, would never 
^ fade, 

f orne in their hands the lily and the palm 

Shed round the. altar a celestial calm ; 

There, too, behold the lamb and guilele^*^ 
dove 

Prest ill the tenderness of virgin love 

To saintly bosoms ! — Glorious is the 
blending ^ 

Of right affections climbing or descend- 
ing 

Along a scale of light and life, with cares 

Alternate ; carrying holy thoughts and 


prayers 

Up to the sovereign scat of the Mm- 
High ; 

Descending to the worm in charity ; 

Like those good Angels whom a dream 
of night 

Gave, in the held of Luz, lo Jacob’s sight 
All, while he slept, treading the pend^t 
, gtairs 
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Earthward or heavenward A radiant 
messengers, \ 

That, with a perfect will i'l one« accord 
Of strict obedience, serve the Almighty 
Lord ; 

And with untired Jpuniility forbore 
Toaipeed their errand by the wings they 


What a fair world were ours for verse to 
paint. 

If Power could live at ease with self- 
restraint ! * 

Opinion bow before the naked sense 
Of the great Vision, — faith in Ih-()vidence; 
Merciful over all his creatures, just 
To the least particle of sentient dust ; 
But, fixing hv immutable decrees. 
Seedtime and harvest f<»r his purpt^sc^ ! 
Then w'ouldbo closed the restless oblique 
eye fspvT 

That ]o(')ks for evil like a treacherous 
Disputes would then relax, like stormy 
winds 

That into breezes sink ; imjictuous minds 
By discipline endeavour t(» grow meek 
As Truth herself, whom they profess to 
seek. 

Then Genius, shunning fellow'ship with 
Pride, 

Would braid his golden locks at Wisdom’s 
side : 

Love ebb and flow untroubled by caprice ; 
And not alone harsh tyranny would 
cease. 

But unoffending creatures find release 
From qualified oppression, wliose defence 
Rests on a hollow plea of recornpenbe ; 
Thought-tempered wrongs, for each 
humane respect 

Oft worse to bear, or deadlier in effect. 
Witness those glances of indignant scorn 
From some high-minded Slave, imfieUed 
to spurn • 

The kindness that would make him les^ 
^ forlorn ; 

Or, if the soul to bondage be subdued. 
His look of pitiable gratitude ! 

Alas for thee, bright Galaxy of Isles, 
Whose day departs in 'pomp, returns 
writh smiles — 

To met the flowers and fruitage of a 
land, 

the sun mounts, by sea-born breezes 
fanned ; 

A land whose azure mountain-tops are 
seats 

For Gods in couqcil, whose green vales, 
retreats 

Fit lor the shades of heroes, mingling 
there 

^.-breathe Elysian peace in upper air. | 


Though cold as winter, gloomy as the 
' grave, 

Stone-walls a prisoner make, l^ut not a 
slave. 

SWall man assume a property in man ? 
Lay on the moral will a withering ban ? 
Shame that our laws at distance still 
protect 

Enormities^ which they at home reject ! 
i* Slaves cannot breathe in England — 

, yet that boast ' 

Is but a mockery ! when from cT^st tq 
coast. ^ 

Though fetterf,4 slave b® roneJ^^^fljoors* 
and soil 

Grqan underneath Li, weight of slavish 
toil, 

For the poor Many, ineasnrecl out bV' rules 
I^t^hed U’lth cupidity from hear Hess t 
Slihools, ‘ 

That to an Idol, falsely called “ the Wealth 
Of Nations,” sacrificed People’s Kicalth, 
Body and mind and scml ; a thirst so 
^ keen i 

Is ever urging on the v£wrt mi^ehinc 
Of sleepless [ iiboiir, ’iiv.d se dizzy' 
wheels 

The Power Icasi prized is that which 
thinks l.nd feels. 

I 

Then, for the pastimes of ^is delicate 
age, * 

And all the heavy or light vassalage 
Which for their sakes we fasten, as may 
suit 

Our var\'ing moods, on human kind or 
brute, 

’Twere well in little, as in great, to pause, 
Lest Fancy trifle with eternal laws. 

Not from his fellows only man may learn 
Rights to compare and duties to discern 1 
All creatures and all objects, in de^ee, • 
Are friends and patrc»ns of humanity. 
There are to whom the 'garden, grove. 

and field, ♦ 

Perpetual lessons of forbearance yield ; 
Who would not lightly violate the grace 
The lowliest flower possesses in its place ; 
Nor shorten the sweet life, too fugitive. 
Which nothing less than Infinite Power 
could give. > 1829. ' 

• XJfiKI 

THOUGHT ON THE SEASONS 
Flati^ered with promise of escape 
From o'^ery hurtful blasl?' “ • 

Spring takes, O sprightly May ! thy shape. 
Her loveliest and her last. 

Less fair is summer riding high 

In fierce solstitial power, . 

Less fair than when a lenient sky 
Brjngs on her parting hour. 



!»0S:M$ off SENtiMkNt ANb kEPLteCTloif 


When earth repays with golden sheaves I Breathitt, in the light of day, 


. The labours of the plough, 

And ripeifing fruits and forest leaves 
All brightert on the bough ; 

What pensive beauty autumn shows 
Before she hears the sound 
Of winter rushing in, to close 
The Ginhlematie round ! 


Somethjjlig like the iauitest breath 
That has power to baille'Nlcath — 
Beautiful, while very weakness 
Caiitivates like i^assive meekness. 


tseiore sne. hears me sound j And, sweet Mother ! under warrant 

Of winter rushing m, to clos^ Of the imiversai Parent, 

1 he emblematic round ! J "Who repays in season due 

SiSth be our Spring, our S*iminer such ; Them who have, like thee, been true 
So may onr Autumn blend T*^’ filial chain let down 

With hoary Winter, and Life touch, ! hrom Jhis everlasting throne, 


Throii'ii heaven-born hewe, her end ! : Angels hovering round thy couch. 


Mif VI 


5STXII 

• TO , ^ 

THE BIRTH OF HER FIRST-BORN OyLO, 
4 MARCH, X833 


With their softest whispers vouch. 
That — whatever griefs may fret, 
CarcS entangle, sins beset. 

This thy First-born, and with tears 
Stain her cheek in future years — 
Heavenly succour, not denied 
To the babe, w-hate’er betide. 


' Turn ifhrro puer, iit srEvis projoctus ah uiidis 
iiuduh hunu jacet,etc.*’ — LucKErivs. 

Like a shipwredk’d Sailor tost . 

rough v-twcs*on a perilous coast. 

Lies the Bal^, ill helpless4fcss 
An 4 in tciidcrcst nakedness. 

Flung by labouring’ luiei^re forth 
Upon tJy mercies of the earth. 

Can its ej'cs beseech ? — no more 
Than the hands arc free to implore : 
^¥oice but selves for one brief cry ; 

Plaint was it ? or prophecy 
Of sorrow that W’ill surely come ? 

Omen of man’s grievous doom ! 

But, O Mother ! by the close 
Duly grantc^ to thy throes ; 

By the silent thanks, now lending 
Iti^ense-like to Heaven, descending 
Now to mingle and to move 
With the gush of earthly love. 

As a debt to that fuiil Creature, 
Instrument of Aruggling Nature 
' FoiDi^e blissful calm, the peace 
Known but to this one release — 

Can the pitying spirit doubt 
That for human-kind springs out 
From the penalty a sense 
Of more than mortal recompense ? 

' As a floatUg summer cloud. 

Though of gorgeohs drapery proud, | 
To the sun-burnt traveller, • ; 


Will to the woman be su]>plicd ! 

Mother ! blest be thy calm ease ; 

Blest the starry promises, — 

And the tirinaiucnt benign 
Hallowed be it, where Iney shine I 
Yes, for them whose souls have scope 
Ample lor a w’inged hope. 

And can earthward bend an car 
Fur needful listening, pledge is here, 
That, if thy new-born Charge shall tread 
In thy footsteps, and bo led 
Bv that other Guide, whose light 
Of manly virtues, mildly bright, 

Gave him first the w'ished-for part 
In thy gentle virgin heart ; 

Then, amid the iLorms of life 
lYesignified by that dread strife 
Whence ye have escaped together. 

She may look for serene weather ; 

111 nil trials sure to find 
Comfort for a faithful mind ; 

Kindlier issues, holier rest. 

Than even now await her prest. 
Conscious Nursling, to thy breast I f. 

XXXIII 

THE WARNING 

A SEQUEfc TO THE FOKF.GOING 

lasT, the winds of March are blowing; 
Her ground -flowers shrink, afraid of show- 


Qr the stooping lajiioiircr, » ^ mg 

Oft-times iflakes its bounty kiiowA " Their meek heads to the nipping air, 

By its slladt^w round him thri^n.; Which ye feel not, happy pair ! 

So, by t^equerings of sad cheer. Sunk into a kindly sleep. 

’Heavenly Guardians, brooding near, We, meanwhile, our hope will keep ; 

Of their presenoe tell — too bright And if Time leagued with adverse Change 

I^ply for corporeal sight 1 (Too busy fear !) shall cross its range, 

Ministers of grace divine Whatscever check they bring. 

Feelingly their brows incline Anxious duty hindering, 

(^’er. this seeming Castaway To likh hope ovse prayers will ding. 
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. Thus, while the ruminatinejS^irit fcpiis 
...Up OH the events of home as lif^roctferls, 
' Affections pure and holy in thWir source 
' ’ Gain a fresh impulse, run a livelier 
course ; 

Hopes that within the Father's heart 
prevail, 

, Are in the experienced Graiidsirc’s slow 
to fail ; 

And if the harp pleased his Ray youth, it 
niiRS 

To his grave touch with no ruready 
^ strings, 

j "While thoughts press on 
overflow, 

And quick words round linn fall like flakes 
of snow. 


The track that was, and is, and must be, 
worn 

iVith weary feet by all of wonr.in bom) — 
Shall now by such a gift with joy be moved. 
Nor feel the fulness of th.at joy reproved ? 
Not He, whose last faint memory will 
command 

The truth that Britain w»as his native 
land‘; 

Whose infant soul was t'iitored to corfido 
IiL the clechised faith for wt^ch her 
martyrs died : 

Whose boyish ear the voic# of her renow, n 
and feelings j With rapt^e 

revered the civ'll ^ 

Of Saxon liberty tl^'t Alfred wore, 

Alfred, dear Babe, th; .great Progei\\tor ! 
—Not He. who from her mellowed prac- 
tice''’drew , 

His'iocial sense of just, and faiii, and true; ' 
And saw, thereafter, on the soil of France ; ' 
Rash Polity begin her maninc dance, 
F'oundalions broken up, the dteps run 
wild. 

Nor grieved to sec (fHni^^f not unbe? 


Thanks to the Powers tliat yet main- | 
tain their sway. 

And have renewed the tnbutarv Lav. 

Truths of the heart flock in with eager | 
pace. 

And Fancy greets them witli a fond em- 
brace ; j ^ , 

Swift as the rising sun his beams extends * guilcd)-^ 

She shoots the tidings forth to distant ' Woke, from the dream, fhe dreamv.r to 
friends: j upbraid, 

Their gifts she hails (deemed precious, | And learn TTow sanguine cxpectaMons fade ' 
as they jirove i When novel trusts by folly are betrayed, — - 

For the unconscious Babe so i>roiTipt a 1 To see Presumption, turing pale, refrain' 
love ! )— i From further havoc, but repent in vain. 

But from tins peaceful centre of delight 1 (iood aims he down, and perish in the road 
"Vague sympathies liave urged her to ; Where, ginlt liad urged them on with 


take flight ; 

Rapt into upper regions, like the bee 

That sucks from niouiitain heath her 
honey fee ; 

Or, like the warbling lark intent in shniud 

His head in sunbeams or a btiwery cloud. 

She soars — and liere' and the.ro her pinions 
rest 

On proud towers, like this liumble ccHtage, 
blest , 

With a new visitant, an infant g ic.st— 
f Towers where red streamers flout the 
breezy sky 

In pomp fnrseen by her creative eye, 
. When fe.asts shall crowd the hall, and 
steeple bells 

' Glad proclamation make, ''and heights and 
% dells 

Catch the blithe music as it sinks and 
swells. 

And harbrnired ships, whose pride is on 
the sea. 

Shall hoist their topmast flags in sign of 
glee. 

Honouring the hope of noble ancestry. 


But who (though neither reckoning 
ills assigned 

, By. Nature, nor reviewing in the mind 


ceaseless goad, 
lYoofs thickening round her that on 
public ciiids 

Domestic virtue vitally depends. 

That civic strife can turn the happiest 
hearth 

Iiilf) a grievous sore of self-tormenting 
earth. 


Can .such a One, dear Babe I tt:u|^h 
glad aud proud ^ 

To welcome thee, repel the fears that 
crowd 

Into his English breast, and spare to 
quake. 

Lcs.s for his. own than fo^Ahy innocent 

Too late — or, should the providence of 
God 

L* 2 ad, through dark ways \>y sin and 
siorrow trod, . * 

J ustiqe ayd peace to a ‘sectlfe abode. 

Too soon — thou com’st into this breath- 
ing world ; 

Ensigns of mimic outrage are unfurled. 

Who shall preserve or prop the totterirtg 
Realm ? 

What suffice to govern the statc- 
, h^ln ? ^ 
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If, in the aims of men, the surest test 
Of good or bad (whaLc’cr be sought lok 
or pnofest) \ 

Lie in the infians required, or ways or- 
dained, , 

For compassing the end, else never 
gained ; 

Yet governors and govern'd both are 
blind * 

Tcvthis plain truth, or fling it to the wind 
If to expedience principle lAiist bow ;» 
Past, future, shruildiig up beneath the 
iiicumbcat Now ; 

n cofW’ -rV'J still'niust feed 

The thirst "^f of ’‘pbwe-^i^ who ne’er 

concede ; f * 

Nor tqrn aside, iiii'ivss to shape a way 
For doininatipn at some riper day ; 

• If gpnerons Loyalty must staird in afPfe 
Of subtle,, iVeasoii, in his mask of Ja\v, 

Or with bravad<» ius«.>lerit and hard, 
Provokfng punishment, to wm reward; 
If office help the factious to conspire. 
And they who should extinguish, fan ^he 
^ fire— ^ • 

Then, wiJl tne jicseplre be,*.i straw, the 
.•crown 

Sit loosely, like the;J;hisi*^.'s crest of down; 
To be blpwn off at will, by Power that 
spiures it 

In cunning patience, from the head that 
jm* weai's it. 


Oh may the Almighty scatter with hii^ 
* gra^ 

These nvsts, and lead you to a safer place. 
By paths no human wisdom can foretrace! 
May He pour round you, from worlds far 
above „ 

Man’s feverish passions, his pure light 
of love. 

That quietly restores the natural mien 
To hope, and makes truth willing to be 
seen ! 

Else s^all your blood-stained hands in 
frenzy reap 

Fields gaily sown when promises were 
cheap. — 

Why* IS the Past belied with wicked art. 
The Future made to play so false a part. 
Among a pi^oplc famed for strength of 
mind. 

Foremost in freedom, noblest of man- 
kind ? 

We act as if we joved in the sad tune 
Storms make in rising, valued in the moon 
Nought but her changes. Thus, un- 
grateful Nation ! 

If thou persist, and. scorning modern Mon, 
Spread for thyself the snares of tribula- 
tion. 

Whom, then, shall meekness guard ? 
What saving skill 

Lie ill forbearance, strength in standing 
still ? 


Lost people, trained to theoretic 
feud! 

Lost above all, ye labouring multitude ! 

Bewildered \vhether ye, bv slanderous 
tongues * 

Deceived, mistake calamities for wnrongs ; 

And over fancied usurpations brood, 

OU snapping at revenge in sullen mood ; 

Or, from long stress of real injuries fly 
- To desperation ^or iT remedy ; 

* In bursts of outrage spread your }udg- 
"^ments wide, 

And to your wrath cry out, “ Be thou our 
guide ; 

' ' Or, bound by oaths, come forth to tread 
earth’s floor 

In marshalled thousands, darkening street 
and moor 

. With the worst shape mock -patience evc'} 
wore ; . , 

Or, to the giddy top of self-esteem • 1 

By Flattered carried, mount into a dream 

Of boundlesb suffrage, at whosp sage be- 
hest 

Justice shall rule, disorder be supprest. 

And every man sit down as Plent3’’s 
^ Guest 1 

— O for a bridle bitted with remorse 

To stop your Leaders in their hes^dstrong 
.oourse t 



—Soon shall the widow (for the speed of 
Time 

Nought equals when the hours are winged 
with crime) 

Widow, or wife, implore on tremulous 
knee. 

From him who judged her lord, a like 
decree ; 

The skies will weep o’er old men desolate : 

Yc little-ones I Earth shudders at your 
fate. 

Outcasts and homeless orphans 


• 

But turn, mv Soul, and from the sleep- 
ing pair 

Learn thou the beauty of omniscient care ! 

Be strong in faith, bid anxious thoughts 
lie still ; 

Seek for the good and cherish it — the ill . 
Oppose, or bear with a submissive will iff' 

1833- 

XXXTV 


J s' 


If this great world of joy and pain 
K evolve m one sure track ; 

If fre::dom, set, will rise again. 

And virtue, flown, come back ; 
Woe 10 the purblind crew who fill 
The heart with each day’s care ; 
Nor gain, from past or future, skill 
To bear, and to forbear I 





1833. 
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XXXV ii 

THE LABOURER’S NOOI^DAY 
HYMN 

Up to the throne of God is borne 
The voice of praise at early morn. 

And he accepts the punctual hymn 
Sung as the light of day grows dim. 

Nor will he turn his ear aside 
From holy offerings at noontide. 

Them here reposing let us raise 
A song of gratitude and praise. 

What though our burthen be not light 
Wc need not toil from morn to night ; 
The respite of the mid-day hour • 

Is in. the thankful Creature's pf>wer. 

Blest are the moments, doubly blest, 
That, drawn from this one Imiir of n*st. 
Are with a ready heart bestowed 
Upon the service of our (iod ! 

Bach field is then a hallowed spot. 

An altar is in each mail’s cot. 

A church in (*very grove that spreads 
Its living roof above our heads. 

Look up to Heaven ! the industrious Sun 
Already half his race hath rtin ; 

He cannot halt nor go astray, 

But our immortal Sjurits may. 

Lord ! since his rising in the Bast, 

If we have faltered or transgressed. 
Guide, from thy Jove’s abuiiclaiil source, 
What yet remains of this day’s course : 


JTime was, blest Bower ! when youths and 
\ maids 

’'At pee}> of dawn would risej 
And wander forth, in forest glades 
Thy birth to solemnize. 

Though mute the song — to grace the tlte 
Untouched the hawthorn bough, 

Tby Spirit triumphs o’er the slight ; 

Mail changes, but not Thou ! 

Thy feather&d Lieges bill and ..wings* 

In love’s disport employ ; ^ 

Warmed by thy influence, (;;:ccping things 

[ Awake tc. cilnnt iov ; 

I Queen art thou si^JJ IWi tacii ^ay plant 
Where the slim wi’^i deer roves ; 

And served in dept in. v^here fishes haunt 
Their own mysterious groves. '* ' 

Cloud-piercing peak, and trackless heath,' 
Instinctive homage pay ; 

Nor w-ants the dim-lit cave a wr';ath 
To honour thee, sweet May ! 

W’hcre cities fanned by thy brisk airs 
Behold a smokeless sky, 

Their piiniesl Jlowei-poC-hursling dares 
To open a bright ej^e. 

And if, on this e n.ital morn, 

The pole, from which thy 
Hath not departed, stands forrorn ^ 

Of song and dance and game ; 

Still from the village green a vow 
Aspires to thee addrest. 

Wherever peace is on the brow. 

Or love within the breast. 


Help with thy grace, through life’s short 
day. 

Our upward and f)ui' downward way ; 
And glorify for us the west. 

When we shall sink to flual rest. 

1S34. 

XXXVI 

ODK. 

COMPOSED ON MAY MORNING 

While from the purpling cast departs 
The star that led the dawn. 

Blithe Flora from ht;r couch upstai’ts. 
For May is 011 the lawn, 
tj; A quickening hope, a freshening glee. 
Foreran the expected Power, 

Whose first-drawn breath, from bush iuid 
tree. 

Shakes of! that pearly shower. 

All Nature welcomes Her whose sway 
Tempers the year’s extremes : 

Who scattereth lustres o’er noon-day. 
Like tnornitig’s dewy gleams ; 

WIjile mellow warble, sprightly trill. 

The tremulous heart excite ; 

And hums the balmy air to still 
The balance of d^ght. 


Yes ! where Love nestles thou canst teach 
The soul to love the more ; 

Hearts also shall thy Icssoifs reach 
That never loved before. 

Stript is the haughty one of pride. 

The bashful freed from fear. 

While rising, like the ocean-tide. 

In flows the joyous year. 

Hush, feeble lyre ! weak words refuse 
The service to prolong I 
To yon exulting thrush the Muse 
Entrusts the imperfect song : 

His voice shall chant, in accents clear. 
Throughout the live-long day. 

Till the first silver star appear, 
t The sovereignty of May. xdsd* 

r o xxxyii 

" TO ^lAV - 

Though ^nany suiip, have tikeii Yind set 
Since thou, blithe May, wert born, 
And Bards, who hailed thee, may forget 
Thy gifts, thy beauty scorn ; 

There are who to a birthday strain 
Confine not harp and voice. 

But evermore throughout thy reign 
Are grateful and rejoice ! 
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Delicious odours ! music sweet. 

Too sweet to pass away ! i 

Oh for a deathless song to meet I 
The soul’s |lesirc — a lay J 

* That. wh(Mi a thousand years are told. 
Should praisfi thee, genial Power I 
Through summer heat, autumnal cold. 

And winter’s dreariest hour. 

• 

Earth, sea, thy presence feel — nor lessi 
•if yon ethereal blue , 

With its soft smile the truth express,* 
The heavens have felt it too. 

*Thc; inmost ifeart of man i^gl^d 
Palm'd Wes Jj- -fc^heer ; 

And eyes that caunft but l»c sad , 
Let fall a bright/ned tear. 

Snice thy retuni, through dat’s and we^s 

* (Jf hope that grow by stealth. , 

How many wan and faded cheeks 

Hav^kimile.d into health ! 

The Ola, by thee revix'ed, have said, 

“ Another year is ours ; ” 

And wayworn Wanderers, poorly fed* 

^ Have smifgd iJ>on thy flewers. 

Whg tripping lisps a iiiorr^ song 
Amid his playh\l pfgjrs ? 

The tender Tnfant^vhn was >>iig 
A prisoner of ft)iid fears ; 

But, now, when over^» sharp-edged blast 
^ Is quiet in its sheath, 

• ^is Mother leaves him free to taste 

Earth’s sweetness in thy breath. 

Thy help is with the w^eed that creeps 
Along the humblest ground ; 

No clifT so bare but on its steeps 
Thy favoufti mav be found ; 

But ipcst oil some peculiar nook 
That our ow'n hands have drest. 

Thou and thy train are proud to look. 
And sewn to love it best. 

' And yet how pleased we wander forth 
When May is whispering, " Come ! 

“ Choose from the bowers of virgin earth 
“ The happiest for your home ; 
'".“Heaven’s bounteous love through me 
f is spread 

“ Prom sunshine, clouds, winds, waves, 
“ Drops on the mouldering turret’s head, 
" And oh your turf-plad graves ! ” ^ 

Such greeting heard, away with sighs • 
Foit lilies that mu%t fade, ^ * 

Or “ the ratAe primrose as it dies 
Forsaken' ’ jii the shade ! y 
Vernal fruitions and desires 
Are linked in endless chase : 

While, as one kindly growth retires, 
^Apther takes its place. 

And what if thou, sweet May, hast known 
Jdishap by worm and blight ; 


If expectations newly blown 
a vf^ perished in thy sight ; 

If love/ and joys, while up they sprung. 
Were caught as in a snare ; 

Such is the lot of all the young. 
However bright and fair. 

Lo ! Streams that April could not check 
Are patient of thy rule : 

Guigling in foamy water -break. 
Loitering in glassy pool : 

By thee, thee 011 Iv. could be sent 
Sucli gentle mists as glide. 

Curling with unconfirmed intent. 

On that green moiuUain's side. 

How delicate the leafy veil 

Through which yiiii house of God 
Gleams ’mill tJie peace of this deep dale 
Ry few but shepherds trod ! 

And lowly huts, near beaten ways. 

No sooiicr stand attired 
In thy fresh wreaths, than they for praise 
P<*ep forth, and are admired. 

Season of fancy and of hope. 

Permit not for one hemr, 

A lilossom from thy crown to drop, 

Xor add to it a flower ! 

Keep, lovely May, as if by touch 
Of self -restraining art, 

This modest charm of ui^t too much. 
Part seen, imagined part ! 

1826-1834. 

XXXVIH 

LINES 

STTOGrSTKD BV A PORI RAIT FROM THK PENCIL OP 
1 . STONE 

Reguilfd into forgetfulness of care 
Due to the day’s unfinished task ; of pen 
Or,book regardless, and of that fair scene 
111 Nature’s prodigality displayed 
Before mv window, oftentimes and long 
T gaze upon a Portrait whose mild gleam 
Of beauty never ceases to enrich 
The common light ; whose stillness 
charms the air. 

Or seems to charm it, into like repose : 
Whose silence, for the pleasure of the ear. 
Surpasses sweetest music. There she sits 
With emblematJt purity attired 
III a white vest, while as her marble neeje 
^ Is, and the pillar of the. throat would be 
'1 |But for the shadow by the drooping chin 
vast into that recess — the tender shade, 
Th^shade and light, both there and every 
where, 

And through the very atmosphere she 
breathes. 

Broad, clear, and toned harmoniously, 
with skill 

That might from nature have been learnt 
1 'in the hour 
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When the lone shepherd sees the morning 
spread t 

Upon the mountains. Look at heJ, who- 
e’er 

Thou be that, kindling with a poet’s soul. 
Hast loved the painter’s true Promethean 
craft 

Intensely — from Imagination take 
The treasure, — what mine eyes boh'ild 
see thou. 

Even though the Atlantic ocean roll 
• , between. ^ 

.A silver line, that runs from brow to 
crown 

And in the middle parts tlie braided hair. 
Just serves to show how delicate a soil 
The golden harvest grows in ; and those 
eyes. 

Soft and capacious as a cloudless sky 
Whose azure depth their colour emulates. 
Must needs be conversant with upward 
looks. 

Prayer’s voiceless service ; but now, seek- 
ing nought 

And shunning nought, their own peculiar 
life j 

Of motion they renounce, and with the ! 
head 

Partake its inclination towards earth 
In humble grace, and quiet pensiveiicss 
Caught at the point where it stops short 
of sadness. 

Offspring of soul-bewitching -Art, make 
me 

, Thy confidant ! say, whence derived that 
air 

Of calm abstraction ? Can the ruling 
thought 

Be with some lover far away, or one 
Crossed by misfortune, or "of iioiiblcd 
faith ? 

Inapt conjecture ! Childhood here, z. 
moon 

Crescent in simple loveliness serene. 

Has but approached the gates of woman- 
hood. 

Not entered them ; her heart is yet 
unpierced 

i!,By the blind Archer-god ; her fancy free : 

.The fount of feeling, if unsought else- 
where, 

Will not be found. 

Her right hand, as it lies 
Across the slender wrist of the left arm 
Upon her lap reposing, holds — but mark 
How slackly, for the absent mind permits 

.No firmer grasp — a little wild-flower, 
joined 

'As in a posy, with a few pale ears 

yellowing corn, the same that over- 
. topped 


Afid in their common birthplace sheltered 

J it 

*T.ll they were plucked togethefi ; a blue 
• flower * 

Called by the thrifty husbandman a weed; 
But Ceres, in her garland, might have 
.wofn 

That ornanpent, unblamcd. The floweret, 

, held 

In scarcely conscious fingers, was, she 
knows, % 

(Her Father told her so) in vouth’s gay 

dawn ^ ' ^ 

Her Mother's favoi£7itSit^jji4WirfT!lphan 
Girl, . 

In 'her own dawn — af^wn less gay an'd 
i bright, ^ 

j I^'ves it, I'vhile there in solitary peace , 
I She s«ts, for that departed Mother’s se.ke. 
j — Not from a source less sacred is derived 
i (Surely I do not err) that pensive^ air 
I Of raiiii abstraction tlirougb the face 
diffused 

I And the whole person. ' 

I 'jVords hav'y scmiejhing told 

; More than the’jpcncil c!m, and verily 
I More than is neeij 9 d, bjit the precioiiS*Art 
Forgives th“ir inierfe. nice — Art divine. 
That both creates and fixes, inv despite 
Of Death and Time, the marv^s it hafh 
wrought. 

' ^ 

Strange contrasts have we in this world 
of ours ! 

That posture, and the look of filial love 
Thinking of past and gone, with what is 
left 

Dearly united, might be SA^^ept away 
From this fair Portrait’s fleshly Arche- 
type, 

Even by an innocent fancy’s slightest 
freak 

Banished, nor ever, hapliy, be restored 
To their lost place, or meet in harmony 
So exquisite ; but here do they abide, 

I Enshrined for ages. Is not then the Art . 
Godlike, a humble branch of the divine, 

! In visible quest of immortality. 

Stretched forth with trembling hope ?— 
In every realm. 

From high Gibraltar to Siberian plains, 
■^'housands, in each variety of tongue ^ 
j^Tjiat Europe knows, would echo this 
a'^peal ; *. •- ^ ^ , 

One above all, a Monk wha.wai |3 on God 
In the m'^gnific Convent built of yore 
To sanctify the Escurial palace He — • 
Guiding, from cell to cell and room to ^ 
room, 

A British Painter (eminent for truth ' 

In character, and depth of feeling, shown ' 
By labours that have touched the hearts ' 
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Und are endeared to simple cottagers) — 
Came, in that service, to a glorious worJy, 
Our Lord^s Last Supper, beautiful |s 
when first I ^ 

The appropriate Picture, fresh from 
Titian's hand. 

Graced the Refectory : and there, while 
both 

Stood with eyes fixed upon tffat master- 
piece, * ' 

The hoary Father in the Stranger’s eiir 
Breathed out these words — “ Here daily 
do we si*. 

Than 4 v> i’iven to (ifjd for dail^* bread, and 
here . 

Pondering the miscfoefs of these rc^stUss 
times, • * 

Aiidf tliinking,of my Brethren, dead, dis- 
• nersed, * ^ 

Or clianged and changing, I not se/Uoni 
gaze 

Upon tlTis solemn company uninovcd 
By shock of circumstance, or lapse of 
years. • , 

¥ 'nlil I cauiffit but believe yiat they — 
hey are fli ffuth *the Siib^fanee, we the 
Shadows.” 

So spake the tnilAJ eifluymite, his griefs 
Melting igay within him like a dream 
Ffc he !m ceased to gaze, perhaps to 
speak : 

^nd I, grown old, but in a happier land. 
Domestic Portrait t have to verse con- 
signed 

In thy calm presence those heart -moving 
words : 

Words that can soothe, more than they 
agitate ; • 

Whose spirit, like the angel that went 
down 

Into Betbesda’s pool, with healing virtue 
Informs the fountain ^i the human breast 
Which by the Misitation was disturbed. 
But why this stealing tear ? Com- 
panion mute. 

On thee 1 look, not sorrowing ; fare thee 
well, 

My Song’s Inspirer, once again farewell ! ^ 

1834. 

. XXXIX 

THE FOREGOING SUBJECT KES1:MED ^ 
Among a grave Fraternity of Monks, • 
For One, but surely not for One al<^jpe,* 

' Triumphs. in,»lhat great work, the 
Paih&r’s skill, ^ 

' ^ The pile of buildings, comjMsing the palace 
and convent of San Lorenzo, has, in common usage, 
lost its proper name in that of the Escurial, a 
viUage at the foot of the hill upon which the 
splendid edifice, built bv Philip 11. .stands. It 
need scarcely be added, that Wilkie is the 
painter alluded to. 


Humbling the body, to exalt the soul ; 
Yfft repmsenting, amid wreck and wrong 
And de^lolution and decay, the warm 
Ana breathing life of flesh, as if already 
Clothed with impassive majesty, and 
* graced . 

With no mean earnest of a heritage 
Assigned to it in future worlds. Thou, 
t(K^, 

W'ith thy memorial flower, meek Por- 
traiture ! 

From|whose scrcuie companionship 1 
passed 

Pursued by thoughts that haunt me still ; 
th<ni alst) — 

Thoifgh but a siiiiifle fibject. into light 
Called forth by those affections that en- 
dear 

The private hearth ; tliough keeping thy 
sole seat 

111 singleness, and litlle tried by time. 
Creation, as it were, of yeslerdav — 

With a Ctiiigenial function art endued 
For each and all of us, together joined 
In course ot nature urukr a low roof 
B\ chanties and duties that proceed 
Out of the bosom of a wis(*r vow. 

To a liki salutary sense of awe 
Or sacred wonder, gi owing with the power 
Of iiieditatinn that attempts to weigh. 

In faithful scales, things and their opjio- 
sites. 

Can £Thy enduring quiet gently raise 
A household small and sensitive, — whose 
love, 

Dependent as in part its blessings are 
U)>on frail ties dissolving or dissolved 
On earth, will be re.vived, wc trust, in 
heaven. 

1834. 

XL 

So fair, so sweet, withal so sensitive. 
Would that the little Flowers were born 
to live, 

Conscious of half the pleasure which they 
give ; 

That to this mountain-daisy's self were 
known . 

2 In the class entitled “ Musings,'* in Mr^- 
5k)Uthev's Minor Poems, is one upon his own- 
^miniature Picture, taken in childliood. and'-dxi- 
other upon a landscape painted by Gaspat Pous- 
sin. It is possible that every word of the above 
verses, though similar in subject, might have been , 
wrilien h.'id the author been unacquainted with 
those beautiful effusions of poetic sentiment. 
But, for his own satisfaction, he must be allowed 
thus publicly to acknowledge the pleasure those' 
two Poemu of his Fiiend have given him, and 
the grateful influence they have upon his mind 
as often as he reads them, or thinks of them. 



406 , SONNETS DEDICATED TO LIBERTY AND ORDER 


The beaiity of its star-shaped shadow, 
thrown • 

On the smooth surface of this naki d stone I 

And what if hence a bold desire should 
mount 

High as the Sum that he could take 
account 

Of all that issues from his glorious foanl ! 

So might he ken how by his sovereign aid 
These delicate companumships are made ; 
And how he rules the pomp of lisht and 
shade ; ^ 

And were the Sister-power that shines by 
night 

So privileged, what a rountenaiice of 
delight 

Would through the clouds break ftwth on 
human sight ! 

Fond fancies ! wheresoe’er shall turn thine 
eye 

On earth, air, ocean, or the starry sky. 
Converse with Nature*, in pure, sympathy ; 

All vain desires, all lawless wishes quelled. 
Be Thou to love and praise alike impelled. 
Whatever boon is granted or withheld. 

XLI 

UPON^ SEEING A COLOURED DRAWING OF 
THE BIRD OF PARADISE IN AN ALBUM 

Who rashly strove thy Image to portray? 
Thou buoyant minion of the tropic air; 
How could he think of the live creature — 
pay 

With a divinity of colours, drest 
In all her brightness, from the dancing 
crest 

Far as the last gleam of the filmy train 
Extended and extending to susl'txiii 
The motions that it graces — and forbear 
To drop his pencil ! Flowers of every 
dime ' 


Depicted on these pages smile at tiine^' 
\iid gorgeous insects copied with nice care 
re here, and likenesses of m j^ny a shell 
ossod ashore by restless wav^is, + 
6 r in the diver’s grasp fAched up from 
caves f 

Where sca-nymphs might be proud to 
dw'dl : 

But whosff^rash hand (again I ask) could 
dare, • 

'MJd casualr tokens and proipisciftms 
shows , 

To circumscribe this Shape in fixed repose ; 
Cimld iinitak' for indolent ^urvej;^ * 
I'erhaps for t<mcl 

that migliv catch, but cannot 
keep, a stain ; X- 

And, with chmd-streaKS lightest ahd«!oft- 
icsl,‘ share ' * 

The*sun’s first greeting, his last farewell 
ray ! 

Resplendent Wanderer ! followed with 
glad eyes ^ 

Where'er her course ; mvfjtcrious Bird ! 
To whi>m, Nv wondcrifig tanpy stirred 
Eastern Islanders have given 
A holy name — the Bird of Heaven 
And even 9 titU^nighor still. 

The Bird of (»od I whose ble^ed will 
She seems performing as she^ies 
Ov'er the earth and through the skies 
In never-wcaried search of Paradise — sjl . 
Region that crowns her beauty with the 
name 

She bears for us — for us how blest. 

How happy at all seasons, could like aim 
Uphold our Spirits urged to kindred llight 
On wings that fear no glancd of God’s pure 
sight, 

No tempest from his breath, their prom- 
ised rest 

Seeking with indefatigable quest 
Above a world that deems itself most wise 
When most enslaved by gross realities 1 

1835. 


SONNETS DEDICATED TO LIBERTY 
• AND ORDER 

r 


COMPOSED AFTER READING A NEWSPAPER 
OF THE DAY 

** People I vour chains are severing link 
by link ; 

Soon shall the Rich be levelled down — 


1 %ey thus would rise, must low and lower 
^ sink • * - 


^he Poor 
them half way--’ 
Thmi the more 


Vain boast 1 fpr 


link 

Till, by repentance fear to 

thin\ ; Ifew 

. While all lie prostrate, save the tyrant 
! Bent in quick turns each other to undo, 

’ And mix the poison, they themselves must . 

drink. ^ 

Mistrust thyself, vain Country ! cease to 
cry, 
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“ Knowledge will save me from the threa;! 

• ened^oe.” i 

ror, if than iXUcr rash ones more thclu 

know, • 

Yet on presumptuous wing as far would 
fly 

Above thy knowledge as they (Jared to go. 
Thou wilt provoke a heavier pen.ilty. ^ 

• ' II • 

UPON THE LATE CEXF.RAJ. FAST 

• ■ ^ •marl’ii, 

Reluctant call ic ‘\va^*; the mte delayed ; 
And in the Senate <»jine Lhcle were 
doffed . ‘ 

Tlic»l^st of their Tmmaiiitv, and scoffed 
•At providential judgments, uiifli5ina\J(ll 
By ^heir own daring. But the People 
prjwed 

As witlwne voice ; their flinty heart grew 
soft 

With penitential sorrow, and ak»ft ^ 
Their spirit Counted, crying, “ God us 

• aid • / 

Oil ^hat with aspirations *inore intense. 
Chastised by sclf-fibaafc‘ueiil more pro* 
foui^, • 

This Pcopfey once so happy, so renowned 
Ff)r liberty, would seek from thtd defence 
^gainst far heavier ill, the pestilence 
Of revolution, impiously unbound I 

III 

Said Secrecy to Cowardice and Fraud, 


Wisdom. exists not ; nor thte humbler skill 
Of Pru/eiice, disentangling good and ill 

r ith patient care. What tho' assaults 
run high. 

They daunt not him who holds his minis- 
try, 

Ki'solute, at all hazards, to fulfil 
Its duties ; — prompt to move, but firm 
to \v ait — 

Knowing, things rashly sought are rarely 
f(tind ; 

>'hat, for the functions of an ancient 
State — 

Strong by her charters, free because im- 
bound. 

Servant of Providence, not slave of 
Fate — 

Perilous is sweeping change, all chance 
unsound. 

V 

IN ALLUSION TO VARIOt’.S KFCENT HIS- 
TORIFS AND NOTICES OF THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION'. 

PoprEVTors change when History can 
appear 

As the cool Advocate of foul device ; 
Reckless audacity extol, and jeer 
At consciences perplexed with scruples 
nice ! 

They who bewail not, must abhor, the 
sneer 

Born of Conceit, Power’s blind Idolater ; 
Or haply sprung from vaunting Cowardice 


Falsehood and Treacher v, in close couii- 1 Belruved bv mockery of holy fear. 

cil met, , * I Hath it not long been said the wrath of 


Deep under ground, in Pluto’s cabinet, 

“ The frost of England’s pride will soon 
be tliawed ; 

“ Hooded the open brow that overawed 

“ Our schemes ; lhe*faitli and honour, 
never yet * 

•“ “ By us with hope encountered, be upset; 

“ For once I burst my bands, and cry, 
apiittid 1 ” 

Then whispered she, “ The Bill is carry- 
ing out ! " 

They heard, and, starting up, the Brood 
of Night 

Clappe>d hands, and shook with glee thcii^ 
matted locks: on,* 

All Powers 

J oiiied 
th( 

Hurrah for 
box ! 

. IV 

^BiiEST Statesniau He, whose Mind's 
unselfish will 

Leaves him at ease among 
thoughts: whose eye 

Sees that, apart from magnanimity. 


Mail 

Works not the righteousness of God ? Oh 
bend, 

Bend, ve I’cr verse ! to judgments from on 
High. 

Laws that lay under Heaven’s perpetual 
• ban 

All principles of action that transcend 
The sacred limits of humanity. 

VI 

CONTINUED 

Who ponders National events shall find 
An awful balancing of loss and gain, 

J oy bused on sorrow, good with ill com- 
bined. 


deliverance is*un.g out of pain 
their«houir [And direful throes j as if the AU-ruling 

hugging hfS Ballot- 


grand I 


Mind, 

With v/hose iierfection it consists to 
ordain 

Volcanic burst, earthquake, and hurri^ 
cans, 

Desdt in like sort with feeble human kind 
Bv law.s immutable. But woe for him 
i Who thus deceived shall lend an eager 
1, . Iiaad . _ • 
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To social havoc. Is not Conscience oUrs, 

And Truth, whose eye guilt ifily can 
make dim ; 

And Will, whose office, by divine coin- 
mand, 

Is to control and check disordered 
Powers ? 

VII 

CONCLirnET) 

Long-favoured England ! be n(^*t thou 
misled 

By monstrous theories of alien growth. 

Lest alien frenzy seize thee, \v,i\ing wroth 

Self-smitten till Ihy garinenls reck. dyed 
red 


And simple honesty a common growth — 
Ml is high repute, with bounteoi^s Nature’s 

Won confidence, now ruthlessly betray^ 
At will, your power the 'measure of your 
troth ! — 

All who revere the memory of Penn 
Grieve fornhe land on whose wild woods 
his name 

Wfis fondly grafted with a virtuaus a^m. 
Renounced, abandoned by de^nerate 
Men , 

For state dV^Iiononr Wack as evg; came 
To upper air fromVflaftmipm’s loathsom** 


With thy own blood, which tears in tor- 
rents shed 

Fail to wash out, tears flowing ere thy 
troth 

Be plighted, not to ease but sullen sloth. 
Or wan despair— the ghost of false hope 
fled 

Into a shameful grave. Among thy youth. 
Mv Country! if such warning be held dear. 
Then shall a Veteran’s heart be thrilled 
with joy. 

One who would gather from eternal truth. 
For time and season, rules that work to 
cheer 

Not scourge, to save the People — not des- 
troy. 

vnr 

Men of the Western World ! in Fate’s 
dark book 

Whence these opprobrious leaves of dire 
portent ? 

Think ye your Britisli Ancestors forsook 
Their native Land, for outrage provident ; 
From unsubmissive necks the bridle shook 
To give, in their Descendants, freer vent 
And wider range to passions turbulent. 
To mutual tyranny a deadlier Icok ? * 
Nay, said a voice, soft as the south wind’s 
breath, 

Dive through the stormy surface of the 
flood 

To the great current flowing underneath ; 
Explore the countless springs of silent 


^.OLOGNA, IN REMEMBRANCE 0 F,,THE' 
LATE INSURRECTIONS, I837 

I S 

An why deceive ourselves ! by no mere fit 

Of^sudden passion rouseV. shall men attain 

True freedom where far agts they have 
lain f ' c 

Bound in a daVk abominable pit, , 

With life’s bestm.-iue\7S more and more 
unknit. ‘ 

Here, there, a banded few whoioathe the 
chain 

May rise to break it : effort worse tha:^ 
vain 

For thee, O ^eat Italian nation, split 

Into those jarring fractions — Let thy 
scope 

Be one fixed mind for all ; thy rights 
approve i 

To thy own conscience gradually renewed ; 

Learn to make Time the father of wise 
Hope ; 

Then trust thy cause to the arm of Forti- 
tude, • 

Tlie light of Knowledge, and the warmth 
of Love. 

.XI 

CONTlNUEp 

II 

Hard task ! exclaim the undisciplined. 


, good ; to lean 

So shall the truth be better understood. On Patience cou||Ded with such slow 
And thy grieved Spirit brighten strong in j* endeavour, 

faith. ThatM long-lived servitude ngi.ust last for 


IX 

TO THE PENNSYLVANIANS 

Days undefiled by luxury or sloth, 
iFirm self-denial, manners grave and staid. 
Rights equal, laws with cheerfulness 
obeyed, 

. Words that require no sanction from an 
oath, 


ever. 

Perish tlie grovelling few, who, prest 
between 

Wrongs and the terror ^of redress, would 
wean 

Millions from glorious aims. Our ch£iis^ 
to sever 

l^t us break forth in tempest now or 
never I— 
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What, is there then no space for golden 
mean 

gradual progress ? — Twilight leads 


YouNciSngland- 
OlT 
■f deaf C 


XIII 

-what is then become of 


today, ■ ^ . ■ f dea^ Old England ? Think they she 

And, even within the burning zones of is dead, [fed 

®®rth, bead to the very name ? Presumption 

The hastiest sunrise yields a tdmperate On empty air ! That name wiU keep its 
^ ray ; • hold' 

The softMl breeze to fairest flowers givesd the true filial bosom’s inmost fold 
P^rth: j- „ . , Forever — The Sjnrit of Alfred, at the head 

Think not that Prudence dwells m dark 1 Qf allAvho for her rights watch’d, toil'd 
abodes, I ^fd bled 

Ches^ns the future wjth tli^eye of gods. Knf)ws that this prophecy is not too bold. 

I What — how ! shall she submit in will and 


CONO^ODED 

• • •ill 

•As leaves ard tt) the tree whet^on th0^ 
^row • 

And witlier, ev'ery human generation 
Is to thd Being of a mighty nation. 
Locked in our world's embrace through 
weal and woe ; 


deed 

To Beardless Boys — an imitative race. 
The scriium pecus of a Gallic breed ? 
Dear Mother ! if thou must thy steps re- 
trace. 

Go where at least meek Iniiocency dwells ; 
Let Babes and Sucklings be thy oracles. 

XIV 


Thought that should teach the zealot Fkfl for the wrongs to universal keii 
foreg» ' “ Daily expo-^ed, woe. that uiishrouded lies 

Kas\} schemes, to abjure afl selfish agita- ] And seek the Sufferer in his darkest den, 
tioii, jp, WhethtT conducted to the spot by sighs 

And seek througli noiseless •fiaiiis and And mnanings, or he dwells (as if the wren 
nioderation Taught him coiicealmciit) hidden from all 

The unblemished good they only can 


^ bestow. 

^las ! with most, who weigh futurity 
Against tune present, passion holds the 
scales : 

Hence, equal ignorance of both prevails. 
And nations sink ; or, struggling to be 
free, • 

Are doomed to flounder on, like wounded 
whales 

Tossed on the bosom of a stormy sea. 


eyes 

In silence and the awful modesties 
Of sorrow ; — feel for all, as brother Men ! 
Rest not m hope want’s icy chain to thaw 
By casual boons and formal charities ; 
Learn to be just, just through impartial 
law : 

Far as ye may, erect and equalise ; 

And, what ye cannot reach by statute, 
draw p * 

Each from his fountain of self-sacrifice 1 


• SONNETS UPON THE PUNISHMENT OF 
♦ DEATH 

IN SERIES 

1 ; For all his bounties upon man bestowed : 

- ■ Why bears it thfen the name of " Weep- 

SUGGESTED BY THE VIEW OF LANCASTER . ^ 

CASTLE (ON THE ROAD FROM THEij as toward yon old Lancas- 

SOUTH) 'V ^*11 trian Tow'ers, 

This Spot— %t ^ce’ unfolding sigMt so ®A prison’s crown, along this way they 
fair- * ^ j past 

Of sea and land, with yon grey towers 1 For lingering durance or quick death ' 

that stm ' , „ with shame, •, 

Rise up as if to lord it over air — ; From this bare eminence thereon havs , 

Mii^t soothe in human breasts the sense ’ cast , „ . 

of . Their first look — blinded as tears fell in 

Or charm’ it out of memory ; yea, might . showers . 

: Shed on their chains ; and hence that 
The hedrt with joy and gratitude to God j ,, 4oleful J 
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Tenderly dn wo feel by NaturiN^ law 
For worst offenders : though the heart 
will heave } 

With indigiiatioiL, deeply inovc-d 


CTiPve, 

In after thought, for Him who stooci in 
aive 

Neither of (iod nor iriau. and oiiiy saw. 

Lost wretch, a horrible device enthroned 

.On proud tcinptalioiis, till i ho f victim 
groaned 

Under the steel his hand had dared to 
draw. 

But O, restrain ccjiiipassion. if its course, 

As oft befals, pri'vent or turn aside 

Judgments and aims and acts whoso 
higher source 

Is sympathy with the uuforcwanied, who 
died 

Blameless — with them that shuddered 
o*nr his grave. 

And all who from the law firm safety 
crave. 


Jhe Roman Consul doomed his sons to die 
Who had betrayed their country. The 
stern word 

Afforded (may it through all time afford) 
A theme for praise and admiration high. 
Upon the surface of humanity 
Pie rested not ; its dexjtlis his mind 
explored : 

He felt ; but his parental bosom’s lord 
Was Duty — Duty calmed his agonv. 
And some, wc know, when they by wilful 
act 

A single'lmman life iiave wrongly taken. 
Pass sentence on themselves, confess the 
fact, 

And, to atone for it, with soul unshaken 
Kneel at the feet of J usticc, and, for faith 
Broken with all mankind, solicit death. 


I Tempt the vague will tried standards to 
I j disown, 

■ IJor only palpable restraints unbind, 

Ilut upon Honour’s head disturb uie 

crown, 

Whose absolute rule permits not to with- 
stand 

In the wedk love of life his least command. 

c 

■ Not to the object specially desired, 

, Howe’er momentous in itself it be* 


Is Death, when evil against good has 
fought 

With such fell mastery that a man may 
dare * 

By deeds the blackest purpose to lay 
bare ? 

Is Death, for one to that conditioiy 
brought. 

For him, or any one, the thing that 
ought 

To be fnost dreaded ? Lawgivers, be- 
‘ ware, 

l^t, capital pains remitting till ye spare 

The murderer, ye, by saiTction to that 
thought 

Seemingly given, debase the general 
mii^d j 


i I^’s Spirit, 'AThen mqst severe, is oft most 
kind ; 

As all Authority in earth depends * 

1 Lov^ and Fear, their Several powers^ 
j ‘he blends. ^ 

I Copying with awe the one Paternal mind, 
j Uncaught by processes in showViumaiie, 

, He feels how far the act would derogate 
From even the humblesi* functions of the 
State ; t •* 

If she, sclf-srorn of Majesty, ordain 
That ne\'or inore shall hang upoi{ her 
breath 

The last aiternative b£ Life or Death. 

VI ' 

Yii brood of conscience — Spectres ! that 
frequent 'V 

The bad Man’s restless walk, and haunt 
his bed — 

Fiends in your aspect, yet beneficent 
In act, as hovering Angels when they 
spread 

Their wings to guard thh unconscious 
Innocent — 

Slow be the Statutes of the land to share 
A laxity that could not but impair 
Your power to punish crime, and so pre- 
vent. • 

Alldye, Beliefs ! coiled serpent-Hke about . 
The adage on all tongues, “ Murder will 
out,” i 

How shall your ancient warnings work 
for good 

In the full might they hitherto have 
shown. 

If for deliberate shedder of man’s blood 
rSurvive not Judgment that requires his 
I' ^ own ? 

; vn .. . 

Beforiu the world had^^ast her time ot 
i youth. 

, While polity and discipline were weak, 

I The precept eye for ej^^e, and tooth for 
I tooth. - 

j Came forth — a light, though but as ox , 
day -break, 

I Strong as could then be borne. A faster 
i . meek 
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Proscribed the spirit tnstered by that rule, | So sacred, so informed with light divine. 


Patience hts law, long-suiTerjng ht& | 
schoqt 

4J^d lovo the end, which all througfi [ 
peace m]j5t seek. j 

But larnentablyMo tliey err who strain j 
His mandates, given rash impulsi to 
con tr Old 

And keep vindictive thirsting from the 
soul. 


Tliut no tribunal, though most wise to sift 
Deed aril intent, should turn the Being 
/ ad/ft 

jfcito th^t world where penitential tear 
^ay not-avail, nor pri^’er have for God’s 

A voice — that world whose veil no hand 
can lift 

Ft)r earthly sight. “ Kteniity and Time," 


Soflfar that, if consistent in 4heir scheme, Thev urge*,' liave interwoven claims and 


They must forbid the State to inflict a 
pain. ^ 

^laki^ of social ordc^a inter dream. 

vj« I 

Fit retribution, b^tlie moral rode 
DcterflLiTicd, lie.s beyond the State’s 
embrace,* ^ 

Yetf as she may, for each pceu1i«ir cr*« 
She plants well-measured terrors in the. 
roaiA 

Of wTongful acts. Dnwnwaid it is and 
broad, • ^ . 

And, the iwaiii ^car once doomed lo 
^ bauisliinflnt^ • 

Far ^of teller then, had u^luTing worse 
event, ■ » 


Eiict a ^ ri|hts 

Not to bo jeopardised through foulest 
m. ^ _ crime : 

The scuti'ure rule bv merry’s heaven- 
» born lights." 

* ^ Kven so lnjt measuring not by finite 

date’s j sense 

^ Tiifinite Power, perfect Intelligence.*' 
in the. 

Ah. think how one compelled for life to 
s and abide 

^ Locked in a dungeon needs must cat the 
ed lo heart 

Out of Ills owni humanity, and part 

worse With everv hf>pe that mutual cares pro- 
vide : 


Blood would be spilt that lA his dark And, should a less unnatural doom con- 
abocFe fide 


aboue 

Crime might lie better hid. And, sliouh 
jm the change 

lake from the horror due to a f*>iil deed, 
Pursuit and evidence so far must fail. 


And, should In life-long exile on a savage roast, 

I Soon the relapsing penitent may boast 
a f*>iil deed. Of vet luoro heinous guilt, with fiercer 
must fail, pride. 


And, guilt escaping, pa.ssion then might Hence thoughtful Mercy, Mercy sage and 


plead , , 

In angry spirits for her old free range. Sanctions the fosieimre that Law de* 
And the “ wikl justice of revenge '^pre- iiumds. 

vail. Leaving the final issue in His hands 

Whose goodness knows no change, w'hose 
love IS sun‘, 

T’hough to give timely warning and j Who sees, foresees ; w^ho cannot judge 
deter • amiss. 

Is one great ainf of penalty, extend And w^afts at will the contrite soul to 
•^Thy mental vision further and ascend * bliss. 

Far higher, else full surely shall thou err. ytt 

What & a State ? Tlie wise bchohl in her ^ ^ 

\A creature' born of time, that keeps one See the Condemned alone within his cell 
eye" And prostrate at some moment when 

.Fixed on the statutes 'of Eternilv, remorse 

To which her judgments reverently defer. Stings to tlie quick, and, wdth resistless 
Sp eakin g through Law’s dispassionate^ force. 


Speaking through Law’s dispassionate force, 

voice the State ^ Assaults the pride she strove in vain to 

Epdues her conscience with external quell. 

And being, to preclflde or quell the strife pThen mark him, him who could so long 
Of individual V^ll, to elevate rebel. 

The grovelling mind, the erring to recal. The crime confessed, a kneeling Penitent 

And fortify the moral sense of all- Before the Altar, where the Sacr anient 

Softens his heart, till from his eyes out- 
X well 

OA bodily life, some plead, that life the Tears oi salvation. Welcome death \ 
shrine while Heaven 

Of 83 ^" immortal spirit* is a gift Does in this change exceedingly rejoice ; 
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While yet the solemn heed the State hath 
given 

Helps him to meet the last TUbuiial’s 
voice ' \ Icas-t 

In faith, which fresh offences, were h\' 

On old temptatioi^, might for eM'x blas^ 

XIII 

CONCLUSION 

Yes, though He well may tremble at the 
sound 

Of liis own voice, who from the jutijmenl- 
seat 

Sends the pale Convict to his last retreat 

In death ; though Listeners shudder all 
around. 

They know the dread retiuilal’s source 
profound ; 

Nor 4 s. they feel, its wisdnni obsolete — 

(Would that it were !J the sacrifice unmeet 

For Christian Faith. Hut hopeful signs 
abound ; 

The social rights of man breathe purer 
air ; 

Religion deepens her preventive care ; 

Then, moved by needless fear of past 
abuse. 

Strike not from Law’s linn hand that 
awful rod, 


But leave it thence to drop for lack of use : 
Oh, speed the blessed hour, Almighty 
, God ! 

f XIV . 

APOIOIV/ 

The formal World relaxes her cold chain 
i For One who speaks in numbers ; ampler 
I scope fr 

; His uttCTaiice finds ; and, conscious of 
I , the gain ' 

' Imagination works with bolder nope 
I The cause of grateful reiison to sustain ; 
i And, servi^ Truth, the hearty, more 
strongll' beat^ 

' Afrainst alls barriers^ which his labour 
meets • ^ 

In loftv place, or humble Life's d'unLaiii- 
¥ nough —before us lay a "painful road, - 
And' guidance have 1 sought in duteous 
love 

From Wisdom's heavenly FatheK Hence 
hath flowed 

Patience, with trust that, whatsoe’er the 
way ' t 

Each takes iti this high* m'Jittffr, all ma'y 
' move ‘ , 

CJieen‘d with tlu^ prospect of a brighter 
• day. 1840. 
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TO SIR GEORGE HOWLAN'D BEAUMONT, 
BART. 

FROM THE SOUTH'WEST COAST OP CUMBERLAND. 

— 181I. 

Far from our home by Grasmere’s quiet 
Lake, 

From the Vale’s peace which all her fields 
partake. 

Here on the bleakest point of Cumbria's 
shore 

We sojourn stunned by Ocean’s ceaseless 
roar ; 

While, day by day, grim neighbour ! 
huge Black Comb 

' Frowns deepening visibly his native 
gloom. 

Unless, perchance rejecting in desjntc 

What on the Plain we have of warmth 
and light. 

In his own storms he hides himself from 
sight. 

Rough is the time ; and thoughts, that 
would be free 

From heaviness, oft fly, dear Friend, to 
thee ; 

Turn from a spot where neither sheltered 

road 


Nor hedge-row screen invites my steps 
abroad ; 

Where one poor Plane-tree, having as it 
might 

I Attained a stature twicc" a tall man’s 
! height, 

' Hopeless of further growth, and brown 
and sere 

I Through half the summer, stands with • 
. top cut sheer! 

I Like tin unshifting weathercock which 
: proves 

How cold the quarter that the wind best 
j loves, 

I Or like a Ceiitinel that, evermore 
• Darkening the wmdow, > ill defends the 

1 door ' 

Of tins unfinished house^a Fortress bare, 
gWhere strength has been the Builder’s 
only care ; 

".Vhose rugged walls may still for years 
! demand « 

I The final polish ci the Plasteler's hand. 

I — This Dwelling’s Inmate more than- 
^ three weeks’ space 

And oft a Prisoner in the cheerless place, ' 

I — of whose touch the fiddle would c«m- ’ 
plain. 

Whose breath would labour at the flute 
, in vain, 
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la music all unversed, nor blessed with 
skill 

A bridge tolSopy, or to paint a mill. 
Tired of my boohs, a scanty company ! 
And tired of listening to the boisterous 
sea — 

Pace between door and window mutter- 
ing rhyme, , 

An old resource to cheat a f roward time ! 
ThoiiKh these dull hours (mine is it, or 
their shame ?) • 

Would tempt me to renounce that humble 
• aim. • 

— But iPthcre be a Museiwho, »ee to take 
Her scat upon Olyinpifs, dothlftirsakc 
Those heights (like .Phmbus when hi# 
g^)lden locks 


He veiled, attendant on Ths^ssahan i ^ 

^ f]«C'ks) ^ ^But with a wilderru-ss nf waves between 

And, in disguise, a Afilkmaicl with her 
pail ^ 

Trips down the pathways of some wind- 
ing dak* 

Or, 

Tr, 


Wha^t slopes are planted, or w'hat mosses 
drained : 

An eye o 0 fahcy only can I cas^ 

Or/ that voud pageant now aChand or 

i past,! 

five hundred boats in trim 

array! 

With nelp and sails outspread ' and 
strealiers gay. 

And chained hymns and stiller voice of 

prawr. 

For theUDld Manx-harvesl to the Deep 
repair, [shine 

Soon as the hcrnng-shoals at distance 
Like beds of moonlight shifting on the 
brine. 

Mona from oiir Abode is daily seen. 


And by conjecture »jnly can we speak 
Of aught transacted there in bav or creek : 
Ko tidings reach us thciicc from town or 
field,' 

sunbeams 


r, like a Merii^aid? warbles on the r,hoiel 1 news her mountain 

o» fishers jne^idiug nets beside their' , x 

doors: / Anu son,.- wf Bather from the 


Or, Pifgrirn-liko, on forest moss erliiied. 

Gives plaintive dittoes fb the^ heedless 
wind, • 

Or listens to its play among the boughs 

Ajmv<yacr head and so forgets her vows— 

I^ucfira Visitant of Earth there be 

And she wfiuld deign this day tt> smile 
on me 

And aid my verse, content with local 
bounds 

Of natural beauty and life’s daily rounds. 

Thoughts. cha*hccs, sights, or doings 
which wc tell 

Without reserve to those whom wc love 
well — 

Then haply, BeaumonX’. words in cur- 
rent clear • 

■^Vill flow, and on a welrome page appear 

Duly before thy sight, unless they perish 
here. 

What shall I treat of ? News from 
Mona’s Isle ? 

Such have we, but unvaried in its style ; 

No tales of Runagates fresh landed, 
whence 

And wherefore fugitive or on what pre- 
tence ; • • , * 

^ Of feasts, or scvidal, eddying like the 
wind * 

Most' restlessly alive when most confined. 

Ask not of me, whose tongue can best 
appease * 

Th# mighty tumults of the House of 
Keys; 

The last year’s cup whose Ram or Heifer 
.. gained, . . 


misty air. 

And some the hovering clouds, our tele- 
graph, cleclar**. 

But these poetic mysteries 1 withhold ; 

For Fancy hath her fits both hot and 
c<»ld, 

Anti should the colder fit with You be 011 

When You might read, my credit would 
be gone. 

Let more substantial themes the pen 
engage. 

And nearer interests culled from the 
opening stage 

Of our migration. — Ere the welcome 
dawn 

Had from the cast her silver star with- 
drawn. 

The Wain stood ready, at our Cottage- 
• door. 

Thoughtfully freighted -with a various 
store ; 

And king or ere the uprising of the Sun 

O’er dew-damped dust our journey was 
begun, 

A needful journeT\ under favouring skies, ^ 

Through peopled Vales ; yet something ’ 

P in the guise 

j*Df those, old Patriarchs when from well 
I • to well 

They roamed through Wastes where now 
the tented Arabs dwell. 

Say first, to whom did we the charge 
confide. 

Who promptly undertook the Wain to ■ 
guide. 

Up many a sharply-twining road and 
down. 
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And over many a wide hill’s craggy 
■ crown. 

Through the quick turns of-nbiny a hol- 
low'"nook, y 

And the rough bed of many aiiLubrid^led 
brook ? ; ! 

A blooming Lass" — who in her t'etter hand 
Bor& a light switch, her scept -e of com- 
mand 

When, yet a slender Girl, shc»r>flcn led. 
Skilful and bold, the horse and imrthened 
sled ^ U 

From the peat-yielding Moss on Gowdar's 
head. 

What could go wrong with such a Chario- 
teer 

For goods and chattels, or those Infants 
dear, 

A Pair who smilingly sate side by side. > 
Our hope confirming that the salt-sea tide. 
Whose free embraces we were bound to 
seek. 

Would their lost strength restore and 
freshen the pale cheek ? 

Such hope did either l*.irenf eiitert«ain 
Pacing behind along the silent lane. 

Blithe hopes and happy musings soon 
took flight, 

For lo ! an uncouth melancholy sight — 
On a green bank a creature stood forlorn 
Just half protruded to the light of morn. 
Its hinder part concealed by hedge-row 
thorn. 

The Figure called to mind a beast of prey 
Stript of its frightful jiowers by slow 
decay. 

And, though no longer upon rapine bent. 
Dim memory keeping of its old intent. 
We started,' looked again with anxious 
eyes. 

And in that gricsly f)bject recognise 
The Curate's Dug— his long-tried friend, 
for they. 

As well we’ knew, together hai grown 
grey. 

The Master died, his drooping seTvant’s 
grief 

Found at the Widow’s feet some sad re- 
lief ; 

Yet still he lived in pining discontent, 
Sadness which no indulgence could pre- 
vent ; ' 

Hence whole day wanderings, brokep' 
nightly sleeps •' 

And lonesome watch that out of doors he 
keeps ; 

Not oftentimes, I trust, as we, poor brute ! 
Espied him on his legs sustained, blank, 
mute, 

' And of all visible motion destitute, 

the very heaving of his breath 

‘ A local word for Sledge. 


Seemed stopt, though by some other 
pow'cr than death. 

Long as we gazed upon the f-^rm and face, 
A mild domestic pity kept its place, 
Unscared by thronging tancics of strange 
hue 

That haunted us in spite of what we knew. 
Even now 1 sometimes think of him as 
lost 

In second-sight appearances, or ^irost 
By spectn 1 shapes of guilt,-^or to the 
gnnmd. 

On whicli he stood, by spells unnatural 
bouii<L . ^r■ 

Like a g nnt si aggy Porter forcei’ to 
o wait 1 

In days of old roiiiance at Archimago’s 
gate. ' ^ 

Advancing Slimmer, Nature's Lav ful- 
filled. 

The choristers in every gi'ove h hI stilled ; 
But we, we lacked not music of our own. 
For lightsome Fanny, had thus early 
thrown. 

Mid the t^ay prattle, of those infant 
tongues, 

Some notes prelusive, from the rihind of 
songs 

With which, more zealous than the live* 
liest bird 

That in wild Arden’s brakes was cj'cr 
heard. ^ ^ 

Her work and her work’s partners she can 
cheer. 

The whole day long, and all davs of the 
year. 

Thus gladdened from our own dear 
Vale we pass 

And soon approach Diana's Looking- 
glass ! 

To Loughrigg-tarn, round clear and 
bright as heraven. 

Such name Italian fancy would hav^^ 
j given. 

Ere on its banks the few grey cabins rose 
That yet disturb not its concealed repose 
More than the feeble.st wind that idly 
blows. 

Ah, Beaumont ! when an opening in 
the road 

Stopped me at once by charm of what it 
t showed. 

The- encircling regrdh vividly' exprest 
Within the mirror’s d&pfh, -a world at;^ 
rest— ». 

Sky streaked with purple, grove apfl 
craggy bield,'- , ' ’ 

And the smooth green of many a pendent 
field, , 

3 A word oommqn in the country, skpafyinC 
shelter^ as in Scotland, ’ 



MiSCfeLLANEOUS POEMS * 


4*5 


With door left open makes a gloomy spot, 
I £mbleiTi those dark corners sometimes 


And, quieted and soothed, a torrent small* 

A little dar^ would-be waterfall. 

One chimney smoking and its azure J M founf 

wreath, | tie happunst breast on earthly 

Associate all in tAe calm Pool beneath, j h* grouru. 

With here aud there a faint imperfect j 

'and Jale, 

"itain-tops, a barren ridge we 


gleam 

Of water-lilies veiled in misty steam — 
What wonder at this hour oJE stillness j 


A shidowy link ’tween wakefulness auS ! »osc'enc^t.d reach, in Yewdale’s depths. 

slePD 

VWici> Nature’s Self, amid such blending. , "'“h haycocks studded, striped with 
seenis • ‘*1 ‘ yellowiiiR gram— 

To render v sible her oiu soft Ireams, , I f." >^' 2 ' 

Bondly embostyliV-' i" nortb-west 

A glirAps 
Ther 

Designed to rise in humble privacy, 

A lowly Dwelling, here to be outspread. 

Like a small Hamlet, with its bashfu^ 


scale/ 


i>\vTi, wooa, ! .-t 

:>ndlv eiiibosolned in the traiKiii-h flood«i^ . , 
gl^pse I caught of that A'bode. ^^.T^as'^siX 


head 

Half hid 111 -aiartve* trees. A^is ’tis not. 
Nor e\Tr was ; I sighed, and left thi; spot 
IJnconscn us of its own^ untoward lot. 
And thought in silcitce, with rtgret too 
keen, ^ Ibeen ; 

Of iiiiexpcTienccd joys that might have 
^Neighbourhood and intermingling arts, 
A*na goTd<*n smiimer days uniting cheer- 
ful hearts. 

But time, irrevocable time, is flown, 
And let us utter thanks for blessings sown 
And reaped — what hath been, and what 
is, oui ow'n. 

Not far we travelled ere a shout of glee. 
Startling us all, dispersed iny reverie ; 
Such shout as many a sportive echo meet- 
ing • 

Oft-times from ittpine chalets sends 
greeting. 

Whence the blithe hail ? behold a Pea- 
sant stand 

"On high, a kerchief waving in her hand ! 
Not unexpectaut that by early day 
Our little Band would thrid this moun- 
tain way. 

Before her cottage pn the bright hill side 
She hath advanced with hope to be des- 
cried. 

Eight gladly ^nswerltig signals we ^s- 
played*. ^ 

Moving alon^ a tract of mornin^shadc, 
And ^cahwi'shes sent of like good will 
To our kind Friend high on the sunny 
hill— ^ 

LumRious region, fair as if the prime 
Wo-e tempting all astir to look aloft or 
climb ; 

Only the centre of the shining cot 


her 


; but 


brood molest. 

H()t sunbeams hll the steaming vale ; 
h.irk. 

At our approach, a jealous watch-dog’s 
bark, 

Nuisr th:>l brings forth no liveried Page 
of St itc. 

But the wh»»le household, that our 
corning wait. 

With Young and Old warm greetings we 
exchange*. 

And locund smiles, and toward the lowly 
Grange 

Press forward by the teasing dogs mi- 
scared, 

Pmti'ring, we find i he morning meal pre- 
pared ; 

So down we sit, though not till each had 
cast 

Pleased lociks around the delicate re- 
past — 

Rich cream, and snow-white eggs fresh 
from the nest, 

Wiih amber honey from the niountain’Sc. 
breast ; 

Strawberries from lane or woodland, 
offering wild 

Of cliildreivs industry, in hillocks piled ; 

Cakes for the. nonce, and butter tit to lie 

TIpon a lordly dis^j ; frank hospitality 

Where simple art with bounteous nature 

• vied, 

JLnd cottage comfort shunned nut seemly 

• I pride. 

Kind Hostess ! Handmaid also of the 
feast, 

If thou be lovelier than the kindling East, 

Words by thy presence unrestrained may 
speak 

Of a perpetual dawn from brow and cheek 

Instinct with light whose sweetest pro- 
mise lies. 

Never retiring, in thy large dark fyes,^ 
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Dark but to every gentle feeling true, 

As if their lustre flowed fre^ ether’s 
purest blue. \ . 

Let me not ask what tears rnay h^/e 
been wept » 

By those bright eyes, what wf'arv vigils 
kept, ^ J 

Beside that hearth what sighs- -nay have 
been heaved ^ 

For wounds inflicted, nor whj\t toil re- 
lieved i 

Bv fortitude and patience, and the grace 
Of heaven in pity visiting the place. 

Not unadvisedly those secret sj^rings 
I leave unscarched : enough that riemory 
clings, 

Here as elsewhere, to notices that make 
Their own significance for hearts awake/ 
To rural incidents, whose genial powers 
Filled with delight three summer morning 
hours. 

More could my jicn report of grave or 
gav 

That through our gipsy travel cheered 
the way ; 

But, bursting forth above the waves, the 
Sun 

Laughs at my pains, and seems to say, 
“ Be done.” 

Yet, Beaumont, thou wilt not, I trust, 
reprove 

This humble offering made by Truth to 
Love, 

Nor chide the Muse that stooped to break 
a spell 

Which might have else been on me yet : 

Farewell. 

UPON PERUSING THE FOREGOING EPISTLE ! 
THIRTV VEARS AFTER ITS COM- | 
POSITION. 

SoQn did the Almighty Giver of all rest 
iTake those dear young Ones to a fearless 
nest ; 

And in Death’s arms has long reposed the 
Friend 

For whom this simple Register was 
penned. 

Thanks to the moth^.that spared it for 
our eyes ; 

And Strangers even tlie slighted Scroll 
may prize, 

Moved by the touch of kindred sympU-. 
thies. 

For — save, the calm, repentance sheds 
o’er strife 

Raised by remembrances of misused life, 
The light from past endeavours purely 
willed 

And by Heaven's favour happily fulfilled ; 
Save hope that we, yet bound to Earth, 

^ may share 


The jnvs of the Departed — what so fair 
As blameless pleasure, not without some 
tears, 

•Reviewed through Love's transparent 
veil of years ? 

.Vote. — Locghrigg Tarn, alluded to in the 
foregoing Epistle, resembles, though much 
siiiallcr in Lonipass, die Lake Nenu, or Speculum 
Diana as it is often called, gpt on!}' m its clear 
waters and circular form, and the beaup‘ ini- 
Tiiedialrly surrounding it, but also asHieing over- 
looked by the eminence of Langdalc IHkcs as 
Lake Ncmi is by that of Monte Calvo. Since 
this Epistle as written Longhrigg Tap l..is ijsX 
mudi of itSfLeauty ny the felling of jnuny natural 
clumps of V ood, relics of the old forest, parti cti- 
larly upon the hu-m (Milled "The Oaks." from 
th(^ abundance; of that i 'ee which grew there. 

It is be regretted, upon public groun’us, that 
'dir George Beaumont did not carry into effei^t 
his*intention of constructing here a SumNier Re- 
treat in the style 1 have described ; as his taste 
would li.ave set an example how bufjdiiigs, with 
all the accommodations modem socii'.v' re- 
quires, might be introduced even into the most 
'^eluded parts of this cotiiitrv without injuring 
their nati'-e^ character.' The; design was not 
abandoned fr '>m failure of inrLnat*''?n on his jArt, 
but in consequence of local untoward nesses whicli 
need not be p;irticularised. 


GOLD AND SILVER FISHES IN A 
VASE 

The soaring lark is blest as proud 
When at heaven’s gate she sings ; 

The roving bee proclaims aloud 
Ht'r flight by vocal wings ; 

Whi c Ve, in lasting diivance pent. 

Your silent lives employ 
For something more than dull content. 
Though haifly less than joy. 

Yet might your glassy prison seem 
A place where joy 4s known. 

Where golden flash and silver gleam ^ 
Have meanings of their own ; 

While, high and low, and all about. 
Your motions, glittering Elves I 
Ye weave — no danger from without. 
And peace among yourselves. 

Type of a sunny human breast 
Is your transparent cell ; 

Where Fear is but a transient guest, 
sullen Hun;iOurs dwell ; 

Wmere, sensitive of ^ery ray 
That smites this tiny sea, 

Your scaly panoplies repay 4^' 

The loan with usury. 

How beautiful ! — Yet none knows why 
This ever-graceful change. 

Renewed — renewed incessantly— 

;■ Within your quiet range. 
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;h your naliiro 'tis pure 

Lhri^ht is1i fen A 

tiat huuL'liticr kii^Js endure 

C * 


Is' it that ye with conscious skill 
For mutual pleasure glide ; 

And som^imes, not without your wull, 
Are dwarfed, or magnified ? , 

Fays, Genii of\gigantic size ! 

And now, in\yiliglit dim, 

ClU'.tering like constellated eyes, 

In wings of Chenibiiu, ^ 

When the fierce orbs abate their glare - 
JVh ite'cr your forms express, ■* 

Whate’er yc seem, whate'er ye are-*- 
All leads to gentleness. 

vCokl^hough your n^ure 
Vour birlhrii ' ' 

From all that 

Through tyranny of sfiiso- 
All*! not alone colours bright 
3 Are Ye to'heaveii allh'd. ^ 

Whf*n, like c-i?*ential Forms ot lightf 
Yc mingle, or divide. 

Fi r day-dreams soft as e’er IvgiiiK^A 
Day-tliuiights while limbs repose , 

For moonlight J*asom.iti'ins mild. I 
a Vour Shutters ciofO - 

Arce[)t, rnutej ‘Vaptives V* thanks and 
.•praise ; 

And may this tcibuft* prove 
That geitlle admirations raisfi 
Deh'gJit resembling love. 

III 

^ LIBFRTY 

(sKyUls-L TO TIH! .Auovu:) 

[ADi)Rl-.Sal O rcj A FRILNO : TUT OOLI> AND 
SILVl-K nyies HAVIN'Cf BL1,N KLMOVED TO 


POOL IN Tin. 
RYUAL MOU.NTJ 


PLLASUKL • GKOU.VD OF 


“'The libfrty of a people 001 is it. I 111 beiiii; gov- 
erned by laws which they have made for thom- 
sclves, iiiidur wh.i lev(4fc form il l«»' of govern- 
ment, The liborty of a private* iiiin, in being 
master of his own time and artimis, as f.ir as 
may consist w'ith the laws of (lod and of hi*, 
country, t'f this latter we are here to dis- 
course.” — Cuvi'LE Y. 

Those breathing Tokens of your kind 
regard, 

(Suspect not» Anna, that their fate is 


bard ; 

Not soon docs aught to which mild fai^ 
cies cling 

In lonely spots, beiyvne a slighted t{^iri^:jl 
Those silenf Imitates now no longer sh.ire,~ 
Nor do tlley need, our hosyiit^^le care, 
RAnoved in kindne^sS from their glassy 
Cell 

To the fresh waiters of a living Well — 

^ elfin pool so sheltered that its rest 
No winds disturb ; the mirror of whose 
breast 
W.P. 


Is smooth as clear, save where with 
« dimples small 
fly i^y settle, or a blossom fall. 

r TheH swims, of blazing sun and beat- 
inl shower 

|.Fearlesl (but how obscured !) the golden 
i Power, • 

That frlrn his bauble prison used to cast 
Gleam Jby the richest jewel unsurpast ; 
And nlar him, darkling like a sullen 
Gjonie, 

The s^’er Tenant of the crystal dome ; 
Dissevered both fr.nn all the mysteries 
Of hue and altering shape that charmed 
all eyes. 

-Vlas ' they pined, they languished while 
^hey shone ; 

And. if not so, wh.it matters beauty gone 
.Viid adniiratioii 1 >st. by change of place 
That brings to the inward creature no 
disgrace ? 

But if the chang." restore his birthright, 
then, 

Whate’er the dift'erence, boundless is the 
gam. 

Who can divine what impulses from God 
Reach the caged lark, within a town- 
abv'de, jsod? 

From his pof)r inch or two of daisied 
0 vicld him back his privilege I — No sea 
Swell.-* like the bo.soin of a in m set free ; 
.A wilderness i.s rich with liberty. 

Roll on, ye spouting ^vllale^>, who die or 
keep 

Your Jiidependence in the fathomless 
Deep ! 

Spread, tiny iiantilns, the living sail ; 
Dive, at ihv choice, or brave the. freshen- 
ing gale ! 

If uurcprovetl the ambitious eagle mount 
Suuw.ard to seek the daylight in its fount. 
Bays, gulfs, and ocean's Indian width, 
shall be. 

Till the world perishes, a field for thee ! 

• 

While musing here I sit in shadow cool. 
And watch these mute Cumpiiiions, in 
the pool, 

(Among reflected boughs of leafy trees) 
By glimpses caught — disporting at their 
ease, • 

Enlivened, braced, by hardy luxuries, 

I ask what warrant' fixed them (like a 
spell 

Of witchcraft fixed them) in the crystal 
cell ; 

To wheel with languid motion round and 
round, 

Beautiful, yet in mournful durance bound. 
Their peace, perhaps, our lightest foot- 
fall marred ; 

Oil their quick sense our sweetest music 
jarred ; 


£ E 
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And whither could they dart, if seized ' 
with icar ? » 

No sheltering stone, no tangled jpot was 
near. 

When fire or taper ceased to cVjjcr tht^ 
room, I 

They wore away the night iii^starlesj 
gloom ; ' 

And. when the sun first dawned y)oa the 
streams, 

How faint their portion of h ; vital 
beams ! 

Thus, and unable to complain, they fared. 
While not one joy of ours bv them was 
shared. 


Than the industrious Poet, taught to 
prize, 

Above all grandeur, a pure lifp uncrossed 

Hy cares in which simplicity is lost ? 

That life — the flowerv parth that winds 
by stealth — 

Which Horace needca for his spirit’s 
hciilth ; f 

Sighed for.-vn hearband genius, overcome 

•By Tioisc' and strife, and quftslunis weari- 
some, ^ 

And the vain splendours of imperial 
Rome ? — 

Let easv misUi his social "hours in.sjwrt)?' 

And fiction emimaie his spurtiv'o tyre. 

Attuned bP' verse that, crowning light 
Distress 

W^ith garlands, cheats tfor into hapi.ln''ss ; 

(i-.’e ini’ Jie humblest note of those sad 
strains 


Is there a cherislied bird {T venture now 
To snatch a spvig from Chaucer’s rev- 
erend brow) — 

Is there a brilliant fondling of the cage-, 

i 

i athrcii-su.ib<-ani from his mom.Wy 

B«t jtajy w.ld ...d, ,1 

sd.ti« tt. o„i.,u„ (,„.d ,i„ „i«„« ,1... I !i;“v,K'p"^rirxi;d‘r,& 

I 'I'o win thf palm cd gai«;tv and wit ; 

He, doubt not, with iiivoluntaiv dr**ad. 
Shrinking from each new favour to be 
shed, 


The emancipated captive iluvuigli blithe 
air 

Into strange woods, where he at large 
may live 

On best or tvorst which they and Nature 
give ? 

The beetle loves his unpretending track, 

The snail the hrmse ho carries on Ins back: 

The far-fetched worm A\ith 
would disow'ii 

The bed w’e give him, though of softest 
down ; 

A noble instinct : in all kinds IJie same. 

All ranks WUat Sovereign, worthy of 
the name. 

If doomed to breathe against his lawful 
will 

An clement that flatters him — 1(^ kill, 

But would rejoice to barter outward 
show 

For the least boon that freedom can 
bestow ? 


By The world’s Ruler, on his honoured 
h(*ad ! 


In a deep vision's iiitollcctiial scone, 
nii-wiir.. I earnest longings and regrets as keen 
‘ ‘ 'Depressed the melancholy^ Cowley, laid 

Under a fancied yew-tree’s luckleas shade ; 
A doh'ful bower for penitential song, 
Where Man arid Muse complained of 
mutual wrong ; 

While Cam’s ideal '•current glided by, 
.And antijiiie towers nodded their fore- 
heads high. 

Citadels dear to studious privacy. 

But P'ortuiic, who had long been used to 
sport 

With this tried Servant of a thankless 
Court, 

Relenting met his wishes ; and to you 
The remnant of his days at least was true; 
'V’’ou, whom, though long deserted, he 
' loved best ; 

You, Muses, booksr 'fields, Jiiberty, and 
rest ! ' ■ 


But most the Bard is true to inborn 
right, 

Lark of the dawn, .md Phildmcl ot night. 

Exults in freedom, cun with rapture 
vouch 

For the dear blessings of a lowly couch, 

A natural meal — clays, months, from 
Nature’s hand : 

Ti.nc, place, and business, all at his com- 
mand ! — I Enter betimes with more than martial '/.re 

Who bends to happier duties, who more i The generous course, aspire, and still 
wise ^ i aspire ; 


Far happier they who, fixin'g hope and 
aim 

On the humanities of peaceful fame, 
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Upheld by warniuRS heeded not too late \ And ftowers they well might seem, to 
Stifle the contradictions of their fate, \ J passers-by 

And to o»w purpose cleave, their Bojug’s I Jjf looi^d at only with a careless eye : 
godlike r^jate ! ‘irlovvcii — or a richer produce (did it suit 

Thus, siftedl^nd. but with the placid , T*>‘'^«j-'>0»pruiklmgsirfripestrawb^^^ 


That woman ne’er ^hoiild forfeit, keep 
thv vow ; ^ • 

With modest scorn reject n'liate’cr would 
« blind 0 

The ethereal eyesiglit, cramp the wiifgcd 
mind ! 

♦Tlwm with a Blessing gran 

To eyery act, word, ^tfnniglTlt and look of. When all the ivorld acknowledged elfin 


love, ' j 

Life’s book for Thee uiav lie unclosed ‘till ' 

• • ago • 

Shall with n thankful tear l«'<lrop ^s ■ 

• latest page.* • 

1820. 


But I’hile a thousand pleasures come 
uiilouglit, 

W’hy Jx upon his wealth or want a 
tMnigdit ? 

Is tln^triiig touched in prelude to a lay 
, Of pretty fancic'S that would round hmi 
ita-d from above ' T)lav 
ai 


pn<»R 

• • 


IV 

ROBIN-* 


»Now' wdie^ the i^mirose iniik^s a sfdeiidid . 

show, / 

Amf biles face the March -winus m full' 
blow. • • , 

And huifibler grtwvths as moved with one 
de-sire 

l*ut on, to welcome spring, their host : 
attire. 


swav ? 

Or Aoi'S it suit our liuniour to coTUincnd 

Poor Robin as a sure and crafty friend, 

Whosr- pr.irLic(‘ teaches, spite of names 
bt show 

Bright rolours w'lu'ther they deceive or 
no ?— 

Nav, wc would siniplv praise the' free 
good -will 

With w'hich. though ^llghted, he, on 
naked hill 

Or m warm willev, seeks liis part to fill ; 

Cheerful alike if bare of flowers as now, 

Or when In'. Uny gems shall deck his 
brenv : 

Yet more, wo wish that men by men 
desjn^(*d, 

And such as lift their foreheads oycr- 


Poop Robin is yet flowcrlcss ; but h<»w gay j prized. 

With his red stalks upon this suimv day*! ’ Should soiiietinies think, where'er they 
And, as his tufts <if leaves he spreads, ctiii- cliaiice t(> spy 

tent I This child N.ii Lire’s own huinility, 

W^ith a hard bed and scanty iiourishinent, • \Vhat recompense is kept in sUire or left 
Mixed^ith'lhe green, some shine not j F„r all that seem neglected or bereft 


To 


lacking power 
rival summer's 
flower ; 


brightest scarlet 


With what nice care equivalents are given. 
How just, how bountiful, the hand of 
Heaven. 

March, 1840. 

V 

• THEi OLKANER 

(Sl>OC.ntt1FI> BV K riCTURE) 

That happv gleam of vernal eyes. 


^ There is iiob^ alas ! no possibilitv of the 
^ anticipation, with which tht above Eoistle con- 
cludes, being realised ; nor were the verses ever 
seen by the indiviclual for whom they were in- 
tended. She accompanied her husband, the _ f,.. 

.«ey.Wm. Fletcher, to India, and died of cholera. | Those locks from summer’s golden skies, 
At the age«f thirty-two or thirty-three ye;ys, 011 . ^ jJ’ j . 

her way from Shalapore to Bombay, deeply !_/ Y 

lameutcd by all who knew her. ! That check— akiiidlmg of tlie morn. 

Her enthusiasm was ardent, her piety stead- j That^lip — a rosr-bild frfiiil the thorn, 
fast i and her great talents Would have enabled : I saw ; ami Fancy sped 
her to be eminently useful in the diHiciilt patA ] To scenes Arcadian, whispering, through 
. of life to which she had been called, 

m>iiaoashe«tertain«l«f her ownp,rlon,ianc*.,»of bUss that grows without a care, 
given to the wos 4 d under her ni.udeu name, , r* ® » .. . ria./®!- Aina 

Jewsbnry, *was modest and hiimhjie, and. in- j happiness that never “ICS 
deed, far below their merits ; as is mteii the case ■ (How can it w’hcre love never dies . ) 
with those who are making trial of their powers, , Whispering of promise, where no blight 
iblth .^hD|X! to discuver wfiat they arc liest fitted ('^n reach the innocent delight ; 
for. In one quality, vie., quickness 111 the : "litv, to the mind conveyed 

i*.Uoos of her mind, she had, within the range ; j pleasure, is the darkest shade 
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What mortal form, what earthly face 
Inspired the pencil, lines to trace. 

And mingle colours, that should brecjl 
Such rapture, nor want power tc feed ] 
For had thy charge been idle flcTjfv^ers, 
Fair Damsel ! o’er, my captive ' iiiiid, • 
To truth and sobcf reason bliiidfe .« 
'Mid that soft air, those long-lost lowcr*^. 
The sweet illusion might have hwig, for 
hours. 

Thanks to this tell-tale sheaf c. corn. 
That touchingly bespeaks thee lua-n 
Life’s daily tasks with them to share 
Who, whether frtnn their lowly bed 
They rise, or rest the wearv head. 
Ponder the blessing lliey enlre.at 
From Heaven, and /rrZ what they rep<Mt, 
While thc 3 ’ give utterance to the praver 
That asks for daily bread. 

1H28. 

VI 

TO A REDBRKAST (IN SICKNESS) 
Stay, little cheerful Robin ! stay. 

And at my casement sing, 

Through it should prove a farewell lay 
And this our parting spring. 

Though I, alas ! may ne’er enjoy 
The promise in thy song ; 

A charm, that thought can not destroy. 
Doth to thy strain belong. 

Mcthiiiks that hi mv dying hour 
Thy song would still be dear. 

And w’ith a more than earthly jiower 
My passing Spirit cheer. 


Float with its crest of trees adorned 
On which the warbling birds their pas- 
time take. 

Food, shelter, safety, there they find ; 
There berries ripen, fioVerets bloom; 
There insects live thei#\ves, and die ; 

A peopled world it is ; In size a tiny room. 

And thus through many seasons’ space 
This little Island may survive : 

But. Nature, though we mark hie^ not. 
Will take away, may cease to give. 

Perchance when you arc w^mdering fofth 
Upon some ’'acant sunny day, ' 
Without an “bjcct, hope, or fear, 
l lilther your eyes may turn — the Isle is 
jiassed aw’ay : 

IKicierl b(?nrath the glittering Lake. 

Us jAace no longer to be found ; 

Vet the lost fragments shall remain 
To fertilize some other ground. 

D. W, 

VHP' 

I O * ti 

“ Lnle, late yj^treen I saw the new moone 
Wi’ the auld inoone in his arme." 

Ballad of Sy Pairti'a Sp-.nce, Petcy's Rehques, 

Oncf 1 Cfuild had (howe’er serene the sky) 
The Moon re-entering her monthly round. 
No faeiiUy yet given me to espv 
The duskv Shape within her anus im-’ 
bound, 

That thin memento of effulgence lost 
Which .some have named her Predeces- 
sor's ghost. 


Then, little Bird, this boon confer. 

Come, and my requiem sing. 

Nor fail to be the h.Trbinger 
Of everlasting Spring. 

S. H. 

VII 

FLOATING ISLAND 

These lines are by the Author of the Address to 
the Wind, etc., published horetofoie nlung with 
my Poems. The above to a Redbreast are by 
a deceased female Relative. 

Harmonious Powers with Nature work 
On sky, earth, river, lake and sea ; 
Sunshine and cloud, whirlwind and 
- breeze. 

All in one duteous task agree. c 

Once did I .see a slip of earth 

(By throbbing waves long undermined) 

Loosed from its hold ; how, no one knew, 

•; But all might see it float, obedient to the 
\ wind ; 

Might see it, from the mossy shore 
Dissevered, float upon the Lake, 


Y'oiing, like the Crescent that ahpve me. 
shone, 

Nought 1 perceived within it dull or dim ; 
Ail that appeared was suitable to One 
Whose fancy had^^ thousand fields to 
skim ; 

To expectations spreading with wild 
growth, 


And hope that kept with me her plighted 
troth. 


I I saw (ambition quickening a(f*the view) 
A silver boat launched on a boundless 
flood ; 

A pearly crest, like Dian’s when it threw 
>ts brightest splendour round a leafy 
^ wood ; 

But liot a hint from liifllqr-ground, no sign 
Fit for the glimmering 'brow of Proser- 
pine.'' 

Or was it Dian’s self that seemed to move 
Before me ? — nothing blemished the fair 
sight ; ' ^ ' 

On her I looked whom Jocund Fairieil 
love, 
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Cynthia, who puts the little stars to flight. 
And by that thinning magnifies the great. 
For exaltation of her sovereign state. 

And when 1 learned to mark the spectral 
Shape \ 

As -each new obeyed the call of 

Time, ^ 

If gloom fell on me, sVift was^iy escape : 
Such happy privilc^. hath life’s gav 
• Prime, * 

To see or not to see, as beSt may please 
A buoyant Spirit, and a heart case. 

♦Jow^ da/zling Stranger V when thou 
meei'st my glarjp*, ^ 

Thy dark Associate ever I t'^scern ; 
F.mblein of thoughts to^) eager to advanre 
Whtl^I salute inf joys, thoughts sad nr 
stern ; 


Thee kindred aspirations mov’ed 
Tfj build, within a vale beloved. 
Him upon whose high behests 
peace depends, all safety rests. 


T<» b 


Hovir foldly will the woods embrace 
'iwis dalghter of thv pious care, 
iJftiiigfier front with modest grace 
To iiialj* a fair reeess more fair ; 
And t(J[cxalt the passing Inmr ; 

Or soi#ie It with .i healing power 
Drawn f I ' .111 the Sacrifice fulfilled, 
JJofnrr this rugged soil was tilled. 

Dr hiinian habitation rose 
To inlerrnjit the deep repose *. 

IV 

Well may the. villagers rejoice 


Shafl^s of past bliss, or phantoms that, j weaiy umvs, 

to gain ! ^ hindrance to the voice 

■^heir fiM of promised lustre, wait in vain. ! would in prayer and praise : 

^ ! More duly shall wild wandering \ outh 

So changes mfjftal Life with fleet uig ; Receive the curb of saered truth. 

• I Shall tottering Ag(‘, bent earthward, hear 


>ears 


A mournful c^ai^e, should i<rasoii fail to j rh“ Promise, willi iipbkccl ear : 

‘ “ * ' And all shall welcome the new ray 


brill jT / 

TheAimely insight that can loin per fears, j Imparted to their sabb.ith-day, 
And from vicissitude Itemov^ its sting ; 

While l^iitli aspires to seats in that 
domain 

Where joys are perfect — neither wax nor 
^ wane. 

1S26. 


IX 

TO TIJE LADY FLEMING 

ONSEEIldi THf FOtlNDATlON PRI-.PARING FOR THE 
ERECT10.V OF RVUAl. CHArF.L. WLSTMORI'LAND 
I 

Blest is this Isle — qyr native Land ; 
Where battlemont and moated gate 
.Are objects only for the hand 
Of hoary Time to decorate ; 

Where shady hamlet, town that breathes 
Its busy smoke in social wreaths. 

Ko rampart’s stern defence require. 
Nought but the heaven-directed s]iire. 
And 5tP.ei5lG tower (with pealing bells 
Far-heard) — our only citadels. 


O Lady I from a npble line , 

Of chieftaiifs spvung, who stoutly bore 
The spear* yet gave to works ^iviiie 
A bounteous help in days of yore. 

(As records mouldering in the Dell 
Of Nightshade ^ haply yet may tell ; ) 

^ Bekangs Ghyll — or the dell of Nightshade — 
in which stands St- Mary's Abbey in how 
Furness. 


Nor derm the Poet’s hope misplaced, 
His fanev cheated — that can see 
A shade upon the future east, 

Of lime’s pathetic sanctity : 

Can hear the monitory clock 
Sound o'er the lake with gentle shock 
At cN'cning, wIkmi the ground beneath 
Is ruffled o'er wPh cells of death ; 

Wliere happy generations lie. 

Here tutored for eternity. 

VI 

Lives there a man whose sole delights 
Are trivial pomp and city noise. 
Hardening a heart that loathes or slights 
What every natural heart enjoys ? 

Who never caught a noon-tide dream 
From muruiur of a running stream ; 
Could strip, for aught the prospect yields 
To him, their verdure from the fields ; 
And take the radiance from the clouds 
In -which the sfln his setting shrouds. 


m ■ 

A soul so pitiably forlorn, 
f If such do on this earth abii 


abide. 

May season apathy with scorn. 

May turn iiidillerence to pride ; 

And St. 11 be not uiiblest — compared 
With him who grovels, self-debarred 
From all that lies within the scope 
Of holy faith and Christian hope ; 

Or, shipwreck’d, kindles on the coast 
False fires, that others may be lost. 
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Alas ! that such perverted zeal 
Should spread on Britain's favovred . 
ground ! 

That public order, private wealA 
Should e’er have ff^lt or feared li wt)uii'i 
From ■'champions of the desperrte lawi 
Which from their own blind hciFts thr v 
draw ; 

Who tempt their reason to dcii\ 

God, whom their passions d.irt* o Jv. 
And boast that they alone .ire i ee 
Wh») reach tins dire extremity ' 

i\ 

But turn we from these “ bold bad ” men . 
The wav, mild Ladv ! that hath led 
Dow'ti t») their “ dark oppnjbrious den," 
Is all too rough for Thet' to tread. 

Softly as morning vapours glide 
Dow'n Kvdal-cove from I'airfield's side. 
Should move the tenor of his song 
Who means to chanty no wrong ; 

Whose ofTering gladly would accord 
With this day's work, m thought and 
word. ■ 

X 

Heaven prosper it ' may peace, and love. 
And hope, and consolation, fall. 
Through its meek influence, from above, 
And penetrate the hearts of all ; 

All w^ho, around the hallowed Fane, 
Shall sojourn in this hiir domain : 
Grateful to Thee, w'liile service purr. 
And ancient ordinance, shall endure, 

For opportunitv bestowed 

To kneel together, and adore their (iod ! 

1823. 

X 


Then, to her Patron Saint a previous rite 
Resounded with deep sw'ell and solemu 
close, 

I Through unremitting vigils of the night, 
. Till from his couch the ’^ished-for Sun 
-uprose. ^ 

He rose, aii%a straight— as by divine cora- 
; in and, 

I They, who’Jiad wAiled for that sign to 
i trace 

; Their work's i\.>undation, gaveVith carc- 
1 till hand 

To tile high altar its determined place ; 

. Miiulliil i>f >Vjiii wlui in the Orieni b( ni 
There li\tHP’ and llu' cross his life 

. ' resigned. 

And wh«), from out tne regions i.f the 
' *--,• inori., 

■ Issiiiiig in pomp, shall come to judge mUii- 
kind. 

So t.'iught their creed ; — nor faded 
e-istiTii sky, 

’\bd these more awful feelings, to infuse 
The sweet m.d natural hopes that shall 
not die, . 

Long as the sun his gladsome ci arse 
renews. - 

For IIS hath such prelusive vigil ceased ; 
Yet still we plant, like men of elder days 
Onr Christian altar faithful to the east, 
Whence the, tall window drinks the morn- 
ing rays ; 

I'hat obv’ious emblem giving to the eye 
Of iruM'k devotion, wJiich orewhile it gave. 
That sviribid of the day-spring from on 
high. 

Triumphant o’er the darkness of the 
grave. 

1823. 


ON THE SAME OCCASION 

Oh ! gather whclicesop’er Ve safely may 
The help which slacken iiig Piety requires ; 
Nor deem that he (Hirforce must go astray 
Who triads upon the fnotinarKs of his sires. 

Our churches, invariably perhaps, stand east 
and west, but why is by few pc-rsons exactly 
known ; nor, that the degrc|je of deviation frfirn 
due eai)t often noticeable ui the ancient ones 
was de.termined, in each particular case, by 
the point ill the horizon, at which the sun rose 
upon the day of the saint to whom the church , 
was dedicated. These observances of ourc 
ancestors, and the causes of them, are the sub- 
ject of the following stanzas. 

WilE.N in the antique age of bow and 
Upear 

And feudal rapine clothed with iron mail. 
Came mhilsters of peace, intent to rear 
The Mather Church in yon sequestered 
^ vale i 


XI 

THE HORN OF EGUEMONT CASTL£:* 
Ere the Brothers through the gateway 
Issued forth with old and young. 

To the Horn Sir Eustace point^ 

Which for ages there had hungi 
Horn it w’as which none could souiid. 

No one upon living ground. 

Save He^vho came as rightful Heir 
' f o Egremont ’s Domains and Castle fair. 

rieirs. from time.s of earliest j^bdbrd 
Had the House rf Luck: borh,^ 

Who of n'ght had held the Lordsh^ 
Claimed by proof upon the Horn : 
Each at the appointed hour 
Tried the Horn, — it oWned his pDW&r ; 
He was acknowledged : and the.blastv \ 
Which g(X)d Sir Eustace sounded, was 
the last. 
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With his laiici' Sir ICustace pointed. 

And to llyX»ert thus said h(^ 

* “ What I speak this Horn shall witn^^ss 
For thy bettclVnemory. 

Hear, then, anjj^eglect me not ! 

A*’ this time, aniS|^i this spot, 

TJie words are utte^^ from my heart. 
As my last eariu'st pi^ver ere®we (lei)art 

Oni»good service we are poiiiK 

Life tfj ’•isk by sea and laiiu, '• 

Tn which cmirse if C'hri^l tuir Savnmr 
i>o jev sinful siuil deinaud. 

come thou b,i(!#< str?,\j^litwav, 
HuIvtI, if alive that^d.iv , 

Relurn. and souml the nnni*tlial we* 
Ma\^l:w.ve a livin;; Uouse still lef* in Ihee ! " 

“ Ft^ir niU.”*quicklv answered^H iibe/#; 
“ A'> T <xin thy Father’s son. • 

■ Wh.it thoii askesit, imble IJr4>ther, 

*,h (iiTd’s favour shall be done,” 

So -vi re both ri^ht well content ■ 

' Forth thev froinPthe Castle went, p 
And at the fftnuUd their 
To PalesM^e ftie. ffrolhers t/f.ik their way. 

Side* IV Side they iouVj^l (the Lucies 
\Vere a l^iu' fi>i valtnir taini'cU 
And wluTr‘'er their strokes alijihted, 
'J'here tiu Saracens svere tamed. 

J^'henre, then, could Jt coinc — the 
thoupjht -- 

By what evil spirit brought ? 

Oh ! can a brave Man wish to take 
His Brother’s life, for Lauds’ and ( astle’s 
sake 

“ Sir !” IJn* ftuftians said to Hubt*rt, 

* Dwp he lies in Iordan flood.” 

Stricken by this ill assurance. 

Pale and Ireiribliiig Hubert stood. 
^“Take your earning^’— Oh ’ tJiat 1 
Could have .'.tv;* my Brother die ! 

^•ll was a paiif? that vexed him then ; 
And oft returned, again, and yet again. 


I r 

Likewise he had sons and daughters ; 
Ajid, as good men do, he sate 
I M hia Joard by these surroundedt 
j Flounsling in fair estate. 

; And wimo thus in open day 
I <5nce hcl^saie, as old ^ooks say, 

! A blast, was uttered from the Horn, 
Where 1%- the Castle-gate it hung forlorn. 

‘ 'Tis thJbreath of good Sir Eustace ! 

Tie is (Jmc. to claim his right : 

AncieuK castle, woods, and mountains 
He.ir the challeiifcie with delight, 
j Hubert ! though the blast be blown 
j He is helpless and alone : 
i Thou hast a dimgeoii, speak the word ! 
; And there he iiiav be lodged, and thou be 
I L<»rd. 

! Speak ! — astounded Hubert cannot ; 

I And, if power to s])cak he had, 

I All are daunted, all the household 
I Smitten to the heart, and sad. 

! ‘Tis Sir Eustace : if it be 
! I.iMiig man. it must be he ! 
j Thus Hubert thought in his dismay, 
j And l) v' a postern-gate be slunk away. 

J Long, and long was he unheard of ; 
i To his Bn>ther then he came, 

; Made confession, asked forgiveness, 

' .Asked It bv a brother’s name. 

And bv all thi* saints in heaven; 

And of Eustace was forgiven : 

Then m a convent went to hide 

Ills lueJancholy head, and there he died. 

But Sir Eustace, whom good angels 
Had jircserved from murderers’ hands. 
And from Pagan cliains had rescued, 
Lived with honour on his lands. 

Sons he had, saw sons of theirs ; 

And tliroLigh .igcs, heirs of heirs, 

A long ptistenty reiummed. 

Sounded the Horn which they alone could 
• scan id. 

1806. 


Months passed on, and no Sir Eustace; ! 
Nor of him were tidings heard. 
Wherefore, bold as day, the Murderer 
Back again to England steered. 

his Castle Hubert sped ; 

Nothing has he now to dread. 

But silent and by stealth he came, f 
And at an hour which nobodv could iiurijr.t 
• • • 

None C0114I tell F it were night-time. 
Night or day, at even or morfc ; 

No one’s eye had seen him enter, 

No ohe's ear had heard the Horn. 

But bold Huber t*lives in glee : 

Months and years went smilingly : 

With plenty was his tabic spread ; 

And bright the Lady is who shares his 
bed. 


Xll 

CiOODY BLAKE AND HARRY GILL 

A IKl'I. SIOMV 

Oh ! what’s the iiiaUer ? what’s the 
matter ? 

What is *t that ails young Harry Gill ? 
That evermore his ti.-eth they chatter, 
'Chatter, chatter, chatter still ! 

Of waistcoats Harry has no lack, 

(h)od dulfle grey, and flannel fine ; 

Ho has a Ixlanket on his back. 

And coats enough to smother nine. 

In March, December, and in July, 

’Tis all the same with Harry Gill ; 

The lie. gh hours tell, and tell you truly. 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 
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And once, behind a rick of barley, 
Thus looking out did Harry stand : 
The moon was full and shin..:g cleai'Iy, 
And crisp with frost the ^stubble land. 
— He hears a noise — he’*/ all awake — 
Again ? — on tip-toe do /u the hill 
He softly creeps — ’t^ Goody Blake ; 
She’s at the hedge of Harry Gill ! 


^t night, at morning, and at noon, , 

*Tis all the same with Harry Gill ; 

Beneath the sun, beneath the r&ooii, ! 

His teeth they chatter, chatter s ill ! 

Young Harry was a lusty drovt^ r. 

And who so stout'^of limb as hr ? 

His checks were red as rudd\^ clover ; 

His voice was like the voice of ^u ee. 

Old (ioody lilakc was old and ] >or ; 

111 fed she was. and thinly clad ; 

And any man who passed Iut d'/ir 
Might see how jjoor a liiit she had. 

All day she spun in her jioor dwelling : 

And then her three hour-.’ WMi-k at night, 

Alas ! ’twas hardlv worth the tellnig. 

It would not jiay for candle-light. 

Remote from sheltered village-giv^i'ii. 

On a hill’s northern side’ she dwelt. 

Where from .sea -bla-^ts the hawthorns lean, 

And hoary dews arc slow to melt. 

By the same lire to boil their pottage. 

Two jioor old Dames, as 1 have known. 

Will often live in one small cottage ; 

But she, poor Woman ! housed alone. 

*Twas well enough when siiinmcr eaiiie. 

The long, warm, lights^iriK’ siiinnier-day. 

Then at her door the l>anic [ proved, her w'ltheiod hand uprearing, 

Would sit, as any liniiel, gay. j held her by the arm — 

But w’hen the iei' out strisinis did fetter, ; “ Giod ! who art never out of hearing, 
Oh then how’ her old bones would shake ' ' O may he never more be warm \ ” 

You would ha\c said, if vou had met her, ‘ Tlv cidd, cold moon above her head, 


Right glad was he when he beheld her : 
Sl-ck aft(‘r stick did Goody p'tlll : 

Me st(>t)d Ix'liiiid a bush of elder. 

Till she had filled her aprpn full. 

When with 'icr Ic ad she turned 
The. bv-way back ?gain to take ; 

H« startl’d -forward, with a shout. 

And sjirang upon poo*" Goody Blake. 

11 

/...id fteru'ly by the arm he took her, 
.Ano by the. arm he held her fast, 

And fiercely by the arm he shook her, 
.And cried. “ Tve caught you then 
last ! ” 

I Then Gof^dy, who had -aothing said. 

Her bundle fri>m her lap U’l fail ; 

And, kneefin-j cm the s^iclo, f’lc prayed 
To God that is the judges of all. 


*Twas a hard tiim* ft»r fioixly Jllake. 

Her evenings then were dull and dead 
Sad case it was, as you niav thrik. 

For very cold to g) to bed; 

And then fcjr cold not slccj) a wink. 

O joy for her ! whene’er in wunter 
TJic winds at night h ul made a rout , 
And scattered many a lusty splinter 
And many a rotten bough ab.ait. 

A''ct never had she, well or sic'k. 

As every man w'Ikj knew hc’r sa'^s, , 

A pile beforehand, turf or stick. 

Enough to warm her for three c3ays» 

Now, when the frost was past enduring, 
And made her poor old bones to ache. 
Could anything be more alluring 
Thau an old hedge to Cwody J51ake ? 
And, now' and thdii, it must be said. 
When her old bone.s were cold and chill. 
She left her fire, or left her bed, ^ 

To seek the hedge of Harry Gill. «j| 

Now Harry he had long suspected 
This trespass of old Goody Blake ; 

And voW'ed that she should be detected — 
Thai he on her W'oiild vengeance take. 
And of<‘ from his warm fire he’d go. 

And to the fields his road would take ; 
And thca-e, at night, in frost and snow, 
He watched to seize old Goody Blake. 


Thus on her knec’s did Goody pray ; 
Young flarrv heard what she had said : 
And icy cold he turned aw'ay. 

! Ho went com]dalniiig all the morrow 
‘ 'Phat he w'as cold and very chill : 

His face w'as gloom, his heart w'as sorrow, 
Alas : that day for Harry Gill ! 

That day he w'ore a riding coat, 

But not, a w-hit the warmer he : 

Another w'as on Thursd y brought, . ^ 
And ere the Sabbath he had three. 

*Twas all in vam, a useless matter, 

And blankets were about him pinned ; 
Yet still his jaws and teeth they clatter. 
Like a loose casement in the wind. 

And Harry’s flesh it fell away ; 

And all wh > see him say, *tis plain, 

I That, live as long as live he may, 

!.jHe never will be w'arm again. 

K 

No \^ord to any mdilf Ije utters, 

.A-bed or up, to young or old-; 

But ever^'to himself he mutters, 

“ l^oor Harry Gill is very cold.” 

A-bed or up, by night. or day ; 

His teeth they chatter, chatter stiH. 

Now think, ye farmers all, I pray, " 

Of Goody Blake and Harry Gill ! 

1798. 
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XITI Has virtue in it, why should hope to ^ 

DWT?T Be/wanting that sometimes, where fan- 

^ FKilLUUl- y .jjg 

PREFIXED TO THL VOl-UME ENTITLED “ POEMS ■tir,--ec mina 'irirl ctrin th#. 

CHItPLV OF ^^RLV AND LATE VEARS ** ^ bo\\Vr' ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

In desultory \alk through orchard Of privai life their natural pleasantness, 
grounds, Voictl—de voted tc/ the love whose 

Or some deep chcstiNt grove, oft have I seccl 

paused > • Are sovli in everv human breast, to 

Tljf while a Thrush, urged rather than » beiAtv 

restrained • Lodged fc’ithin compass of the humblest 

By gusts of venial storm, attuned Fiis si{jfit, 

song . To cheerful intercourse with wood and 

own gomal ii^stinc*s ; and was field. 


heard And sympathy with man's substantial 

(Though not without some pLvnti\ e toijes griefs — 

weeii) ^ not be heard in vain ? And in those 

To ftfrer, abov e showers of blossom swept davs 

From tossinj; boughs, the prufluse i When uriloreseen distress spreads far and 
Tialm, • i wide 

WJiicli ihe uri*.helLercjd traveller might : Among a IVojde mouriifiillv cast down, 
V* . . . I Or into anger rouse*! bv venal words 

With thankful spirit. The descant, and ! in reckli*'.sness filing out t<i overturn 

i-Virt m _ o'L . . , ^ _ r 1 i « 


the wind • I j The jiulgiiK’ut, and divert the general 

That secinefl to f)Liy with^i^ in love or i heart 

sconft • • m I From iimtual good — some strain of thine. 

Encouraged and cudeiirecf the strain of | mv Book ! 

words ^ ^ j ('aught at propitious intervals, may win 

That hif^ly flowed from ine^bv tits of , Listeners who not unwillingly admit 
silence ; Kindlv emotion tending to console 

Impelled to livelier pace. But uo\n. my ; And reconcile ; and both with voung and 
r Book ! I old 

Charged with those lays, and others of | Exalt the sense of ihoiightful gratitude 
like mood, j For benefits tlial still survivi*. bv faith 

C)r loftier pitch if higher rose the theme, j Jq progress, under laws divine, maiu- 


Go, single — yet aspiring to be joined tamed. 

With thv Forenumers that through many Ryoal Molin r, 
a year • March 2(>, 1842. 

Have faithfully prepared each other’s 

wa\ — XIV 

Go forth upon a mission best fulfilled .p . nuii 

When and wherever, in this changeful lU A 

world, • W’RITTFN IN- HER ALBUM 

Power hatli bfteii given to please for Small service is true service while it 


XIV 

TO A CHILD 

W'KITTFN IN’ HER ALBUM 


higher cuds * la.sts : 

Than pleasure only ; gladdening to pre- Of humblest Friends, bright Creature ! 
pare scorn not one 

For wholesome sadness, troubling to re- The Daisy, by the shadow that it casts, 
fin e. Protects the Img^riiig dewdrop from the 

Calming to raise ; and, by a sapient Art Sun. 

Diffused through all the mysteries of our . 183 4* 

Being, 

Softening the toils and pains that hav^ LIXRS 

not ceased • | i-ii c- 

To cast their .^ 9 dows on our mother* Lon™ ale*;“kov.° 5. T3 

Earth 

Since the primeval doom. Such is the Lady ! a Peii^ (perhaps with thy regard. 


WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF THE COUN][ESS OF 
LONSDALE, NOV. 5 , Z834. 


grace 

Which, though ainsued for, fails not to 
descend 

'^ith heavenly inspiration ; such the aim 


Among .he Favoured, favoured not the 
least) 

Left, 'imd the Records of this Book in- 
scrilied. 


That Reason dictates ; and, as even the Delibe^ace traces, registers of thought 
wish • And fe<>Ung, suited to the place and time 
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Tfiat gave them birth : — months parsed, 
^nd still this hand, 

That Had not been too timid tu impd.nt 
Words which the virtues of th^^Lord in- 
spired, / 

Was yet not bold enough to writ ' of Thee. 
And why that sciupulous rc.sJ ve ? In 
sootli \ 

The blameless cause lay in tlr- Theme 
itself. ! 

Flowers arc there many that dijight to 
strive ^ 

With the sharp wind, and se<‘ni to court 
the shower, 

Yet are by nature careless c)f the sun 
Whether he shine on IIkmu oi not; and 
some. 

Where’er he moves along tlio unclouded 
sky. 

Turn a broad front full on his flattering 
beams : 

Other-, do rather from their notice shrink. 
Loving the dewy shade, —a humble iiaiid. 
Modest and sweet, a progeny ot earth, 
Congenial with thy mind and character. 
High-born Augusta ! 


O’er features looked at by discerning 
eyes. 

Hides half their beauty from*the common 
gaze ; 

And thus, even on thccj^posedandbreeyy 
hill //■ 

Of lofty station, fQ»fVale goodness walks. 
When sid^ by sidcvHvith lunar gentleness, 
As in a cloister. ‘ Yet the grateful Poor 
(Such the iinrnuiiities of low ^tate,« 
Pi»uii Nature's enviable privil%e. 

Her sacred V'^'cornpence for many wants) 
Open their hearts beford' Thee, jjoyrinj 

All that they thinle-and feel, with tears of 
' 30V ; ^ 

And benedictions not unheard in lK''ji,''’en : 
And trivpd in the ear of friend, where.. 

. s]H'(‘ch is free * 

To follow truth, is eloquent as they. 

IT 

Then let the Book receive in these 
j prompt lines q 
A just momorial ; and/,]iiiitf eyes consent 
To read that' thev, whatiua* lv .\liy course, 
behold ^ 


Witness Towers, and (iroves ! 
And Thou, wild Stream, that giv'st the 
honoured name 

Of Lowther to this ancient Line, bear 

From thy most secret haunts ; and ye 
Parterres, 


A life declining with the golden light 
Of summe,r, in lh<‘ season of sere leaves ; 
See cheertiiluess undampctl b^ stealing 
Time ; 

Sec studied kindness flow with ca^v 
stream. 

Illustrated with inborn courtesy; 


Which She is pleased and proud to call 1 And an habitual disregard of self 


her own. 

Witness how oft upon my noble Friend ! 

Mute offerings, tribute from an inward | 
sense } 

Of admiration and respectful Ljvc, | 

Have w’aited — till the affi'Ctioiis could no i 
more 

Endure that silence, and broke out in 
song, i 

Snatches of music taken up and dropt . | 

Like those sclf-solaciiig, those under 
notes 

Trilled by the redbreast, when aiituinnul 
leaves 

Are thin upon the beiigh. Miiitt, only 
mine, 

The pleasure wa.,- and lio one heard the 
praise. 

Checked, in the moment of its issue, 
checked 

And feprehended, bv a fancied blush 

Prom the pure qualities that called it 
forth. 


Balanced b>' vigilance for others’ weal. 

And shall the Verse not tell of lighter 
gifts 

With these ennobling attributes con- 
joined 

And blended, m peculiar harmony, 

Bv Youth’s surviving spirit ? What 
agile grace ! « 

A nymph -like liberty, in nymph -likeiv 
form, 

Beheld with wonder ; whether floor or 
• path 

Thou tread ; or sweep — borne on the, 
managed steed — 

Meet as the shadows, over down or field, 

Driven by strong winds at play among 

. the clouds. 


Tims Virtue lives debarred from Vir- 
tue's meed ; 

Thus, Lady, is rctiredness a veil 
That, while it only spreads a softening 
charm 


i • Yet one word more— one fare weU word 
' — a wish ^ “■ , 

Which Cctme, but it has passed into a 
prayer — 

That, as thy sun in brightness Is declin- 
ing, 

So — at an hour yet distant for th*iy 
sakes 

Whose tender lovef.Jiere faltering on the 
way 
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Of a diviner love, will be forgiven — 

So may it set in peace, to rise again 
Fot everlasting glory won by faith. 

\ XVI 

GRAClSiPAHLlNC; 

Among the dweller^ui the silmt fields , 
The natural heart is tlViched, and public i 
way i 

Anfr crowdeA street resound* with ballad > 
strains, * 

Inspired by one whose very name be- > 

Favour divine, exalting human love : 
Whom, since her birth on bleal^ Northum- 
bria's coast, • ■ 

Knoww unto few i)ut prized as far as j 
1 known, • « 

A sii^le Act endears to high and lo\r 
Through the whole land - to Manliorid, 
mowd in spite 

Of the world's freezing cares — to gener- ■ 
ous Youth—-* I i 

To Infancy, •that^ lisps her praise -to 

• Age ; . * 

Whos^ eve reflects it, glistmiug through 
a tear 

Of Inmiulniis adriti ration. i-4ich true 
fame* 

Awaits her tiow ; but, verily, good deeds 
no imperishable record find 
Sa\'e in the rolls of heaven, where hers 
may live 

A theme .iiigels, when they celebrate 
The high-s< ailed virtues which forgetful I 
earth j 

Has ^'itness’d. Oh 1 that winds and 
waves eould speak 

Of things which their united power called 
forth 

From the pure depths of her humanitv ! 
A Maiden gentle, yet,«t duty's call. 
Firm and unflinching, as the Lighthouse 
*• reared 

On the Island-rock, her lonely dwelling- 
place ; 

Or like the invincible Rock itself that 
braves, 

Age after age, the hostile elements. 

As when it guarded holy Cuthbert's cell. 

All night the storm had raged, non 
ceased, nor paused, J 

When* as d^ broke, -the Maid, through 
misty ^ir, * 

Espies far off a Wreck, amid tWe surf. 
Beating on one of those disastrous isles — 
Half 01 a Vessel, Imlf — no more ; the rest 
Had vanished, swallowed up witli all 
# that there 

Had for the ooinmon safety striven in 
vain. 




Or thither thronged for refuge. 

/quick glance 
Daughter and Sire through opti^iglass 
discern, ^ 

Clinging bbout the remnant of this Ship, 
CwiatureiJ— bow precious in the Maiden's 
^ sigh St ' 

For whofi, belike, the old Man grieves 
still inore 

•Than fo,f their fellow -sufferers engulfed 
Where fi-cry parting agoiiv is hushed, 
And lK.pe and fear mix not in further 
strife. 

Dut courage. Father ! let us out to 
sea - - 

A few. may yet be saved." The Daugh- 
ter’s wi>rds. 

tier earnest tone, and look beaming with 
faith. 

Dispel the Father’s doulits • nor do thev 

l.ick 

The noblr-minded Mother’s helping hand 
T‘i launch the L>oat . and with her bless- 
ing cheered. 

And inwardly sustained iiy silent prayer, 
Tt>get!ior Ihev put forth. Father and 
Child 1 

Each grasps an oar, and struggling on 
Ihov go — 

Rivals in effort : and, alike intent 
Here, to elude and there surmount, they 
watch 

The billows lengthening, mutually 
cross* ‘d 

And shattered, and re-gathering their 
might ; 

As if the tumult, bv the Almighty's will. 
Wore, in the conscious sea, roused and 
prolonged 

That woman's fortitude — so tried, so 
proved — 

1 May brighten more, and more ! 

True to the mark, 
They stem the current of that perilous 
gorge, 

llieir arms still strengthening with the 
strengthening heart. 

Though danger, as the Wreck is near’d, 
becomes 

More iinminentRM .Not unseen do they 
approach ; 

And rapture, with varieties of fear 
l^nccssantlv conflicting, thrills the frames 
f)f those who, in that dauntless energy. 
Foretaste deliverance ; but tiie least per 
turbed 

Can scarcely trust his eyes, when he per 
ceivss 

That of the pair-— tossed on the waves to 
bring 

Hope to the hopeless, to the dying, life — > 
One is a Woman, a poor eatthly sister. 



428 


MISCj^LLANEOUS poems 


Oj be the Visitant other than she seems, 

A guardian Spirit sent from pitying 
Meaven. 

In woihan's shape. But why prnlong the 
tale, " I 

Casting weak words amid ai host of 
thoughts o \ 

Armed to repel them ? Eveifv hazard 
faced 1 

And difhciiltv mastered, with jesoK’e 
That no one breathing should \ ' left to 
perish, 

This last remainder of the crew are all 
Placed in the little boat, then <rer the 
dee]:) 

Arc safelv borne, landed upon the; beach. 
And, in fulfilment of (’kwVs mercy, lodged 
Within the sheltering Lighthouse. — 
Shout, ye waves ! 

Send forth a song of triumph. Waves 
and W’inds, 

Kxiilt in this deliverance wrought 
through faith 

In Him whose Providence your rage hath 
served ! 

Ye screaming Sea-mews, in the (oncen 
join ! 

And would that some immortal Voice — 
a Voice 

Fitly attuned to all that gratitude 
Breathes out from floor or couch, through 
pallid lips 

Of the survivors — to the clouds might 
bear — 

Blended with praise of that parental love. 
Beneath whose watchful eye the Maiden 
grew 

Pious and pure, modest and yet so brave. 
Though young so w'ise, though meek so 
resohite — 

Might carry to thf^ clouds and to the stars. 
Yes, to celestial Choirs, Gracf Darlino’s 
name ! 

1842. 

XVII 

THE RUSSIAN FUCxITIVE 

PART I 

Enough of rose-bud lips, and eyes 
Like harebells batbisu in dew. 

Of cheek that with carnation vies. 

And veins of violet hue : ■ 

Earth wants not beauty that may score'' 
A likening to frail flowers ; * 

Yea, to the stars, if they were born 
For seasons and for hours. 

Through Moscow’s gates, w'ith gold un>> 
barred, 

Stepped One at dead of night. 

Whom such high beauty could not guard j 
From meditated blight ; 1 


By stealth she passed, and fled as fast 
As doth the hunted fawn. 

Nor stopped, till in the dappling east 
Appeared unwelcome dawn. 

Seven days she lurked ir brake and field. 
Seven nights her corfrse renewed. 
Sustained by what scrip might yield. 
Or bfjrri^es of tl)^* wood ; 

At length', in da'^ness travelling on, 
When lowly doors were shut, ^ 

'r?;c haven of her hope she w^, ' 

Her Foster mother’s hut. 

“ To put your Inye to dangerous . 

I come,’’ said .she, “ from far ; 

For I have, left my Father’s roof. 

In terror of the Czar.” 

No answer did the Miltri^n give, - 
4 i*No sasond look she cast, r 

BiF hung upon the Fugitive, • 
Embracing and embraced. 

She led the Lady to a seat ' 

Beside the glimmering fire. 

Lathed duteously her wayworn feet, 
I^revcnt^c’^ cadi desVre 
The cricket chirped* the*' house-dog 
dozed, 

And on that H.’mpL' bed, 

W^here sKe in childhood had reposed, 
Now rests her weary head. 

When she, whose conch bad been the sejA 
Whose curtain, pine or thorn, 

Had breathed a sigh of thanks to God, 
Who comforts tlie forlorn ; 

While over her the Matron bent 
Slec]) scaled her eyes, and stole 
Feeling from limbs with travel spent. 
And trouble from the soul. 

Refreshed, the Wanderer rose at morn. 
And soon again was dight 
In those unworthy vestments worn 
Through long and perilous flight ; 

And “ O beloved Nurse,” she said, 

“ My thanks with silent tears 
Have unto Heaven and You been paid : 
Now listen to my fears ! 

“ Have you forgot — and here she 
smiled — 

” The babbling flatteries 
You lavished on me when a child 
Disporting round your knees ? 

I was your lambkin, and your bird. 

Your star, your" gem, yoatr flower ; 
Light words, that ^ere more lightly 
heiTM 

In many a cloudless hour ! 

“The blossom you sb fondly praised 
Is come to bitter fruit ; ^ . 

A mighty One upon me gazed ; 

I spurned bis lawless suit, 
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And must be hidden from his wrath : 

You, Foster-father dear. 

Will guide njfi in my forward path ; 

I may not tarry here ! 

I cannot bringNo utter woe 
Your proved fidSjity.” — 

" Dear Child, sweet Jlktress, say not so ! 

For you we both w\ld die.” 

“ Nay, nay, I come V'ith semblance 
feigned ^ 

And cheek embrowned by \rt ; » 

Yet, being inwardly unstained, 
coui'agc *will depart.” 

“ But whither would you* could you, flee ? 

A po/>r Man’s counsel take 
The Holy Virgin gives to me • 

A 4heuight fur yttlir dear sake : 
l^est, shielded 1)v our Ladv’s gr;:*(-, ^ 

An A sw)ii shall vou be led • 

Forth to a safe abiding- place, 

Where ^icver foot doth tread.’' 

P.fRT II I 

Tije dwelling ^f tlfls faithfuUi^ir 
In a straggling Village st<yid. 

For Cfie who breathed uncpii(‘t a.r 
A dangerous neighbourhood ; 

But w'ide i round lay forest groflnd 
With thickets rough and blind : 

And pine trees made a heavy shade 
impervious to -the wind. 

And there, secpicslcred from the sight. 
Was spread a treacherous swamp. 

On which the noonday sun shed light 
As from a lonely lamp ; 

And midway ip the unsafe morass, 

A single Island rose 

Of firm dry ground, with healthful grass 
Adorned, and shady boughs. 


The Woodman kne-w, Jpr such the craft ; 

This Russian >iassal plied, 

That never fowder’s gun, nor shaft 
* Of archer, there was tried ; 

- A sanctuary L-eemed the spot 
, From all intrusion free ; 

And there he planned an artful Cot 
For perfect secrecy. 

With earnest pains unchecked by dread 
. Of Power's far-stretching hand. 

The bold good Man his labour sped 
At nature’s pure command ; • 

Heart soothed, and* busy as a wren. 
While, in a hollow nook. 

She moulds her sight-eluding dc^n 
Above a murmurj[ng brook. 

His task accnmpl/^hed to his mind, 

The twain ere break of day 
Creep forth, and through the forest wind 
Their solitary way ; 


Few words they speak, nor dare to sladj^, 
Th/ir pace from mile to Jiiik*. yT 
Til they have crossed the quaking majsh. 
And re?ched the lonely Isle. X 

The sun aVove the pine-trees showed 
A' brigm and rheerfuJ face ; 

An.4 Ina looked ff r her’^abode, 

The prciiised hiding-place ; 

She sough Jm vain, the Woodman smiled ; 

• No tiiFi Khold could bo seen, 

Nor nK)f Jiiur window — .all seemed wild 
As It l^iad ever been. 

.Advancing, yon might guess an hour. 

The front with such nice care 
Is masked. “ if house it be or bower,” 

But m they entered are ; 

.\s sh.iggv as were wall and rfK)f 
With br.mrhes intertwined. 

So smooth was all within. air-])rf>of. 

And delicatclv lined : 

And hearth wa' there, and maple dish, 
And cups m seenilv rows. 

And conch — all ready lt.» .1 wish 
For nurture or repose ; 

And Heaven doth lt> lier virtue grant 
That tie'll; she may al)id<‘ 

In solitude, with every w'aut 
Bv cautious love supplied. 

No queen, before a shouting crowd, 

Txd on in bridal state, 

I E’er struggled with a heart so proud. 
Entering her palace gate ; 

I Rejoiced to bid the world farewell. 

No saintly aiichr^rcss 
E’er took possession of her cell 
With deejier th.inkfulness. 

“ Father of all, upon thy care ' 

And mercy am I thrown : 
i Be thou my safeguard ! ” — such her 
prayer 

1 When she was left alone, 

Kaeeling amid the wilder.iess 
When joy had passed awav. 

And smiles, fond efforts of distress 
To hide w'hat they betray I 

The prayer is heard, tlic Saints have seen, 
Diffused through form and face. 
Resolves devote<J>S\S£rejj^; 

That monument argface 
^Of Faith, w'hich doth all passions tame 

• That Reason should control ; 

And shows in the un trembling frame 

A statue of the soul. 


*Tis sung in ancient minstrelsy 
That I*hoebus wont to wear 
The leaves of any pleasant tree 
Around his golden hair ^ 
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t^aphrlc, dosperate with pursuit 
■' Of his impetious love, \ 

AtVhec own prayer transformed, Vook 
\“OOt, i ' 

A laurel in the prove. I 
Then did the Penitent adorn I • 

His brow with laurel pre(*n|; | 

And 'mid his bripht locks ne\'lr shorn 
No meaner leaf was seen : I 
And poets sape, throuph evclv .ape, • 
About their tein[)les wound w 
' The bav ; and conquerors liiAked the 
Gods, 


With laurel chaplets crowned. 

Into the mists of fabliiip Turn* 

S«) far runs back the praisi* • 

Of Beautv, that (U*^dains to climb 
Alonp forbidden wavs ; 

That scorns temptation ; poW(‘r deiirs 
Where iiiiiliial kn-e is not 
And to the Itanb foi resent* Hies 
When life would be u blot. 


To this lair Votaress, a fate 
More mild doth Heaven ordain 
Upon her Island desolate : 

Aud words, not breathed in vain. 
Might tell what mtercoiirse she found, 
Her sihaice to endear ; 

W'hat birds she tamed, what (liAvers the 
ground 

Sent forth her peaee to cheer. 

To one mute Presence, above all, 

Her soothed affections cliinp, 

A picture on the cabin wall 
Uy Russian usage hiinp — 

The Mother -maid, w'hose countenance 
bright 

, W'ith love abridged the day ; 

And, communed with by taper light, 
Chased spectral fears away. 

And oft, as cither Guardian earn#*. 

The joy in that retreat 
Might any common friendship sliai ic^ 
So high their hearts would be.it ; 
And to the kiiie Recluse, whate’er 
'fhev brought, eacli visiting 
Was like the crowding of the year 
With a new burst of spring. 


Or gentle Nature close her eyes. 

And set her Spirit free 
From the altar of this saefiihce. 

In vestal purity. 

Yet, when above the f^est-glooitis 
The white swans jiniithward passed, 

I High a.s the pitch. f>f iheir swift phimes 
Her fq^iev roi^ the blast; 

Ami bon* her toward the fields of Prance 
Hei Patter’s native land 
To mingle in the rustic dance. 

The li.qipiest of the band ! 


Of llio-.e bplove^ fields she oft 
Had lie.ird lier Pather tell 
ill i>lir.isivlhat now \ iih echoes soft 
■ * H. mil ted iier loneh' cell ; 

, .She saw th*‘ bcreclitarv bowers, 

Ibr Slu‘ ft(‘.inl the ancestral stream : 

1 The Kremlin ami its haughty towers 
Porgotleii like a dream ! 


« 


I*\KT IV 

ITiie ever-cliaiiping Mfton had traced 
Twelvf^ Wines her ftionplv round, , 
When throVjh tlic uiTfreqneTiied Waste 
Was heard a stailHug sound ; • 

A shout thnec *nit Ironi one whf) chased 
At six^'d a wounded deer. • 

Bounding through branches interlaced. 
And where Iho wood was clear. 

The fainting creature took the mar^i, 
And toward the Island fled, 

While plovers screamed with tumult 
Jiarsh 

Above his antlered head ; 

This, Ilia saw ; and, palQ with fear. 
Shrunk to her citadel ; 

The desjicrate deer rushed on, and near 
The tangled covert fell. 

.^crf»ss the marsh, the game in view. 

The Fliintcr fcilloweii fast, 

Nor paused, till o’er the stag he blew , 
A death-iiroclaiming blast ; ' 

Then, resting on her upright mind. 

Came forth the Maid — “In me 
Behold,” she said, “ a stricken Hind 
I^ursued by destiny ! 


But, when she of herjr.baronts thought, j “ From your deportment, Sii 
The pang wii.v'lvj to bear ; That you have wotn a swe 

And, if with all things not rawrotiglit,|f And will not hold in light es 

Thai trniih1r» «fill iv nf>ar a 


And, 

That trouble still is near. 

Before her flight she had not dared ^ 
Their constancy to prove. 

Too much the heroic Daughter feared 
The weakness of their love. 


Sir I I dAta 
sword, 
esteem 

, A sufleriiig woman’s word i 
There is my covetf, there*perchano6 
I might have lain concealed. 

My fortunes hid, my countenance 
"Not even to you revealed. 


Dark is the past to them, and dark 
Tlie f’ltm’c still must be. 

Till pitying Saints conduct her bark 
Into d safer sea— 


“ Tears might be shed,* and I might prlty* 
Crouching and terrified, ^ 

That what has been Unveiled to lay, 
You would in mystery hide ; 
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But 1 will not defilo with dust 
The knee that bends to adore 
The God iii.bcavcii ; — attend, bo just; 
This ask 1, and no more ! 

“ 1 speak not of ht\e winter's C(jld, 

For summer's exchan 
Wliile 1 have lodffed^j this rou.tjh hold. 
From social life eslrM\|iBt-d ; ^ 

Nor yet fif trouble and ai’arins 
H-^h HeaviifU is my dcfonn^; ; 

And every season has soft arms * 

For injured Iminccrice. 

■» 

Moscow t«> the Wildthncss 
It was luv choice to coinr*. 

Lest virtue s* ->iild be harliotirlr'ss, , 
And honour want^ a h(»nie ; 

And'Hflfiipv wep I, if tlic Czar , 

Rolfiin ills lawless will, ' 

To cud life h(UP like Ibis poor deer. 

Or a Jamb on a green hill." 

1/ 

“ Ar^* you the Maid," the Stranger cried. 


I “ Lc^vc open tt> my wish the course, 

I And I to her will go ; f 

Froni that humane and heavenly s<_Arce, 
I G'kuI. PTily good, can flow.” 

Faint saidition given, the Cavalier 
1 Was raA;r to di part,^ 

Though qi^'stioii followed question, deal’ 
1 To the Jlaidcu’s filial heart. 

I 2'aght wa«irliisstcp, --his hopes, more light, 
I Kcjil I'^cc wjth his desires: 

: And thc'fiftli inoniing gave him sight 
' Of Moscow's glittering spires, 
j He sui'd — hoart-siiiittcn by the wrong, 
I To the lorn Fumm e 
I The IhnjMTfir siMit a jilcdgc as strong 
j .As sovereign power could give. 


If e’er 


“ From l areiits sprung, 

Who.Sf vanish tig \v»is rumoured wide, 
iBad Lhenu h>r cHorv tongu^; * 

Wh'f foiled an I’mperor's ea^^vr <i’irst ? 

'\'oiu J.adv, forced to year 
Those rnde halnlimc^Us, and re At 
Your he‘!ld m this dark laiv ! ” 

But wonder, pity, soon were quelled , 
•And in her face and mien 
The soul’s pure brightness he beheld 
Without a veil between ; 

He loved, ho lioped , — .a lioly flame 
Kindled ’mid r.ipturoiis tears , 

The p.iS'siori of a inoinent came 
As on the wSigs of years. 

“ Such buuniy is no gilt t)f chance,” 
Exclaimed he; ” righteous Heaven, 
Preparing ycui* deliverance. 

To me the charge haUi given. 

The Czar full tift iti words and deeds 
.• Is stormy and self-willed ; 

But, when the Lady Catlicriiic pleads. 
His violence is stilled. 


had 


more than mighty charigi' 
j Arnazeinoiit rose to pain. 

; And niy's excess produced a fear 
Of something void and vam ; 
’Twas when the Parents, who 
>■ mourned 
, So long the Ifist as dead. 

I 15( lu-Jd th«Mr only Child returned, 
j Tlio h'.u-.i hold floor to tread. 

; S«iou gratitude gave way to love 
i Within the Maiden' s» breast : 

. Helivered and l)oli\ei’er iiu»vt; 

I In bridal gaL'ineiils dresl ; 

, Meek Catherine had her own reward , 
I The Czar bi'stowed a dower ; 
j And universal Mc)scow shared 
; Tin* triumidi of tliat hour. 


Flower*' strewed the ground ; the nuptial 
feast 

Was Jield with costly state; 

And there, 'rnid many a noble gue.st. 
The b'oster pan nts sate ; 

ICncouraged by the imperial eye,^ 

They shrank nut into shade ; 

Gr^at was their bliss, the lionour high 
To tliein and nature paid ! 

1830. 


INSCRIPTIONS 


I j planted by Beaumont’s and by Words- 

IN THE GROUNDS OF COLEORTON. THE * J. WOrth S haiuls. x i- 

SEAT OJ- StR.rfte*OROE BEAUMO.VT, 0^r >vwd thl- S»loilt Art With StUtllOUS 

BART., EEICESTERSHIRE ^ ^ have heard the Other's 

j pensive strains : 

The embow’ering rose; the acacia, and the : Devoted tniis, their spirits did unite 
pine, * ! By inlcreh in ge « )f knowledge and delight. 

Wil^not unwillingly their place resign; May Natur-’s kindliest powers sustain 
If but the Cedar thrive that near them 1 the Tree, 

stands* I And Love protect it from all injury t 
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\ 


Vlien its potent branches, wide out- 
V tijrown, ' 

Da^ieil'^Jic brow of this memorial S^one, 
rifere may some Painter sit in future days, 
Some future Poet inedilate Irs lays ; 

Not mindless of that distait age re- 
nowned ‘ I; 

When Inspiration hovered r o’er this I 
ground, 1 ! 

The haunt of him who sang Kimv sperr 
uiul shield I 

In civil conflict met on Hosw\rtli -field ; 
And of that famous Youth, full soon re- 
moved 

From earth, perhaps by Shakspcare’sself 
approved, 

Fletcher’s Associate. Jonson’s Friend 
beloved. 

IT - 

IN A (-.Alilirv OF Tin. SAMK 

Oft is the medal f.iithfiil to it*, trust 
When temples, columns, towers, are laid 
ill dust ; 

And ’lis a common ordinance of fate 
That things obscure and small outlive th(‘ 
great : 

Hence, when von mansion and the 
flowcTV trim 

Of this fair garden, and its allevs dun. 
And all its stately trees, aie passeil aw.iv, 
This little Niche, unconscious ot decav, 
Pcrcli.iiice may .still survive. And be it 
known 

Thai it was scooped within the living 
stone, — 

Not by the sluggish and ungrateful pains 


In thetast sanctity of fame is laid. 

— ^Therc, though by right the excelling 
Painter sleep ^ 

Where Death and Glory a joint sabbath 
keep. 

Yet not the less his Sp’fit would hold dear 
Self-hidden praisa^^ and^ Friendship's 
private tear/^ 

Hence, ry* my patrimonial grounds, have I 
Raised this frait tribute to his memory ; 
From youth a zealous follf-^ver Art 

Fhat he professed ; attached to him in 
heart : 

Admiring, ?iOving, and vfrth grief oi'de 
Feeling ivhat fi^ngland lost when - 
nolds died. 

l-V' 

FOR a'sFAT in the OROVKS OF COLEORTCfN 
Bi- vEATif yon eastern ridge, the 'craggy 
bound. 

Rugged and high, of Charnwood’s -forest 
ground 

Stand yet, but. Stranger ! hidden from 
thy vJew, 

The ivied iPuins of forlorn (5 rack Dieu ; 
first a religious Hou.se, which day and 
nigjit *' 

With hymns resounded, and the chanted 
rite : 

And when those rites had ceased, the 
Spot gave birth ^ 

To honourable Men of various worth : 
Then*, on the margin of a streamlet wild. 
Did Francis Beaumont sport, an eager 
child; 

Of labourer plodding for hi^ daily gams, i There, under shadow of the neighbouring 
But by an industry that wrought in love ; | rocks. • 

With help from female hands, that ; Sang youthful tales of shepherds 
proudly strove j their flock.s : * 

To aid tlm work, what lime tlrcse walks I'nconscious prelude to heroic themes, 
and bowers ; Heart-breaking tears, and melancholy 

Were* shaped to cheer dark winter’s i dreams 

j Of slighted love, and scorn, and jealous 


lonely hours. 


Ill 


rage. 


{ With which his genius shook the buskined 

WRITTEN AT THE REyiM-ST .‘^IR GEORCiE ' stage. 

BEAUMONT, BART., AND IN His NAME, i Communities are lost, and Empires die, 
FOR AN UkN, PLACED BY HIM AT THE Aiid tilings of holy use unhalluwed lie ; 
TERMINATION A NEWLY-PLANTED j Theyperisli ;—but the Intellect coii Taise, 
^ 1. ^ From airy words alone, a Pile that ne'er 

decays. 


AVENUErA SAME GROUNDS 

Ye Lime-trees, ranged before this h&l- 
Jowed Urn, 

Shoot forth with lively power at Spring's 
return ; 

And be not slow a stately growth to rear 
Of pillars, branching off from year to year. 
Till they have learned to frame a dark- 
some aisle ; — 


z8o8. 


WRITTEN W'lTH A PENCIL UPON A STONE 
IN THE WALL OF THE HOUSE <AN OUT- 
HOUSE), ON THE ISLAND AT GRAS- 
MERE » 


That may recal to mind that awful Pile i Rude is this Edifice, and Thou ha^'t Seeo 
Where Reynolds, 'mid our country's j Buildings, albeit rude, that have main* 
noblest dead, ‘ tained 


‘4 



Proportions more harmonious, and ap- 
proached 

To closer fclli3wship with ideal grace. 
But take it in gLX)d part : — alas ! the poor 
Vitruvius of our village had no help 

t A. /''I' - - 


Know, if thou grudge not to prolonp/t 
rest, 7 

That on the summit whither ttf6if9!art 
bound. 

A geogra jhic Labourer pitched his tent, 


From the gfeat CiL:f^ never, upon leaves \yiih boJAts supplied and instruments of 


A'luiu tiic grcni ijievci, leave's 

Of red Morocco folioSaw displayed, 

In long succession, pr^existiiirg ghosts 
Of Beauties yet iinlx»rii~the rustic L^>dge 


AiiilqiiP, affrl Cottage wiih verandah Week a . 


To meas'^re height and distance d lonely 
tasl-l 


graced. 

Nor lacking. fit companv, alcove, 
i4ri«n*hou''.e, sheH-gro^, anil moss-lined 
hermitage. 


week pursued ! — ^To him was 


gi\ en 

I'ull mam- a glimpse (but sparingly be- 
stowed 

On timid man) t)f Nature's processes 


Thou scr'st a homely Pile, j'ft to these ITp<iii the exaltf*il lulls. He made report 


walls 

ThcAt^if.'r comes fR the snow-storm, and 
* here m 

The devv-ilnipped lamb finds shelter f.*'>m 
the wind. 

AtnJ hitl#:*r d*K*s one Poet sometinies row 
His pinnace, a sniall vagrant barge, up- 
piled • I 

With ]>l»‘iitthus * store of^ heath and 
” withew'd'frrfl, ^ 

(A lading which li-- with Ink s cklc cuts. 


That once, while tlii'rc he ])lied his studi- 
ous work 

Within that canvas Dwelling, colours, 
lines. 

And the whole surface of the out-spread 
map. 

Hecamc invi'^ible : for all around 

Had darkness fallen — iirillircateiied, un- 
pnK'bumed — 

.\s if the- golden dav itself had been 

KxtiTigiii'-Iied in a moment : total gloom. 


Among the mount?^iiis)^and beneath this In which he sale alone, with unclosed 
roof ^ c> eves. 

He make's his summer couch, and here at Upon the blinded mountain’s silent top : 

noon .* 1813. 

I^reads out his limbs, while, yet unshorn, 

‘ ^ the Sheep, VIl 

Panting benoath the burthen of their vkRixTrv win. a s..Ari; pi scil upon a 

WOi)I, , STONF, TIIL LAROI SI OK IIKAP 

Lie round him, even as If they were a part , ulskrtko qoarry. 

Of his_^o\vii^ Household : nor, while irom one of tuf. islands at kvdal 

He looks, through the open door-place. Stranger ! this hillock of mis-shapcn 
toward the lake stones j *■ 

And to the stirring breezes, does he want ^ Ruin sjiared or made by time. 

Creations lovely as the work oi sleep— perchance thou rashly deem st, 

Fair sights, mid visions of romantic joy ! the Cairn , ^ ... ... 

® •• Of some old British Chief : tis nothing 

yj » more 

' Then the rude embryo of a little Dome 

WRITTEN WITH A SL.ATE PENCIL ON A Qj- Pleasure -lioiise, once destined ter be 
StONE,,ON THE SIDE OF THE MOUN- bllilt 

TAIN OK BLACK COMB Among tho birch-trees of this rocky isle. 

Stay, bold Adventurer; rest awhile thy But, as it chanced. Sir William having 
lim'bs learned ^ 

On this conimodious Seat I for much re- That from the sf!^T«,jfW^u]l-grown man 
mains , might \vade. 

Of hard ascent before thou reach the toi.**And make himself a freeman of this spot 
Of this hugg Eminfiiice, — from blackncs^ |I«\t any hour he chose, the prudent Knight 
name^, '• ■ Dcsistetl, and the (piarrv and the mound 

And, to far -travelled storms sea and ! Are monuments of his unfinished task. 

land, -The block on which these lines are 

A favourite spot of tournament and war ! . traced, perhaps, 

' But thee may no ^uch boisterous visitants Was once selected as the corner-stone 
lii^lest ; may gentle breezes fan thy brow ; Of that intended Pile, which would have 
And neither doud conceal, nor misty air ! bee.i 

Bedim, the grand terraqueous spectacle, . Some quaint odd plaything of elaborate 
centre to circumference, unveiled ! I . skill. 
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So 1 guess, the linnet and the thrush, 
Ai^lgher little builders who dwell here, 
Hii.^ndered at the work. But blame 
him not. 

For old Sir William was a gcntr- Knight, 
Bred in this vale, to which he an lertahi^d 
With 9JI his ancestry. Then 1 peace to 
him, , 

And for the outrage which he ha\^ devised' 
Entire forgiveness ! — But if thoy art one 
On fire with thy impatience to become 
An inmate of these mountains, — if, dis- 
turbed 

By beautiful conceptions, thou hast 
hewn 

Out of the quiet rock the elements 
Of thy trim Mansion destined schmi to 
blaze 

In snow-white splendour, — think again ; 
and, taught 

By old Sir William and his quarry, leave 
Thy frjigments to the bramble and the 
rose ; 

There let the vernal slow-warm suii him- 
self, 

And let the redbreast hop from stone to 
stone. 

ifioo. 

vni 

In these fair vales hath many a Tree 
At Wordsworth’s suit been spared ; 
And from the builder’s hand this Stone, 
For some rude beauty of its own. 

Was rescued by the Bard : 

So let it rest ; anil time will come 
When here the tender-hearted 
May heave a gentle sigh for him. 

As cme of the departed. 

1830. 


Shall he frequent these precincts ; locked 
no more -• 

In earnest converse with beloved Friends. 
Here will he gather stores of ready bliss, 
As from the beds and b Orders of a garden 
Choice- flowers are -'s;athei-ed I But, if 
Power may spring 

Out of a* farew* il yearning — favoured 
more ^ 

Than kindred wislies mated suit^iy^ 
With vain regrets — the Exile would con- 
sign ^ 

This Walk, his laved possession, 
care 

Of those p'lre Minds that reve'-ence the 
Muse. ^ i82f>. 

• 1 - •- *■ 
lNS''Rll*TIONS SUPPOSED TO TIE P'. UND 
IN AND NEAR A HERMIT’s CELL 

1818 

X 

1 

Hopes what are they ?-— Beads of morn- 
'll? 

Strung on slf^idcr blades o. g^ss ; 

Or a spider’s web adorning 
In a strait and t*-eacherous pass. 

What are 'fears but voices airy? 
Whisjienng harm where harm is not ; 
And deluding the ifhwary 
Till the fatal bolt is shot ! ' 

What is glory ? — in the socket 
.See hf>w dying tapers fare ! 

What is pride ? — a wliizzing rocket 
TJiat would emulate a star. 

What is friendship ? — do not trust her. 
Nor the vows which she has made ; 
Djarnonds dart their brightest lustre 
From a palsy-shaken head. 


IX 

The massy Ways, carried across these 
heights 

By Koman perseverance, arc destroyed. 

Or hidden under ground, like sleeping 
worms. 

How venture then to hope that Time will 
spare 

This humble ^ 4 et <in the moun- 

tain’s side 

A Poet’s hand first shaped it ; and the 
steps 

Of that same Bard — repeated to and fro 

At morn, at noon, and under moonlight 
skies 

Through the vicissitudes of many a 
year — 

. Forbade the weeds to creep o’er its grey 
line. 

' No longer, scattering to the heedless 

, winds 

' :Tbe vo^ol raptures of fresh poesy, / ,, 


What is truth ? — a staff rejected ; 
Duty ? — an unwelcome clog ; 

Joy ? — a moon by fits reflected 
In a swamp or watery bog ; 

Bright, as if through ether steering. 
To the Traveller’s eye It shone : 

He hath hailed it re-appearing — 

And as quickly it is gone ; 

Such is Joy — as quickly hidden. 

Or mis-shapen to the sight, 

/nd by sullen weeds forbidden 
To resume its native 'Ijght. ^ 

What is youth ? — a dancing' billow, 
(Winds behind, and rocks b^efore f) 
Age ? — a drooping, tottering willow 
On a flat and lazy shore. 

What is peace ? — when pain is over, ' 
And love ceases to rebel, 

Lei the last faint sigh discover 
That precedes the passing-knell I 
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XI 

INSCRIBED UPON A ROCK 


Pause, Travellei ' whosoe’er thou be 
Whom chance maV’Oeati to this retreat. 
Where silence yiel^ .^eluctai^ly 
Even to the fleecy straggler's bleat ; 

t voice Tm what iiiy han^ shall trace. 
And fear not lf\st an idle sound * 
Of wi»rds unsuited to the j)lace 
'?)M^b its solitude pi^dound. 

I saw this Uock. while vernal air 
Blew softly o’er the russet htath, • 
a Monuinvit as fair 

As CTurch or^abbey fiirnilSieth.^ ^ 

tJnsflllied did it meet the dav, • 
Like marble, white, like ether, pure ; 
As^f, breath, some hero lav, 

H(Jnoured with costliest sejiiiltiirc. 

My fancy kindled as I gazed ; • 

And, ever as^he lun shone*b#-th. 

The flattered struct ure glisi#;;ned, blazed, 
AndUceincd the proudest thing on earth. 

But frost had reared the gorgeous Pile 
IJnsoundh''* those which Fortune builds — 
To underiniiie with secret guile, 

^pped l)y the very beam that gilds. 

And, wink* I gazed, with sudden shock 
Fell the whole Fabric to the gi'oijtid ; i 
And iiakeil left this dripping Hock, | 
With shapeless ruin siiread around I j 


PaAihing Summer hath no 
To consume this crystal W 
Kains, that make each rill 
Neither sully it nor swell. 

Tiius. d||^ honouring nc^ her station, 

; Would n^y Life present to Thee, 

• GracjoiiF^.Gi>d, the pure oblation 
^Of diviin: tranquillity I 

XIV 

V 

Not seldom, clad in radiant vest. 
Deceitfully goes forth the Morn ; 

Not seldom Evening in the west 
Sinks* smilingly forsworn. 

The smoothest seas will sometimes prove, 
To the contiding Bark, untrue ; 

And, if she trust the stars above. 

They ran be treacherous l<io. 

The iindir.igeousOdk, in pomp outspread. 
Full oft, when storms the welkin rend. 
Draws lightning down upon the head 
It promised to ilefend. 

Blit Thou art true, incarnate Lord, 

Who didsi vouchsafe hir man to die ; 
Thy smile is sure, 'fliv plighted word 
No change can falsity 1 

I bent befi>re Thv gracious throne, 

And asked for ]>eace on suppliant knee; 
And peace was given, — nor peace alone. 
But faith sublimed to ecstasy ! 

XV 
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III 


FOR THE SPOT WHERE THE lIFRMITAGE ^ 

STOOD o.v ST. Herbert's island, 

DERWENT- WATER 


Hast thou seen, with flash incessant. 
Bubbles gliding under jee. 

Bodied forth an^jl evanescent, 

No one knows by what device ? 

Such iJi'C thoughts I — A wind-swept 
meadow 

Mimicking a troubled sea. 

Such is life : and death a shadow 
From the rock eternity ! 

XIII 

NEAR THE SPRING OF THE HERMITAGE i 

• , w 

Troubled!* long with warring notions 
Long impatient of Thy rod, * 

I resign my soul's emotions 
Unto Thee, mysterious God ! 

What avails the kindly shelter 
Yielded by this craggy rent. 

If mv spirit toss and welter 
Oa toe waves of discontent ? 


If thou in the dear love of some one 
Friend 

Hast been so happy that thou know’st 
what thoughts 

Will sometimes lu the hgppiiiess of love 
Make the heart sink, then wilt thou 
reverence 

This quiet spot ; and, Stranger ! not un- 
moved 

Wilt thou behold this shapeless heap of 
stones, 

The desolate riiins^<.i' ♦jfTHerbert’s Cell. 
Here stood his threshold ; here was spread 
I the ro<if 

Vhat sheltered him, a scdf-secluded Man, 
After long exercise in social cares 
And oiliccs humane, intent to adore 
The Deity, with undistracted mind, 

And mcdilate on everlasting things. 

In utter solitude. — But he had left 
A Fellow -labourer, whom the good Man 
loved 

As^is ewn soul. And. when with eye 
upraised 


SELECTIONS FROM CHAUCER 


To^^aveu he knelt before the crucifix, 
'Whi^p’fT the lake the cataract of Lodorc 
Pealea to his orisons, and when he paced 
Along the beach of this small isle and 
thought 

Of his Coinpaiiioii, he would nVay that 
both \ 

(Now that thc’ir earth Iv duties! were ful- 
filled) \ 

Might die in the same muiiicrit.\ Nor in 
vain 

So praved he : — as our chronicles reyiort, 
Thoimh here tlie Hermit iniinbered his 
last day 

Far from St. C'uthhert liis beloved Friend, 


Those holy Men both died in the same 
hour. 1800. 

XVI 

ON THE BANKS OF A.ftOCKY STREAM 

Behold an emblem of our human mind 
Crowded ^wiLli tj^iughts that need a 
settled home; 

Yet. like tp^eddviiig balls ^ foami 
Within thfs' whirlpool, tluJy ca^ other 
chase 

Round and round, and neither find^ ^ 
An outlet nor a Kestjiig-]dace ! cr '^- ' 
Stranger, if such disquietude be thine. 
Kill on thy knees ami sue for help divine. 


SELECTIONS FROM' CHAUCfiR 


MODE RNJSKH 
I 

THE PRIORESS' TALE 
“ Call up him who left half tfild 
The story of Canibii'^c.irj bold.’* 

In the followiiu' P^H;Ul no fwllior drviation 


F»)r she Jicrself is honour, and^jlhe root 
Of gooduc-is, next her Son, our soul's best 
^ bool. 


■ v.aii up nim wrio leir u.iii loiu 

The story of Canibusc.irj bold.” O Mother J^aid 1 O Maiu awd Mother 

In the followiiu' P^H;Ul no fwllior drviation free ! 4. 

from the ori un.d h.is bfon iiud(.‘ than WAS nere'.- O bush linburnt ! |nirning in Moses’ 
sary for ttu- lluent reiicluiy and inst.'inl uiuler- . sighU! 

standuif? of the Author,- so much, h.nvevei, ; That down didst ravish from flie Deity, 
Sp«!“lf?D%ri;n™cuti“rtnit Hiat did 


be removed, and its place supplied with as lutle flight . , . 

iricongiiiity as possible. The anci<*nt acevnt , Hpon Ihv heart, whence, through thal 
has been letained in a few c<mj unctions, a*? aho , glory's might, 
and ahvdy, from a conviction that such spritik- : Conceivetl was the Father’s sapience, 
liri^s of antiquity would be admitted, by persons , to tcll it in thy rcvcrcnce ! 

of taste, to have a graceful accordanc«; w-ith the : 
ii subject. Tlie herce Ijigotry of the Prioress IV 

forms a fine back-ground for her tender-hearted r a 

.ympathie. with tfieMothrr and Child; and the thy magnificence, 

mode in whicli the story is told amply atones "Virtue, arid thy great humility, 

lot the extravagance of the miracle. Surpass all sciiencc and all utterance ; 

^ 1 Ftir sometimes. Lady ! ere. men pray to 

“ O Lord our Lord ! how wondrously," 1 Thou Roest before in thy beniRnity, 

,, (^tiolh she) , I The light to us vouchsafing of thv prayer,-- 

Thv name in this large world is spread i To be our guide unto thv Son so dear, 
abroad ! I ' 

For not alone by men of dignity | v 

Thy worship is performed and precious ! My knowledge is so weak, O blissful - 
laud ; ! Queen ! 

But by the mouths of children, gracious ! To tell abroad thy mighty worthiness, ■. s 
God ! ^ ^ I That I the weight of it sustain,; ' 

Thy goodness is set forth; they when 'Hut as a child of twelvemonth old or less. 

they lie 7 * That Jahoureth his language' to express, ' 

Upon the breast thy name do glorifyiTi Even so fare I ; an/i there|ore. 1 thee[;' 

II I prav, r « 

Wherefore in praise, the worthiest that 1 i Guide thqu my song which I ol thee shall, 
rnav, j ^ • 

JeRii ' of thee, and the white Lilv -flower j v* ». 

Which did thee bear, and is a Maid for ' There was in Asia, ids^a mighty town, / 
aye, *Mong Christian folk, a street wh£re *' 

tell a story I will use my poira ; I Jews might be, 

,.^ot tliat 1 may increase her honoiu-’s ; Assigned to them and given them for . 
.7 5 . dower, , . , . ,j their own • • , 


THE PRIORESS* TALE 


43X 


By a great Lord, fgr gain and usury. 
Hateful to Christ and to his company : 
r And through this street who list might 
ride and wend ; • 

Free was it, and unbarred at either end. 

A little school of Chr'stian people stood 
Down at the farther eltd, in which there 
»were jt-v • 

A nest of uiildrcn come of Christ Am 
blood. 


Thfs oftentirT’c^, that he might be* at^se. 
This child did him beseech on hi 'bare 
knees. ^ 

• XII 

His Schsolfeilow, who^elder was than he. 
Answered him thus : — * This song, I 
haw heard gav. 

Was fashioned for our blissful Lady free ; 
Her lo ■ alute, and also her to pray 
To be c ur help upon uur dving day r 
If there is more in this, 1 know it hot ; 


TTi^gMearned iiT that schooUIrom year to Song do I learn, — small grammar I have 
year • ' 1 got.’ 

Such sort of doctrine as men iisM there, j 

That is to say. to sing ancf read al^i, ! * xiir 

As children «n their, childliood do. | • And is this song fashioned in reverenu 

i Of Jesu's Mother ! ’ said this Innocent ; 

’ ‘ Now, eertes, I will use my diligence 
1\» con it all ore Christmas-tide be spent ; 
AltliDiigh I for inv Primer shall be shent. 
And shall be beaten tliree times in an hour. 
Our Lady I will praise with all my 
pow'cr.’ 


» viii , I 

‘ Among these ^ildrcn was a Widow'’s 
sone 

A nttle scholar, scarcclv seven venrs old. 
Who day by day unto this schdbl ha|h . 
^ gone, • « ; 

?And eke, yli^n he the imimeMid behold . 
Of Jesu's Mother, as he hrad been told, ' 
This vliild was wont to kneel adown and 


say - - ^ 

Ave Marttet as he goeth by the, way. 


s Widow 


IX 

thus her 


. His Schoolfellow, whom he had so be- 
j sought, 

As they went homeward taught him 
j privily, 

* And then he sang it well and fearlessly, 
little Son hath , From word to word according to the 
note. : 

Twice ill a day it passed through his 
throat ; 

Homeward and schoolward whensoe'er 
he w'pnt. 


Our bn^fiil Lady, Jesu’s Mother de ar. 

To worship aye, and he forgat it nciU; 

Fcfr simple infant hath a ready ear. 

Sweet is^he holiness of youth : and hence, ^ __ ^ 

Calling to mind this matter when I may, ! On Jesu’s Mother fixed was his intent. 
Saint Nicholas in my presence standeth ' 

aye, ! xv ^ 

For he so youug to Christ did reverence. ; Through all the Jewry (this before said I) 
X * i This little Child, as he came to and fro. 

This little Child* while in the school he i S"'* "y* 

• , (T Alma Redcmptoris ! high and low : 

.Hisftiraerconningwith an earnest cheer. sweetness of Christ’s Mother pierced 

The whilst the rest their anthem-book a . * u * 

repeat ! heart, that her to praise, to her to 

The Alma Redemptoris did he hear ; ! „ P^ay, - 

And as he duist he drew him near and j cannot stop ^ singing by the way. 
near.,>., 

And hearkened to the words and to theJ 

note. Serpent, Satan, our first foe, that 

Till the firsf^verse b« learned it all by rot^ la hath 

• I His wasp’s nest in Jew^’s heart, up- 

* ^ I swe'led — ‘ O woe, 

.This Latin knew he nothing what it said, | O Hebrew people. ! ’ said he in his wrath, 

■ For he too tender was of age to know ; ■ * Is it an honest thing ? Shall this be so? 


But his co m^ de he repaired, and 
^ prayed " 

Tnat he the meaning of this song would 
show. 

And Unto him declare why men sing so ; 


That such a Boy where’er he lists shall go . 
In your despite, and sing his hymns and 
saws. 

Which is against the reverence of oiir ' 

laws I * . 




T?( 
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XVII ^ ‘ XXII 

^hat day forward have the Jews' She asketh, and she pjteouslf’ doth pray 
^Wispired i To every Jew that dwelleth iii that place 

Out of the world this Innocent to chase ; To ttjll her if her child iMid passed that 
And to this end a Homicide they hired, • i way; ^ 

That in an alley hud a privy plCe, j They all wsaid — Nay ; l^t Jesu of his grace 
And, as the Child ’gan to the school to (iave ti) her thmightythat in a little space 
pace. ' ! She for hei*-S()n in /hat same spot did cry 

' This cruel Jew him seized, and held liini '» Where lie was ca^ into a pit hard by. 

fast I 1 • ^ 

^ And cut his throat, and in a pit linii cast. | ^ xxiii 

I O thou great God that dej^t perform thy 

I say that him into a pit th«y tlirew, ; g .““‘thg of Iimoconts. lo ! herf thy 
A loathsome pit, whence noisome scents ^ might ■ 

exhale ; ,, , . ' Ttiis gem o/ chastity, this cmeraki, 

O cursed folk ! away ye Herods new 1 eke of martvrdoiil this ruby He' lit. 

What may your ill intentions vou .avail ? i ^v^,prc with iiiaugled-throat lie lay 

Murder will out ; certes it will not f.uJ ; •upright • 

Know, that the honour <«f high tiod may i Alina Redetnptoris 'gaii to sing 

T'u ^ , , I So loud, that with Ins voice the place did 

The blood cries out tin yoiir iU’Citrscd « 


deed. 


ring. 


XIX I XXIV, , 

O Martyr ’stablished in virginity ! ' The Christ ifm'^olk that tkrorghtJthe Jewry^ 

Now may’st thou sing for a^’e before the . ,, went , 

throne, ' tome to the spot jj! wonder at the thing ; 

Following the Lamb celestial.” quoth she, ' hastily they for 'ihe Provost sent ; 

' . . Immediately lie came, not tarrying. 

And praiseth Christ that is our heavenly 
King, ^ 

And eke his Mother, honour of Mankind 5 


“ Of which the great ICvaiigehst, Saint 
John, 

In Patinos wrote, who saith of them that 

eo 

Before the Lamb singing continually. 
That never dcshly woman they did know. 


Now this poor widow w'aitetli all that 
night 

After her little Child, and he came not ; 

Fqr which, by earliest glimpse of inoniiiig 
light. 

With face all jialc with dread and busy 
thought. 

She at the School and elsewhere him hath 
sought. 

Until thus far she learned, that he had 
been 

In the J cws’ street, and there he last was 
, seen. 


With Mother’s pity m her breast'enclosed 
She goeth. as she ivere half out of her 
mind, i 

To every place wherein she hath sup- 
posed 

By likelihood her little Son to find ; 

And ever on Christ’s Mother meek and 
kind 

' She cried, till to the Jewry she was 
brought, 

■*nd him among the accursed Jews she 
sought. 


Which done, he bade that they Jews 

ishfiiilrl iiinrl 


should hind. 

^ XXV 

This Child with piteous lamentation then 
Was taken up, singing his song alwiiy ; 
And with procession great and pomp of 
men 

To the next Abbey him they bare away ; 
His Mother swooipng by the body lay; 
And scarcely could the pkoople that were 
near 

Remove this second Rachel from the bier. 

XXVI 

Torment and shameful death to every 
one 

This Provost doth for those bad Jews 
ju'cpare 

That of this murder wist, and that anon : 
buch wickedness his judgments cannot 
^ spare ; - . , 

Who will do evil, evil shall ne^ bear ; 
Them the^fore with wild horses did be 
draw. 

And after that he hung them by tl^e law. 

xxvilik , 

Upon his bier this Innocent doth lie 
BcTore the altar while the Mass doth last : 
The Abbot with his convent’s company 
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5 >/ 


Then sped themselves to bury him full 
fast ; * 

And. when they holy water on him cast. 
Vet spake this Child when sprinkled was 
the water. 

And sang, O Alma- Redempions Mater/ 
XXV141 • 

This ^bbp^yjor he was a ht\Jy man. 

As all Monks are, or surely ought to be. 
In supplication to the Child began 
Tl^^s saving. ‘O dear Cliil^ J I summon 

In virtue of the holy Trinity 
Tell UK' the cause why thou dl)st sing this 
Jwmn, • 

Since that thy throat is cut, it do^i 
»seom.* . 


I XX xm V 

! Eke the whole Convent on the pa’ ^ment 
! la>-, ^ . 

Weeping and praising Jesu’s Mother 
I * dear ; 

: And after that they rflse, and took their 
] way, 

■ And lifted up this Martyr from the bier, 

•And in a tomb of precious marble dear 
- Kriclost.l his uncurnipted body sweet. — 
. Where’er he be, tiod grant us him to 
j meet ! 


‘ Mv throat is cut tin in the bone, I trow,’ 
Said this vouiigaChild, ‘ and byothe law' 
of kmd. ^ 

' I should l^vj diicl, yea mafiy^hours ago ; 
But Jesus Christ, a« in the^books ye find. 
Wilrthat his glory last, and be iri iuind ; 
And, for the w'orsftip cd his Mother dear. 
Yet may*I sing, O Alma ! loua and clear. 


XXXIV 

I Vouiig Hew of laiicoln ! in like sort laid 
' fow 

* By cursed Jews — thing well and widely 
\ known, 

' For it was d«>iie a little while ago — 

I Prav also thou for us. while here we tarry 

■ Weak sinful folk, that Ciotl, W'lth jiityiiig 

■ eve. 

In mercy would liis iiiercv multiplv 
; On us, for reverence of his Motfa^ 
j Mary ! ” 

II 

!THE CUCKOO AND THE NTGHTIN- 
1 Cl ACE 


^'Thiswellof mercy, Jesu’s Mother sweet. ' The God of Love— a/i, benedfciic / 

After mv knowledge 1 have loved alw y ; ' How mightv and how great a Lord is he I 
And in the hour when I my death did meet i’^r he of low hearts can make high, of 
To me she came, and thus to me dic^ay, ' , , , , , , . 

“ Thou in thy dying sing this holy layi” ' He can make low, and unto death bring 
As ye hav'C h^rd ; and soon as I had sung | = 


Metliuught she laid 
tongue, 


a grain -jpon my 


; And hard hearts he can make them kind 


and free. 


.XXXI 

‘ Wherefore. I sing, n«r can trom song 
' refrain, • ^ 

In honour of that blissful Maiden free. 
Till from my tongue off-taken is the grain ; 
And after that thugrsaid she unto me ; : 
** My little Child, tlien will I come for thee | 
Soon as the grain from off thy tongue* 
they take : 

Be not dismayed, I will not thee forsake !" ’ 

XXXXX .| 

This holy Monk, this Abbot — him mean^ft 
Touched then his toftgue,' and took away ' 
the grain ; * 
i^e gave up the gl 
AnoT when the Abbot had this wonder 


Ancyie gave up the ghost full peacefully 

seen. V 

His salt tears trickled down like showers 
# of rain ; 

And on his face he dropped upon the 
ground, 

AttfS still he lay as if he had been bound. 


Within a little time, as hath been found. 

He can m.ikc sick folk whole and fresh 
and sound : 

'Them w'ho arc whole in body and in mind. 

He can make sick, — bind can he and 
unbind 

All that he will have bound. Of have 
unbound. 

To tell his migHt- "tnST wit may not 
suffice ; 

Foolish men he can make them out of 
wise 

For he may do all that he will devise ; 

Loose livers he can nidke abate their vice. 

And proud hearts can make tremble in a 
trice. , 

IV 

In brief, the whole of what he will, h« 
ma3^ : 

Against 'him dare not any wight say nay ; 



Toviumble cjt afflict whome’er he Will, 

To K^dden or to grieve, he hath like 

^ill : 

But '\kiost his might he sheds on the eve 
of May. 

• V * 

For every true heart, gentle heart and 
free, « 

That with him is, or Ihiiiketh co to be,' 

Now against May shall have som? stirring 
— whether 

To joy, or be it to some mourning : never 

At other time, niethinks, in like degree. 


If I perchance a Nightingale might hear, 
For yet had I heard none, of«aIl that year, 

! And it was then the third night of the- 
, '-May. 

I 5?' 

And soon as 1 a glimpse of day espied. 
No longer 'would A in my bed abide, 

But straightway to a wood that was hard 
. by. ' 

Forth did I go, alone and fearlessly, 

' And hold the pathway dgwn by a brook- 
I side ; ' « '** 


For now when they may hear the small 
birds’ song. 

And sec the budding leaves the branches 
throng. 

This unto their rciiK'inbrance doth bring 
All kinds of pleasure mix’d with sorrow- 
ing ; 

And longing of sweet thoughts that ever 
* long. 

vii I 

And of that longing heaviness doth come. 
Whence oft great sickness grows of heart 
and home : , 

Sick are they all for lack of their desire ; 
And th US-ill May their hearts arc set on , 
fire. 

So that they burn forth in groat martyr- 
dom. ; 


Till to a lawn I came all white and green, 

I in so fair a one hacf never been. ' 

“Kie grofJud wnis green, wj'fh daisy ^dow- 
* clenid over ; 

Tall were the flowers, the grove a lofty 
Cfjver, « 

All green and white ; and nothing else 
i was seen. • 

j * ’ ^ XIV t IV *. ' 

'There sale T down among the fairiiresh 
flowers, r , 

And saw ?he birds come tripling from . 
' their bowers, 

Where they had rested them all night ; 
and they, 

Who were so joyful at the light of day, 

. Began to honour May with all their 
' pow’ers. 


In sooth, I speak from feeling, what 
though now 

Old am 1, and to genial pleasure slow ; 
Yet have I felt of sickness through the 
-May, 

Both hot and C':ld, and heart-aches every . 

day,— i 

How hard, alas I to bear, I only know. 


Such shaking doth the fever in me keep 
Througlt all this May that 1 have little 
ii^. sleep : 

t j i jA nd also ’tis not likely unto me, 

^^hat any living Jie. 9 rt shTjiild sleepy be 
In which Love’s dWx •. ics fiery point doth 
steep. 

X , 

But tossing lately on a sleepless bed, 

I of a token thought which Lovers heed ; 
How among them it was a common talc. 
That it was good to hear the Nightingale, 
'Xte the vile Cflckoo’s note be utterdd. 


And then I thought anon as it was day, 
1 gladly would go ^somewhere to essay 


Well did they know that service all by 
rote. 

And there was many and many a lovely 
note. 

Some, singing loud, as if they had com- 
plained ; ♦ ' ^ ♦ 

Some with their notes another manner 
feigned ; 

And some did sing all out with the full 

thrnat. • 


; They pruned themselves, and made them* 
I selves right gay, i ^ ’ • 

; Dancing and leaping lighiiipon the spray } 
! tvnd ever two and two together were, 
same as they had chosen for the year. 
Upon Saint Valeiitjac*s returding day. 


Meanwhile the stream, whose bank I sate 
upon. 

Was making such a noise as it ran ob i; ; 
‘ Accordant to the sweet Birds' harmony"; 
Methought that it was the best melody 
Which ever to man's ear a passage won. 
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XVIII 

And for but how I never wot, 

I in a slumber and a swoon was cauirht. 
Not all asleep and yet not waking wh*>llv ; 
And as I lay, the Cuckoo, bird unholy, 
Broke silence, or -T heard him in my 
thought. 

XIX* o 

Anff right upon a^tree fast by. 

And who was then ill satisfied but i ? 
Now, God, qin^th 1, that died upon the 
^ '^Vpod, , ^ 

From thee and thy base throat, keep all 
that’s good. 

Full little jov have I now of fhv cry- * 

•r- • 

• XX , ^ 

And^ as I withlhe Cuckoo thus 'gan cliide. 
Ill the next bush that was me fast beside. 

I heard Ihe lusty Nightingale so sing. 
TlAt her clear voice made a loud rioliiig, 1 
Echoing thorough all the grccli u'ond 
wide. • . ; 


Although I cannot quaver so in v'-ln 

As thou dost in thy throat, I wsit not ' 
how. 

XXV 

a!i men^rnay iinderst^^idiiig have of me. 

But, Nightingale, so may' they not of 
thee ; 

For thou hast many a foolish and quaint 
cry ; — 

Tlioii say'st Osb:i:, Osfe, then how may I 

Have knowledge, I thee pray, what this 
may be ? 

XXVI 

Ah, fool ! quoth she, wist thou not what 
it is ? 

Oft as I say Osf.e, Osee, I wis, 

Then mean I, th.it I should be wondrous 
fain 

That shamefully they one and all were 
slam, 

Whoever against Love mean aught amiss. 

XXVII 


■ ^ XXI 4 

Ah !• good sweet Nightingale ! tor -my 
heart’s cheer? • 

Hence h.ist thou stay’d a little while too 
long ; 

For we haxe had the sorry Cuckoo here, 

^nd she hath been before thee with her 
song ; 

Evil light on her ! she hath done me 
wrong. 


But hear yoa now a wondrous thing, I 
prav ; 

As long as in that swooning-fit I lav, | 

MctlioiJghl I wist right well what these j 
birci-s meant, I 

And had good^ knowing botti of their ] 
intent, 

• And of their speech, and all that they 
would «ay. 

X.X11I 

The Nightingale thus in mv hearing 
spj|Ee 

Good dtekoo, seek some other bush or 
brake, ' 

And, prithee, let us that can sing dwell 
here ; . » ^ 

For every wight ^dhbws thv song to hear, 

- Such unceuth singing verily dost thou 
make. • 

XXIV 

What ! quoth she then, what is’t that ails 
^ Vvv^ee now ? 

It Mems to me I sing as well as thou : ! 

, For mine's a song that is both true and i 
plain, — 


Aiiil would 1 tliat they all were dead. 
Who do not think m love their life to 
load ; 

For who IS loth the God of Love to obey. 
Is only fit to die. I dare well say. 

And for that cause Osee 1 cry ; take 
heed ! 

XXVIII 

Ay, ijiiolh the Cuckoo, that is a quaint 

l.iW, 

That all must love or die ; but I with- 
dr.iw. 

And t.ike mv le.ivc of nil such company. 
For mine inleiil it neither is to die. 
Nor ever while I live Love s yi'>ke to draw. 

XXIX 

For lovers of all folk that be alive, 

'J'hc most disquiet have, and least do 
thrive : 

Most feeling have of sorrow, woe and care. 
And the least welfare cometh ^ their 
share ; 

What need is there against the truth to 
strive ? 

What ! quoth she, thou art all out of thy 
mind, 

fThat in thv churlishness a cause cans't 
find 

To speak of Love’s true Servants in this 
mood ; 

For in this world no service is so good 
To every wight that gentle ii of kind. 


For thereof comes all goodness and all 
worth ; 


^SELECTIONS FROM CHAUCER 


All^^ntiless and honour thence come 
l^th ; 

Thener worship comes, content and true 
heart's plcasuic. 

And full-assured trust, joy without 


fresh cheerfulness, and 


measure. 

And jollity, 
mirth ; 

XXXIX 

And bounty, lowliness, and courtesy. 
And seemliness, and faitlifuL company. 
And dread of shame that will not do 
amiss ; 

For he that faithfully I.ove's servfmt is, 
Kather than be disgraced, would chu»e 
to die. 

XXXIII 

And that the very truth it is which I 
Now say — in such belief I’ll Jive and die ; 
And Cuckoo, do thou so, by niv advice. 
Then, quoth she, let me never hope for 
bliss, 

If with that counsel T do e’er comply. 

XXXIV 

Good Nightingale ! thou speakest won- 
dri>us fair. 

Yet for all that, the truth is found else- 
where ; 

For Love in young folk is but rage, I wis ; 
And Love in old folk a great dotage is ; 
Who most it usctli, him 'twill most im- 
pair. 

XXXV 

For thereof come all coiitrurics to glad- 
ness ; 

Thence sickness comes, and overwhelm- 
ing sadness. 

Mistrust and jealousy, despite, uebate. 
Dishonour, shame, envy importunate. 
Pride, anger, mischief, povert”, and 
madness. 

^ XXXVI 

LovingTs aye an office of despair. 

And one thing is therein which is not 
fair ; ^ 

For whoso getirfAln^’^'- a little bliss. 
Unless it alway sAy with him, I wis 


XXXVIl 

And, therefore. Nightingale ! do thou 
keep nigh. 

For trust me well, in spite of thy quaint 
cry. 

If long time from thy mate thou be, or 
far, 

.Thou'lt be as others that forsaken are ; 

'Then sbalt thou f^ise a clamaur as do 1. 


XXXVlII 

Fie, quoth she, on thy name, Bird ill 
•besecn ! 

The God of Love affiict thee with all teen. 
For thou art worse than mad a thousand 
fold ; 

For maiiye.a one hath virtues manifold. 
Who had been notlght, if Love had never 
been. , ^ 0 

' 

XXXiX 

For evcrmoi;'' his^ servants Love anjgr^; 

And he from every blemish them dc- 
•- f Glide til ; 

And maketh them to«burii, as in«9^,^re, 
loyalty, and worshipful-dcsire, 

And. when it likes him, joy enough Chem 
sendeth. 


lyioii Nightingale! thrv Cuckoo said, be 
still, r I 

For Love 'n& reason hathi^bu* his own 
will ; — 

For to th’ untrue he oft gives case and 
joy;,, * 

True lovers doth so bitterly annoy, 

He lets them perish through that griev- 
ous ill. - 


With such a master would I never be ^ 
For he, in sooth, is blind, and may not see', 
And knows not wlien he hurts and when 
he heals ; v 

Within this court full seldom Truth avails. 
So diverse in his wilfulncss is he. 


Then of the Nighlingale^ did T take note. 
How from her inmost heart a sigh she 
brought, * 

And said, Alas .' that ever I was bom. 
Not one word have I now, I am so for- 
lorn, — 

And with that word, she into tears burst 
out. m 


He may full soon go with an old iiian'sAAlas, alas ! my very heart will break, 
hair. 1 [ ^uoth she, to hear th,is churlish bird thus 

speak 


Of Love, and of bis holy services ; 

Now, Goa of Love ! thou help me in sonue- 
wise. 

That vengeance on this Cuckoo 1 may 
wreak. . 

From a manuscript in the Bodleian, as are 
also stanzas 44 and 45, which are necessary to 
complete the sense. 
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And so iiiethought I start('d iij) anon. ' And soon as sho had sung it to thvi end. 
And to the brook I ran and gol a sl»ine, ■ Now farewell, quoth she, for I heiwfe must 
Which at the Cuckoo hardilv I cas^, j wend ; 

And he for dread did fly away full fast ; ' And, Clod of Love, that can right well and 


And glad, in sooth, was T when he was j 
.KLVk 

An^Kri-rTSsru^', the Cuckoo, ever and ave. 
Kept crying, “Farewell ! — farewell. Pop- 
injay ! “ ^ 

scornful mocl^Tv M me ; 

And (Jii 1 limited him from tree to tree. 
Till he was far, all »uit of s^ght, awav. 


ma/. 

Send unto thee as mickle joy this day. 
As ever he to Lover vet did send. 


Thus lakes the Nightingale her leave of 
' me ; 

' I pray to CUtd with her always to be, 
j And joy ni I»«\'e to ’iciid her evermore ; 

! And ^hiehl ns from the Cuckoo and her 
I lt»re, 

„ I For there is not so false a bird as she. 

Then straigh4:way came the Nightiug;^. ; 
rne. » | 

And said, Forsooth, mv fri('iid, do I thank Forth then she flew, the gentle Nightin- 
the*, I - gale. 

Thfit thou wert near to rescue me ; and T<» all tin* Birds that Jixlged within that 
now. ^ * I ' dale. 

Unto the (Itxl of J.OVC T make a vow, | And gathered each and all into one place : 
lihat all tl)^s will thy^oAgstress be. 'And them b(‘Sf>ught to hear her doleful 

I case, 

AYid thus it was that she began her tale. 


XLVIl 

Well salistied, I tliaiikecf her, and she said, 
Bv this tliishap no longer be dismayed, 
'riioijgh thou the Cuckoo hoard, en; thou 
’ hcard'st me ; 

Vet if 1 li\'<' it shall amended be. 

When next May comes, if 1 am imt afraid. 


The Cuckoo— 'tis not well that I should 
hitle 

How she and I did each the other chide. 
And without ceasing, since it was day- 
light ; 

And now I i>ray you all to do me right 
Of that false Bird whom Love cannot 
abide. 


XLVIII 

And one thing will I counsel thee als6 ; 

The Cuckoo tigist not them, nor his Love’s 
saw ; 

All that she said is an outrageous lie. I Then spake one Bird, and full assent all 
Nay, nothiug shall me bring thcrebi, ' gave ; 

quoth 1. 1 This matter asketh counsel good as grave. 

For Love, and it hatlp done me mighty j For birds we are — all here togetlier 

' brought ; 

/Aid. m good sooth, the Cuckoo here is 
not ; 

And therefore we a Parliament w^l have, 

I.VI 

And thereat shall the Eagle be our Lord, 
names are on 


' XLIX 

Vea, hath it ? use, quoth she, this medi- 
cine ; 

This May-time, every 4ay before tlmu 
dine, 


Go look* on the fresh daisy ; then say I, ; And other Peep. ,>v’ho;je_ : 

Although for pain thou inay'st be like to ‘ record ; ^ ^ " 

die, jj A summons to the Cuckoo shall be sent, 


Thou wilt be eased, and less wilt drooj^And judgment there be given ; or that 
and piije. • ■ * !• intent 

.■* * Failing, we finally shall make accord. 


And mind always that thou be good and 
true, ’ ^ 

And 1 will sing one song, of many now, 
love of thee, as loud as I may cry ; 

And then did she begin this song full high, 
Beshrew all them that are in love un- 
true.*' 


And all this shall be done, without a nay. 
The morrow after Saint Valentine's day. 
Under a maple that is well besecn, 
Before the chamber -window of the Queen, 
At Woodstock, on the meadow green and 
gay. 
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She 


j**' * I, VIII - ! But, Lord, this simple Troilus was woe, 

ikM them ; and then her leave j Him thought his sorrowful heart would 


she 'took. 

And flew into a haw^thorn by that brook ; 

And there she sate and sung — upon thit 
tree— ' 

“ For term of life Love shall have hold of 
me ” — 

So loudly, that I with that song awoke. 

’Unlearned Book and rude, as well I know. 

For beauty thou hast none, nor eloquence, 

Who did on thee the hardiness bestow 
To appear before inv L idv ? but a sense 
Thou surely hast of her benevolence, 

W’hereof her hourly bearing proof doth 
give : 

For of all good she is the best alive. 

Alas, poor Book ! for thy unworlhinoss. 

To show to her some pleasant iiicanings 

\\Tit 

In winning words, since through her 
gentiless. 

Thee she accepts as for her service fit ! 

Oh ! it repents me I have neither wit 
Nor leisure unto thee more worth to give r 
For of all good she is the liest alive. 

Beseech her meekly with all lowliness. 

Though I be far from her I reverence, . 

To think upon mv truth and stedfastness, O cause of woe, that cause has been <jd 
And to abridge mv sorrow’s violence, I bliss .* 

Caused bv the wish, as knows your * Vet, since I may no better, would I kiss 
sapience, ! Thy cold doors ; but I dare not for this 

She of her liking proof to me would give ; ■ 

For of all good she is the best alive. 


break in two ; 

For \C‘heri he saw her doors fast bolted all. 
Well nigh for sorrow down he ’gan to fall. 

Therew'iih when this true Lover *gaii 
j behold* 

j,How shut was eveiEy window of the place, 
j Like, frost h^ thought his wos^'ey 

' ♦ cold ; ^ \ 

For which, with changed, pale, and 
deadly f^ce, •' ^ 

Without word uttfered, forth he ’gSSP'io 
pace ; 

And on his i<)urposc bent so fast to ride. 
That no wight his conIiinu|f,nce es];^d,. 

W,en said' he. thus, — O Paladc desolate ! 

O house of houses, once so richly dijjht ! 

■ O Palace einjUv and disconsolate ! 

, Thou lamp of which c.xtinguishA-l is the 
! ^ ligllt: • 

• OM*alace whilom dav thft now art night, 

I Thou ought's/ to fall aad I to die ; since 
slic ‘ ^ c- 

Is gone who held us both in sovereignty. 

O, of all houses odee the crowned boast ! 
I’alacc illumined with the sun *>f bliss ; 
O ring of which the ruby now is lost, 


Pleasure's Aurora. Day of gladsomeness ! 
Luna by night, with h€*,avenly influence 
Illumined ! root of beauty and grwjdnesse. 
Write, and allay, by your benclicence. 

My sighs breathed forth in silence — com- 
fort give ! ** 

Since of all good, you are the best alive. 

KXPLICIT 

III 

TROTLUS AND CRESIDA 


rout i 

Farewell, thou shrine of which the Saint 
is out ! 

• 

Therewith he cast on Pandarus an eye. 
With changed face, and piteous to behold ; 
And when he might his time arighi espy, - 
Aye as he rode, to Pandarus he told 
Both his new sorrow an^ his joys of old, 
So piteously, and with so dead a hu^ 
That every wight might on his sorrowrae. < 

I Forth from the spot he rideth up and 
down. 

And everything 4o his remember ^nce 
Came as he rode by places of the town 

Next rnorning-«s>«k< oegan to clear Where he Iiad felt such perfect pleasure 
His eves from sleep, at the first break of ' once 

day, yonder saw I mine ownXady dance, ■' 

And unto Pandarus, his own Brothei'; And in that Temple she with her bright 
dear. 

For love of God, full piteously did say. 

Wo must the Palace see of Cresida ; 

For sinc-e we yet may have no other feast. 

Let us behold her Palace at the least ! 


And therewithal to cover his intent 
A cause he found into the Town to go, 

; And they right forth to Cresid’s Palace 
V w^t i 

•vAV.;' . 


My Lady dear, first bound^e captive- 
wise, ‘ 

And yonder with joy-spiitten heart have.} 

Heard my own Cresid’s laugh i and o^ce'; 

at play ; 

I yonder saw her eke full blissfully ; 

And yonder once she unto me 'gan 
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Now, iriy sweet Troiliis, love me well, I AncJ of himself did he imagine oft 

A l. _ 


pray ! * 

And there so graciously did me behold. 


That he was blighted, pale, and v'Axen 
less > 


. That hers unto the death my heart I Ltold. Than he was wont ; and that in whispers 

So womanly, with voiw molot)i..ns WhvS ro'ilus hath all this heaviness ? 

SingiriB so weli, so gootUy, and so dear, ^11 Winch he of himself cmccited wholly 

TS:"'«^“<!uTd‘;""and r that ^’^yy -- melancholy. 

Vhice _ Another tunc he took into his head, 

™ took^unlc^hcr grace. 'piiat (‘very wiglit, who in the way passed 

■ ^ -f",* HadoVhim riitli. and fancied that they 

ffiocey have in Aienmev. ' , ‘ j { -j- „ jj ^ 

i ha*wearied me on ex ei v si.Us ^ ^ ^ j ■ , 

Moi then^ a book might make, aluslojj* ^ , j^> ^ ^ j ^ 

What need to seek a conquest over iin*. ' 1 ‘ i I 

• ."'’f As o. e tli.it staiidetl. betwixt ho,.c and 
Haot llTfiu thy own liegc subjects to 

destroy ? . ! * ’ 

Dread Lord * so fcarful wl^njirovoked. | “* 

I 'J i*<* (3ccasii>n ot his woe, as best he might ; 

Vnei^grVef wreaked on me bv pam , rn.i<k' a lilting song, of words but 

’ I Somewh.it his woef.U heart to make more 
desire . 


Dread Lord * so fcarful wl^njirovoked. | “* 

w.ii^ul'lV I'if*.. . K 1 .-„ I 'J he oce.ision ol his woe, as best he might ; 

^'^md^gdef*^ wreaked on me b\ pam, .,1.1(10 a luting song, of words but 

^""arjirP’ ’ Somewh.it his woef.U heart to make more 

plcasurcjs hist and ^vhen he was removed from all men’s 

9 chief ; .,.,,1,* 


And live and die I will in thy belief ; 
For which I ask for guerdon but one boon, 
, Cresida again thou send me s«>on. 

Constrain her heart as quicklv to return, 
As thou dost mine with longing her to stv. 


sight, 

W’ith a soft night voice, he of his Lady 
dear, 

That absent was. 'gan sing as ye may hear. 
O star, of W’hich I Irisl have all the light. 


Then know f well that she would not With n sore lieart well ought I to bewail, 
sojourn. That t‘ver dark in tonne.nt, night by 

Now, blissful Lord, so cruel do not be night, . , , 

Unto the blood of Troy, I pray of thee, Towar<.l my death with wind I steer and 
As Juno was unto the^Thcban blood. 


From wdienee t« Thebes came griefs in which upon the tenth night if thou 
multitude. | » 

» j With thv bright beams to guide me but 

And after this he to the gate did go i nne hnur. 


Whence Crcsid rode, as if in haste she i My ship and me Charvbdis will devour, 
was ; I 

And up and down tliere went, and to and | As soon as he this song had thus sung 


And to himself full oft he said, alas ! ! He fell again inif .Jhis , sorrows old ; 

From hence my hope, and solace forth : Aiidevery niglit, a^wasnis wont todo, 


through. 


did pass. id 

0 would the blissful God pow for his jo''A f. 

1 might heP see ajg&ifi coming to Troy ! j 

And up to yonder hill was I )}er guide ; 
Alas, and there I took of her my leave ; 
Yonder I saw her to her Father ride, 

. For very grief of w'hich my heart shall 
0 cleave ; — 

And hither home I came when it was eve ; 
And here I dwell an outcast from all joy. 
And shall, unless 1 see her soon in Troy. 


Troilus stood the bright moon to behold ; 
^And all his trouble to the moon he told, 
^nd said ; I wis, when thou art horn’d 
anew, 

I shall be glad if all the world be true. 

j Thy horns w'cre old as now upon that 
! moLTow, 

When hence did journey my bright Lady 
dear. 

That cause is of my torment and my 
I sorrow ; 
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Fo^which, oh, gentle Luna, bright and 
tlcar. 

For M.;e of God, run fast above thy 
sphere ; 

For when thy horns begin once iiiore'«to 
spring, . ( 

Then shall she come, that with her bliss 
may bring. 

The day is more, and longer t'very night 

Than they were wont to be — tor he 
thought so ; 

And that the sun did take his course not 
right, 

Bv longer way than he was wool to ;;i> ; 

And said, I am in constant dread I trow. 

That Phaeton liis sou is v<‘l alive. 

His too fond father’s car amiss to drive. 

I'pon the walls fast also would he walk. 

To the end that he tin* (ireciaii hn.st might 
, sec ; 

And ever thus he to liimsclf would talk 

Lo ! yonder is my own bright Lady free ; 


Or yonder is it that the tents must be; 

And thinice does come this a^r which is so 
sweet, 

Tha? in my soul 1 feci the Joy of it. 

And certainly this wind, that more and 
more 

By moments thus increaseth in niy face. 

Is of my Lady’s s^hs heavy and sore ; 

I prove it ttus ; for in no 

Ol all this town, save only in thfilb 

Feel 1 a wind, that soiiudeth so like pain ; 

It sailh, Alasy^wdi^ severed are we tw yj Ui^ 

A weary W'hile in pain he tossetf tlius, 

Tjll fully ij^ast and gone was the iiiiUh 
night ; „ 

And ev(‘r at his side stootf PandanT;, 

Tl'ho busily made use of afl his ini^ht 

To eornfnrl him, and make liis heart more 
light ; 

(living him always hojie, that**she rtlic 
morrow 

(Ji the tenth day will ettme. and end his 
sorro\y. . ^ 


POEMS REFERRING TO THE •PERIOD OF 

OLD AGE 


'■ I 

THE OUl CUMBERLAND BEGGAR 
The class of Beggars, to i^hich the Old Man here > 
described belongs, will probably soon be ex- ' 
tiiict. 1 1 consisted of poor, and, mostly, old 
and infirm persons* who confined themselves 
to a stated round m their iieighboiirhood, and 
had certain fixed da3'S, on which, at different 
houses, they regularly recciv'ed alms, some- 
times in rnonev, but mostly in provisions. 


That, still attempting to prevent tht*^ 
waste. 

Was bartled still, the crumbs in Httb 
show'crs 

Fell on the ground ; and the small moun- 
tain birds, 

Not venturing yet to peck their destined 
meal. 

Approached within the length of half his 
staff. 


I SAW an aged Beggar in my walk s . i ^ , 

And he was seated, by the highway side, ' Him from my childhodd have I known; 
On a low structure of rude masonry and then 

Built at the fool of a huge iiill, that they He was so old, he seems not older now j 
Who lead their horses down the steep He travels on, a solitary Man, 

rough road So helpless in appearance, that for him 

May thence remount at ease. The aged The sauntering Horseman throws not 
Man with a slack 

Had placed ^bcross the broad And careless hand his alms upon the 

smooth stone ground. 

That overlays the pile ; and, from a bag vBut stops — that he may safely lodge the 
All white with flour, the dole of village, ‘/n coin 

dames, I Within the old Man's hat; nar quits him 

He drew his scraps and fragments, one by so, 

one ; still, '(/hen he has given his horse the 

And scanned them with a fixed and rein, 

serious look ' Watches the aged Beggar with a look 

Of idle computation. In the sun. Sidelong, and half -reverted. She who 

Upon the second step of that small pile, tends 

Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hills. The toll -gate, when in summer at her door 
He sat, and ate his food in solitude : She turns her wheel, if on the road she sees 

‘ Ancl evqr,scattered from his palsied hand, The aged beggar coming, quits her wbrk, • 
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And lifts the latch for him that he may 
pass. 

The post-boy, when his rattling wheels 
o’oftake • 

The aged Beggar in the woody lane. 
Shouts to him icom beliind ; and, if thus 
warned 

The old man does not cliaiigf*his cr»urse, 
the bov * ' 

Tui‘iV^TrTc'r»f;»5S noisy whorli to the road- 
side. 

And passes get^tly by, without a curse 
lips, or anger at ‘his heart. 

He travels on, a solitary Man ; 

His age has no coinpanioli. On the 
^/?round , 

His eyes are •turned, and, as 1 mi inovj^ 
‘along, # 

They move along the ground ; and, ever- 
mow', 

Instead of commoii and habitual sight 
Of fields with rur,a1 works, of hill and da'f • 
And the hliiLfskViiorie little span of earth 
Tb all his p’jns»|ect» Thus, frdmtlay to da 3 '. 
Bow-bent, his eyes forever’ll! the ground. 
He pfies his weary journey ; seeing still, 
And seldom knowfiig cftat lie j^ees, .some 
stra>%, 

Some scattered leaf, or marks which, in 
one track, 

Jhc nails of carl or oh ariot -wheel have left 
Impressed on the white road — m the same 
line. 

At distance still the .s:niie.. Poor Travel- 
ler ! 

His staff trails with him ; scarcely do his 
feet * 

Disturb the summer dust ; he is so still 
In look and motion, that the cottage curs, 
Kre he has passed the door, will turn 

Weary of barking; at him. Boys and girls. 
The vacant and the busy, maids and 
youllis, 

And urchins newly breeched — all pass 
him by : 

Him eve.n the slow-paced waggon leaves 
behind. * 

But deem not this Man useless. — 
Statesmen ! ye 

Who are so restless in y’^our. wisdom, ye^ 
Who have a broom still, ready in your' 
hands* 

To rid the. "world of nuisances ; ye proud. 
Hcart-swoln, while in your prKie j’e con- 
template. 

Your talents, power, or wisdom, deem 
him not 

A^burthen of the earth ! Tis Nature’s 
law 

That none, the meanest of created things, 
Of forms created the most vile and brute. 
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The dullest or most iio.xious, should. exist 
Divorced from good — a spirit and pulse 
of good, 

A life and soul, to every mode of being 
Irfseparabiy linked. Then assured 
That idst of all can' ought — that ever 
owned 

The heaven-regarding eye and front 
sublime 

Which man is born to- sink, howe'er 
depressed, 

Si» liiw as to he scorned without a «in ; 
Without otfeiiee to God cast out of view ; 
Like the dry reinuant of a garden -fl<nvpr 
Who H* seeds are slu*d. or as an implement 
Worn out and worthless. While from 
d<w>r to door, 

This r>lJ Man creeps, the xullagcrs in him 
B(‘hold a record which together binds 
J*ast deeds and ofi'ices of charity, 

KLe uiireineiiihered, and sn keeps alive 
The kindly iiiond in liearts which lapse of 
ye.us, 

And that half-wisdom half-experience 
gives. 

Make slovv to feel, and by sure steps resign 
To seltishiiess and cold oblivious cares. 
Among the farms and solitary huts, 
Hamlets and thinly-scattcv'od villages. 
Where’er the aged Beggar takes his 
rounds, 

The mild ni'ccssity' of ii*5e compels 
To acts love ; and habit does the w»ork 
Of reason ; yet prepares that after-joy 
Which rc.ison cIuTishes. And thus the 
soul, 

By that sweet t:ist(M>f pleasure uiipursued. 
Doth tmd lierseli insensibly disposed 
To virtue and true goodness. 

Some there are. 

By their good works exalted, lofty minds 
.\nd meditative, aiitliors of delight 
.■Vnd happiness, whicli to the end of time 
Will live, and sjiread, and kindle : even 
such minds 

In childhood, from this solitary Being, 
Or from like wanderer, haply have 
received 

(A thing more precious far than all that 
books - 

Or the solicitudes of love can do !) 

That first mild touch of sympathy and 
• thought. 

In which they found their kindred with a 
world 

Where want and sorrow were. The easy 
man 

Who sit 3 at his own door — and, like the 
pe i' 

That overhangs his head from the green 
wall. 

Feeds in the sunshine ; the robust and 
. >’oung. , 
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Th6». y»rospcrous and unthinking, they 
'who live 

and Nourish in a little grove 
Of their own kindred ; — all behold in him 
A silent monitor, which on their Jiiiiiiis I 
Must needs iniprecs a transitory thought 
Of self -congratulation, to the heart I 
Of each recalling his peculiar boons, ' 
His charters and exemptions ; and, per- 
chance, 

Thoiigii he to no one givp Ihr fortitude 
And circumspection iifvdfiil to prr'servo 
His present blessings, and to luishaiid up 
The respite <jf the season, h**, at least. 
And ■’tis no vulgar service, makes, them ' 
felt. 

Yet further. Manv, I believe, there 

are 

Who Jive a life of virtuous decenev. 

Men who can hear the JJeralogiie and feci 
N(j self-reproach ; who of ilie moral law 
Established in the land when* they abide 
Are strict observers ; and not negligent 
In acts love to those with whom they 
dwell. 

Their kindred, and the children of their 
blood. 

Praise be to such, and to their slumbers 
peace ! 

— But of the poor man ask, the abject 
jioor ; 

Go, and demand of him, if there be here 
III this cold abstinence fr»)m evil deeds, 
And these inevitable chanties. 
Wherewith to satisfy the human soul ? 
No — man is dear to man ; the poorest 
poor 

Long for some moments in a weary life 
When they can know and feel that they 
have been, 

Themselves, the fathers and tne dealcrs- 
out 

Of some small blessings ; have I'cen kind 
to such 1 

As needed kindness, for this single cause. 
That we have ail ot us one human heart. 
— Such pleasure is to one kind Being 
known. 

My neighbour, when with puncluaj care, 
each wlick.g»i- . 

Duly as Friday comes, though pressed 
hi'rself 

By her own wants, she from her store 
meal 

Takes one unsparing handful for the scrip 
Of this old Mendicant, and, from her door 
Returning with exhilarated hcar^. 

Sits by her fire, and builds her hope in 
heaven. 

Then let him pass, a blessing on his 
head ! 

' And while in that vast solitude to which 


The tide of things has borne him, he 
appears 

To breathf* and live but for himself alone, 
I'nblamed, uninjured, let hnn boar about 
The gdod which the benignant law of 
Heaven ^ 

Has hung around him : and, while life is 
his, ■' 

Still let him p’rompl the unlettered 

Ti'i tend«'r ufTiros and ijcnsivc tlmuffbtA. 
— Then let him p.iss, a blessing on his 
head ! ■ 

And, long as he can ’wander, let him 

'Inc fre?,h>.e->s of the valleys; let his 
bllMUi 'T 

irkriigglcwith frosty air and winter snows; 
And let the chartered W'ind that sweeps 
the heatli 

Beat his grey locks against his-withered 
iacc. 

Feverence the hope wh.'ise vital anxious- 
ne.ss 

(iive-^ the r.ist human inlen; d 1 1 his heai t. 
M.'iv never House, misnamed of T\i)U.s- 
i»<v. 

Make liiiv a cap\ivo r— for that pent-up 
dm. 

Those life-consuming sounds that clog 
the air, , 

Be his the natural silence of old age I ' 
Let him be free of mountain soliiiides ; 
And have around him, whether heard or 
not. 

The pleasant melody of woodland birds. 
Few an; his pleasures : if his eyes have 
now 

Been doomed so long to settle upon earth 
That not without some effort they bi^hold 
The countenance of the horizontal sun, 
Rising or setting, let the light at le.ist 
Find .1 free entrance to their languid orbs. 
And let him, w/iere and wfren he will, sit 
down 

Beneath the trees, or on a grassy bank 
Of highway side, and with the little birds 
Share his chance-gathered meal; and, 
finally, ^ 

As in the eye of Nature he has lived. 

So in the eve of Nature let him die. 

1798. 

II 

THE FARMER OFtiLSBURY VALE • 
’Tis not fpr the unfeeling, the falsely re- . 
filled. 

The squeamish in tas^e, and the narrow 
of mind. 

And the small critic wielding his delic^ite 
pen, 

That I sing of old Adam, the pride of old 
men. 
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He dwells in the centre oi London’s wide . T^at they dreamt not of dearth ; — He 
Town ; ( ' continued his rounds, 

His staff is a sceptre — ^his grey hairs a ' Knocked here — and knocked therci 
crown ; pounds still adding to pouf&ds. 

theftr^r ' We paid what he couJd with his ill-gotten 


Of the unfaded rose that still blooms on 
his check. 




I And something, it might be, reserved for 
! himself : 

"Mid the dews, in the itfLUishine of morn,—- Then (what is too true) without hinting 
.. .'mid joy • | a word, 

Of ’ine neilHs, he collected that bltwrii, ' Turned his hark on the c<iuntry — and 
when a boy ; j off like a bird. 

■ Th at countrMiaiice there fawhioned. which. ■' , , , 

spito of a stain • ■ Vou lift up your eyes ! — but I guess that 

That his life hath received, l<» the last vou frame 

wiW remain. ^ • i A jitdgmeut too harsh ol the sin and the 

A J.-urmer he wa^f ; and his house far and ‘ jj, ^ scarcely a business of art, 

* *,,* I For this he did all in tlie of his heart. 

Wih> the boast of the country lor excellent ! 

cheer : 'To Lond(»n— a sad emigration I ween—' 

H^»w o#t have I h<‘ard in sweet Tilsbury . With his grey hairs he went from the 
Vale brook and the green ; 

Of the silver-i^niined horn wln'iice^lic . And there, with small wealth but his legs 
dealt Ms in*ld ale ! « J and his hands. 

Vet Ad., Si ftasVar a.s th* fartl>e<i from i 
secmrtl t.^kuow.whal the.r 

Ma»ler was doing ; ' Served as stablc-b >v, errand-boy, porter. 

And tiirmjis, and corn -land, and meadow. gniom . ’ 

. . . i But nature i.s gracious, necessity kind, 

^11 caimlit the infection— as tJeiu-nnis as , ,1) that may lurk 


in Ins iiiiLul, 


ho. 

Yet Adam prized little the feast and the „ ^ , .1 i 

brnvl,- - I seems ten birthdays younger, is green 

The fields better suited the ease of bis j** 

j Tnice .»s fast as before does his blood run 

He straved through the fields like an in- 1 abi>iit • \ 

doleiiT w'ightr » \ouwt)iild s.iy that each hair of his beard 

The quiet of nature was .idaiii's delight. : 


For Adam simply in thought ; and j 


And his fiiigt;rs are busy as bees in a hive. 


the poor, • ‘ For he snot like an Old ^lan tliat leisurely 

Familiar with him, made an inn of hisl» goes 

: About work that he knows, in a track 
He gave tlicin the best that he had ; or, j that he knows ; „ , , 

, to say i But often his mind is compelled to demur. 

What less may mislead you, thev t^»ok And y'ou guess that the more then his 
it away*. I body must stir. 

Ill the throng oi-the tqjifiii like a stranger 
is he. 

Like one whose own country’s far over 
tlie sea ; 


Thus thirty smooth years did he thrive on 
his farm ; 

The Genius of plenty preserved him fruiji 
harm : _ • *, 


At lengthf what, topmost is a season of ( And Nature, while through the great city 

he hies, 

I Full ten times a day takes his heart by 
surprise. 


sornw. 

His means are run out, — he-iftust beg, or 
must borrow^ 


To the neighbours he went, — all were free 
- with their money ; 

For his hive had so long been replenished 
with honey, 

W-P. 


This gives him the fancy of one that is 
yc ung. 
z of soul in hi 
his tongue; 


yc ung. 

More of soul in his face than of words oa 


G G 
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Like a raaiden of twenty lie trembles aijd 1 And, the first moment that the sun may 
sighs, i shine, t 

And t&irs of fifteen will come into his j Bright as the sun himself, *tis,out again! 

eye^- » | vvhen hailstones have been falling, swarm 

What’s a tempest to him, < jt the dry parch- ' oh swarm, 

ing heats ? ^ ^ ^ Or blasts the green field and the trees 

Yet he w'atches the clouds that }>ai s »>''or . distrest, 

the streets ; | f)ft have I sgen it nuillled up from harm. 

With a look of such earnestness often will In close self-shelter^ like a Thing at rest. 

You m^ight think he’d tw.lv.- n-^ix-rs ..t j '""e'’ <!“>’• 1 

work m the Strniid. I And recognised it. ihough an altered 

■ Where proud Covent-gard(‘ii, in desolate : forin, ' - ^0^- 

hours I Now standing forth an ofTcring to the 

Of snow and ln)ar-fiost. spn“ad-» her fr,nits . bla'^.t, ^ 

and her flowers, I And buffeti'n at will bv rain and storm. 

Wmade'"”'*' i ^ and said with inly-mntt?^ed 

*’‘’°m'l;sm.7r.de‘‘ i “ It doth not love the shower, nor seek 

inasqneraut. j ^ 

’Mid coaches and chariots, a waggon of yrhi:> neither is it.s courag(‘ nor its choiife, 
straw', j Biv* its intcssiIv in being old. 

Like a magnet, the heart of old Adam can ’ . , ,i £•* - 4U- 

draw ■ ' suiisliii^e nay not theer it, nor the 

With a thousand soft pictnich his memory 1 dew; ^ 

will teem ! cannot help itself in its decay ; 

And his hearing is touched with the souiul 
of a dream. 


Stiff in its iiiemberj, withered, changed of 
line." * 

.And, in rny spleen, I smiled tli«it it w‘as 
gnv. 


Tp the Hayiiiarket hill he oft whistles lus 
Thrusts^is hands in a waggon, and smells • * havourite then, e 


at the hay; 

He thinks of the fields he so often hath 
mown. 


w'orsc truth, 

A Miser’s Pensioner— behold our lot ! 

O Man, that from thy fair and shining 
Youth 


And is happv as if the rirli freight were . iv 1,41 41 • 41 

lus own "■'‘I’*’ hut take the tjungs Youth 

i needed not ! 

1804. 


But chiefly to Smithlield lie loves to re- 
pair, — 

If you pass by at nuiniing, yon’ll meet 
with him Lhere. 

The breath of the cow’s you may see him 
inhale, 

And his heart all the wiiile is in Tilsbiirv 
Vale. 


IV 


THE TWO'THIh;VES ; 

OK, 

TIIK LAST STAGE OP AVARICE 
O NOW' that the genius of Bewick were. 
Now farcw'ell, old Adam ! wiicn low' thou I mine, 

art laid, ! And the skill which he learned on the 

May one blade of grass spring up over thy I banks of the Tyne, 

head;' * ! Then the Muses might deal with me jusl 

And I Jioi>e that thy grave, wheresoever ! as they chose, 

it be, ' lor I’d take my last leave both of verse 

Will hear the wdnd sigh through the leaves [ ’ « and of prose. , 

of a tree. ! feats would.T work'with £y magical 


1803. 


Ill 


THE SMALL CELANDINE 


hand !| 

Book-learning and books should be 
banished the land 

And, for hunger and thirst and such 


There is a Fl(»w'er, the lesser Celandine, j troublesome calls, 

That shrinks, like many more, from cold 1 Every ale-house should then have a feast 
and rain ; i on its walls. 



POEMS REFERRING TO THE Pl^IOD OF OIX) AGE 451 


The traveller would hang his wet clothes 
oil a chair; | 

Let them smoke, let thim burn, not a 
straw would he care ! 

For the Prodigal Son, Joseph's pream 
and his sheaves, 

Oh, what would they be to my tale of t\\ • » 
Thieves ? 

The One, yet unbreeehed, Is not three 
birthdays old, * • 

u fJi^e that age nn?re than tlyrty 
tiiiK'S told: 

Th<*'" are nin<4ty good seasons of fair .uid 
•'fc' I'.u' w'eather * ^ 

Betwef n them, and boih go a*pilfering 
together. I ^ | 

TOth chip: is the carpenter strewing his 
floor ? • • • 

Is cart-load of turf at an old woman's 
door ? 

Old Dj^iel Ins hand t<i the treasure will 
slide : 

And his (irandgfin's as busy .if \vork»by 
his siclii. 9 ^ 

*01d Danfeltiegrus; he sto»ps short— and 
•Ins eye, 

Through the lost J»>ok erf dotage, is ciinmiig 
ainlb sly : * 

’Tis a look which at this time is hardly 
his own, 

■Kut tells a plain tale of the days that are 
flow'll. 

Ho once had a heart wdiich was moved by 
the wires 

Of manifold pleasures and many desires : 

And what 1/ he cherished his purse ? 
’Twas no more 

Thau treading a path trod bv thousands 
before. 

’Twas a i>ath trod b^' tlvnisands ; but 
Daniel is gne 

Who went something farther than others 
* have gone, [fares ; 

And now with old Daniel you see how it 

You see to w’hat end he has brought his 
grey hairs. 

The pair sally forth hand in hand : ere the 
sun 

Has peered o'er the beeches, their work 
is begun ; L 

• • 


And vet, into whatever sin they may fall. 
This child but half know's it, and that not 
at all. • 

They hunt through the streets^with de- 
liberate tread. 

And e.ach, in his turn, becomes leader or 

.And. wheievt'r they carry their pl«Hs and 
their wiles. 

Every face in the village is dimpled with 
smiles. 

Neither checki'd l)\ tlieneli nor the needy 
ihev n^ain ; 

For tlio grey-headed Sire has a daughter 
at home. 

\Vhf» will gl.'tdly repair all the damage 
th.al's done ; 

And lhn*e. were it asked, would be ren- 
dered for one. 

Old Man ! whom s.* oft I with pity have 
€ ved, 

I I«ivc thee, aiul i‘we the sweet Boy at 
thy side . 

I.ong vet may’st thou liw ! for a teacher 
we see 

That lifts up the veil of our nature in 
tl'e'e. 

1800. 

\’ 

ANIMAL TRANQl'ILLITV AND 
DKCAV 

Tiir little hedgerow birds, 
Th.it peck along the road, reg.irtl him not. 
He travels on. aid m his face, his step, 
I-Iis gait, IS one expression ; every limb. 
Ills look and beiuliiig figure, all bespeak 
A in.m wh«^ does not move with pain, but 
moves 

With thought. — He is insensibly subdued 
To setlleil (piiet : he is one by whom 
.All effort seems forgotten ; one to whom 
^^ong patience hath such mild composure 
given. 

That patience now doth seem a thing of 
which 

He hath no need. He is by nature led 
To peace so pei feet t hat the young behokl 
With envy, wh.it llie^^^Man hafcTTy 
feels. 


1798. 
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jEPITAPHS AND ELEGIAp PIECES 


\ EPITAPHS 

TRAKSLATED FROM CHIABRERA 
1 

Weep not, beloved trieiids ! nor W'f the 
air 

For me with sighs be troubled. Not from 
life 

Have I been taken ; thi% is genuine life ' 

And this alone — the life which now I liw* 

In peace eternal ; where desire and jov 

Together move in fellowship without 
end. — 

Francesco Ceni willed that, after dc.ith. 


To the perpetual silence of the grave. 
Mounp Italy, the loss of him who stood 
A Champion stedfast and invincible. 

To quell the rage of literary War ! 

Ill 

O Thou who^inovesjt onward with a mind 
Intent upon Ijiy way, pause^^hou^in 

’Twill be no fruitless moment. ^ was 
born 

Within Savona s walls, of gentle blood;"^^' 
On Tiber's hanks my youth was dedicate 
To , sacred studies ; and the Roman 


His tombstone thus should speak for him. Shepheru ^ 

And surely • tiavo to ijiy charge Urbino'^s iiumeAJas 

Small cause there is for that fond wish ' * (lock. ' 

of ours « Well did 1 watch, much laboured, nor had 


Long to continue in this world ; a world ' power 

That keeps not faith, * or vet can point a To escape from many and strahge in- 
hope , dignities ; 

To good, whereof itself is destitute. Was smitten by the grdat ones of the 

world, t, r» 

II But did not fa^l ; for Vlrtiit Hraves all* 


Perhaps some needful service of the 
State 

Drew Titus from the depth of studious 
bowers. 

And doomed him to contend in faithless 
courts. 

Where gold determines between right and 
wrong. 

Yet did at length his loyalty of heart. 
And his pure native genius, lead him back 
To wait upon the bright and gracious 
Muses, 

Whom he had early loved. And not in 

Such course he held ! Bologna’r learned 
schools 

Were gladdened by the Sage's voice, and 
hung 

With fondness on those sweet Ncstorian 
strains. 

There pleasure crowned his days ; and 
all his thoughts 

A roseate fragrance breathed."^ — O human 
-i,., life, , ^ 

ThRt never ai^liecure from dolorous 
^ change ! 

^ihold a high injunction suddenly 

Arno’s side hath brought him, and he 
charmed 

uscan audience : but full soon was 
called 

'pjjvivea piocondo e i suoi pensieri 
„ ^ ano tutti rose. 

THERE, canslator bad not skill to come nearer 
That «>riginal. 


I shocks, 

I Upon herself rosti/^g immoveablv. 

. Me did a kftidlicT fortune then invito 
To serve the glorious Henry, King of 
France, 

And in his» hands I saw a high reward *• 
Stretched out for my acceptance, — but' 
Death came. 

Now, Reader, learn from this iny fate, 

I how false, 

;IIow treacherous to her promise, is the 
world ; 

And trust in God — to whose eternal doom 
Must bend the sceptred Potentates of 
earth. 

.IV 

There never breathed a man who, when 
' his life 

Was closing, might not of that life relate 
Toils long and hard, — The warrior will 
report 

Of wounds, and bright swords flashing in 
the field. 

And blast of trumpets. He who hath 
been doomed 

To bow his forehead in the courts of king.s, 
T:^'11 tell of fraud and never-ceasing hate, 
'Envy and heart-inquietpde, derived 
From intricate cabals * of treacherous 
friends 

I, who on shipboard lived from earliest 
youth. 

Could represent the countenance horrible 
Of the vexed waters, and the indignaa!- 
rag^e 
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Of Auster and Bodtes. fifty years 
Over the well-steered galle;® did 1 rule : — 
From huge Pelorus to ^ the Atlantic 
pillars. 

Rises no mountain to mine eyes uiiknuwn ; 
And the broad gulfs 1 traversed oft and 
oft 

Of every cloud which in the heavens 
might stir 


. VI 

Destined to war from very infancy 
Was I, Roberto Dali, and I took " 

In Malta the white symbol of thir Cross : 
Nor in life's vigorous season did I shun 
Hfizard or toil ; among the sands was 
see^ • 

Of Lib\^ ; and not seldom, on the banks 
I Of "wide Hungarian Danube, ’twas my lot 


I knew the force ; and hence the rough, trumpet sounded. 

Tip • lived T. and repined not at such fate : 


Availed not to my Vessel’s overthrt#iv. 
What noble iKimp and frequent have not 
I ^ ^ 

On regal decks beheld yet in the end 
I learned that one poor moment can 
snifice A • 

ToB'^ iualise the kdty and the low. 

We sail the sea of life — a Calm (inc fmefe. 
And One a 7Vw /)«/-- and, the voyage 
o’er. 

Death i.f the quiet haven of us all. 

If iiiort* of iiiy condition ye would know. 
Savona was my birth-place, and T sprang 
Of noble pftrentg : scveq|y vears and 
• three* » • • • 

Liv'Clj^ 1 — then yielded to fl .slow disease. 


TKrts is it that Ambrosio Salinero 
VV^th an untoward fate was long involved 
fn odious litigation ; and full long, I 

Fate harder still ! had he to endure 
assaults 

Of racking malady. And true it is 
That n(jt the le.ss a frank courageous 
hear! 

And buoyanf’spirit triumphed over pain ; 
And he was strong to follow in the steps 
Of the fair Muses. Not a covert path 
Leads lo the dear Parnassian forest's 
shade. 

That might froijn him oe hidden ; not a 
track 


Mounts to pellucid Hippocrene, but he 
Had traced its windings. — This Sav-ona 
knows. 

Yet no sepulchral honours to her Son 
She paid, for in our age the heart is ruled 
Only by gold. And now a simple stone 
Inscribed with this memorial here is 
raised 

By his bereft, hii: lonely, Chiabrera. L 
Think no^ O Pe^senger ! who read’Si kOn whom the duty fell (for at that time 


j This oiil\ :,rie\’es me, for it seems a wTong, 
That strippfd of arms I to my end am 
bmuglit 

! On the soft down of iny i>aterrial home. 

; Yet bai>ly Arno shall be spared all cause 
i To l>lijsh fur me. Thou, loiter not nor 
j halt 

. In thy appointed wav, and bear in mind 
■ How fleeting and how frail is human life ! 

VH 

O Fi-fiwrR <if all that springs from gentle 
blood. 

And all that generous nurture breeds to 
make 

Youth amiable ; O friend so true of soul 
To fair Aglaia ; by what envy moved, 
Lcliiis ! has death cut short thy brilliant 
day [hap 

In its sweet opening ? and what dire mis- 
Has from Savona torn her best delight ? 
P'or thee she mourns, nor e'er will cease 
to mourn ; 

And, shriuld the out-pourings of her eyes 
suffice not 

For her heart's grief, she will entreat 
Sebeto 

Not to withhold his bounteous aid, 
S beto 

Who savY thee, on his margin, yield to 
death. 

In the chaste arms of thy beloved Love ! 
What profit riches ? w’hat does youth 
• avail ? 

Dust are our hopes ; — I, weeping bitterly. 
Penned these sad lines, nor can forbear 
to pray 

That every gentle Spirit hither led 
May read them not without some bitter 
' tears. 

VTir 

Not without heavy grief of heart did He 


the lines 

That an exceeding love hath dazzled me ; 
No — he was One whose memdSry ought to 
spread 

Where'er PermeSsus bears an honoured 
. name, 

And live as long as its pure stream shaAl 

flow. 


The father sojourned in a distant land) 
Deposit in the hollow of this tomb 
A brother’s Child, most tenderly beloved ! 
pRANCiisco was the name the Youth had 
borne, 

PozzoBON NELLI his illustTious house ; 
And, when beneath this stone the Corse 
was laid, 
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The eyes of all Savona streamed with 
tears. • 

Alas Sthe twcntietli April of his life 
Had scj^fcely flowered : and at this early 
time. 

By geninno virtue he inspired a hope ^ 
That greatly cheered his coutitrv : to his 
kin 


She came, though meek of soul; in seemly 
pride | 

Of happiness aRid hope, a youthful Bride. 
O dread reverse I if aught be so, which 
proves 

That tiod will chasten whom he dearly 
loves. 

kiii ■ ^ Faith bore Iicr up through pains in mercy 

He promised comfc»rl , and ll’.e flattering ' given,, 

thoughts ftuined. ’ „Aiul troubles that were each a step to 

His friends had in their loruhn ^s enler- , Heaven i _ 

He suffered not to laiigiiisli or de c.n . : J \ijo Babes were laid in carfh iiclore 

Now is there not gooil reasfin to bn-ak j died . 

forth ! A third now slumbers at the Mother’s 

Into a passionate lament ? — C) S(»iil * j Its .Sister-twin survives, whose sin’Tes 
Short while a Pilgrim iii oiir nether world, ; alTord 

J>n thou enjov the calm empyreal •air ; j A. trembln|g solace to her widowed 
Aiidnuiiid this earthly tomb 1<M 1 o-ses rise. ! J.ord. • 

An ex'erlasting spring ' in memorv ! *, * - 

(.)t that delightful fragrance vhich wa’^ Reader . if to thy bosom cling the,pain 

* Of recent sorrow dimbated in vain ; 

Or if thv rluTi^'heil grief have failed to 
tlnv.irt 


From th^ mild manners qnieilv c xh.iJcd. 
IX 

Pai'SE, courteous Spirit 


. Tune stjll mtenl ou his insidious part, 
Balbi sin^pii- ! Lulling the mourner’s bAt good thoughts 

cates U. u . . . V 1 4i , f 

Thai Thou, with no reluctant \ oic<*. for . Llfenng i egri^fs we would, but eannof. 


him 


kei 


Here laid in mortal darkness, woiildst 


j pr('fj‘r I 

miildst ' with Hirn-ijuclg# Him geiitlv who 

A prayer to the Kcdeemer ol the uorJd | ^ c* 

This t(. tlu- ar.ul l.v sacrcsl rif-lit bclonKs : ! H''* I'lttcr loss by this mpmori.il Stone : 
All ..I.-... ' TA. i V ! And tirav lliat in his faithful bri‘ast the 


All else IS nothing.— -Did occasion suit 
To tell Iiis worth, the marble of tins tomb 
Would ill suffice ; for I’lato’s lore sublime, 

And all the wisdom ol the Slagvnte, 

Enriched and beautilics^ Ins studious 
mind : 

With Archimedes also he conversi'd 
As with a chosen friend : nor did he leave 
Those hnireat weaths ungathered which 
the Nymphs 

Twine near their loved Pcrinessiis.-- 

Fin.illy, (liftiTig, i Support us, teaej) us calmly to resign 

Himself above each lower thought up- : What we possessed, and now is wholly 


And pray that m his faithful breast the 
grace • 

Of resignation find a hallowed filacc. 

11 

Six mouths to six years added he remained 
Dpon this sinful earth, bv sm unstained : 
O blessed Lord ! whose iii^rcy then re- 
moved 

A Child whom every eye that looked on 
loved ; 


His ears he closed to listen to tho soiig.s 
Which Sion's Kings did consecrate of old : 
And his Permessus found on Lobani n. 
A blessed Man ! who of protracted days 
Made not, as thousands do, a vulgar 
sleep ; 


tlnue 


^jj^t Jjuly did Hr live his life. Urbiiio, 
Tidce pride ! — O' Passenger. 


well ! 


fare- 


By a blest Husb*and gmided, Mary came 
From nearest kindred, Vernon her new 
name 

1 In justice 
original ; — 


the Author, 1 subjoin the 
degli amici 


Non Irisciava langiiirc i bripensirri. 


Ill 

CENOTAPH 


111 aflectionate remembrance of Frances Fer- 
mor, wlu)se remains .ire deposited in the church 
ot CJ.iiiiCh, near Worrester, this stone is erected 
bv her sister. Dame Margaret, wife of Sir George 
l^eaumont, Bart., who, feeling not less than the 
Jifcve of a brother for the deceased, commends 
• tnii, memorial to the car« of his hfiirs and suc- 
* cossorb in th#* possession of*this place. 


By vain affections unenthralled. 
Though resolute when duty called 
To meet the world’s Abroad eye. 

Pure as the holiest cloistered nun 
, That ever feared the tempting siinrt;) 
Did Fermor live and die. 
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This Tablet, hallowed bH her iianib. 
One heart -relieving tearfniay claim ; 
But if the pensive gloom 
Of fond regret be still thy choice, 
Kxalt thy spirit, hear the voice ' 

Of Jesus from her tomb ! 

‘ I AM THE WAY, THE TRUTH, AND THL. 
LIFE.” ^ 

IV ♦ 

■ .-o-T, ^ epitaph ^ 

IN the: CHArEL-YARD OF LANGDALE, WESlMOlA- 
^ LAND 

By plavful smiles, (ala^ ! too oft 
A sad heart's sunshine) by a soft 
And gt^ntlc nature, and a fre| • 

Ye^ipodest hand tui charitv, 

Through life was Ow'en Lloyd <j[idt‘arc^l 
To y^uiig and old ; and how revered 
Had been that pious s]urit, a tide 
Of hunibJe mourners testified, 

Wlihn, after pains dis|)ensed to pn>\e 
The measure ot ,(kid’s chastiming lo\ y, ! 
Here, brought far, his cor.se fouinl i 

« rest,— 5 « • ^ • i 

Fnlfilmeut ol his own rcfi*?st ; — i 

Urge 3 less for.this Yew’’s shade, though he ! 
Planted w'ith suclf foiMi hope the ins* ; 
Less for cJlic love of stream and rock. 
Dear as they were, than that his Flock, j 
When they no more their Pastor’s voice 
uould hear to guide them in llieir choice 
Through good and evil, help might have. 
Admonislicd, from his silent grave. 

Of righteousness, of sins forgiven. 

F'or peace on earth and bliss in heaven 

. V 

ADDRESS TO THE SCHOLARS OF 
THE VILLAGE .SCHOOL OF- 

i79». i 


Now stretched beneath his grass-green 
mound 

He rests a prisoner of the ground. ' 

He loved the breathing air, 0 
He loved the sun, but if it rise 
Or*set, to him where now he lies. 

Brings i«t a momentte care. 

Alas ! wnat idle word? ; but take 
The Dirge w'hich for our Master's sake 
•And vours, love pironijilcd me to make. 
The rhymes Sfj homely in attire 
With learned ears mav ill agree. 

But chanted by your Or])haii Quire 
Will make a touching melody. 

« DIUOE 

Mourn. Shei>herd, near thy old grey 
st»)ue ; 

Thou .Angler, by the silent flood ; 

And mourn when thou art all alone, 

Tin HI Woodman, in the distant wood ! 

Tlu)u one blind Sailor, rich in joy 
Tiiougli blind, thy lunt“s in sadness hum; 
.\nd niourn, thou poor half-witted' Boy ! 
BiTii deaf, and living deaf and dumb. 

TInm drooping sick Man, bless the Guide 
Who checked or turned thy headstrong 
youth, 

.As he before had sanctified 
Tiiy infancy with heavimly truth. 

Ve Striplings, light of heart and gay, 
Bold settlers 011 some foreign shore. 

(iivc, when your thoughts are turned this 
\s ay, 

A sigh to him 'whom wc deplore. 

For us who here in funeral strain 
With <1110 accord our voices raise, 

Lot Sorrow overcharged with pain 
Bo I<»st ill thanktulness and praise. 


I COME, ye little noisy* Crew, 

Not long your pastime to p; event ; 

• I heard the blessing which to you 
Our common Friend and Father sent. 

I kissed his cheek before he died ; 

And when his breath was fled, 

I raised, while kneeling by his side. 

His hand : — it dropped like lead. 

Your hands, dear Little-ones, do all 
That can be done, will never fall 
Like his till they are dead. 

By night or day blow foijl or fair. 

Ne’er will file besj t)C all your train 
Play with the Jocks of his w^hite hair, 

Or stand between his knees again. 

' ' Here did he sij^ coufliicd for hours ; 
But he could see the woods and plains, 
^uldhear the wind and mark the showers 
(^me streaming down the streaming 
panes. 


I .And when our hearts shall feel a sting 
; P'roiii ill w’e meet or good we mi-s, 

Mav louelK's of his inemriry bring 
Fond healing, like a mother’s ki.ss. 

BV THE SIDL OK THE ORAVE SOME YEARS 
AFTER 

Lo.nc; time his pulse hath cease d tobe||^^ 
But benefits, his gift, vj«fSc? — 
E.xprcssed in every eye we meet 
A Round this dear Vale, his native place. 

T'o stately Hall and Cottage rude 
Flowed from his life what still they hold. 
Light pleasures, every day, renewed j 
And blessings half a century old. 

Oh true of heart, of spirit gay. 

Thy faults, where not already gone 
From memory, prolonged their stay 
For chanty’s sweet sake alone. 
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Such solace find we for our loss ; , 

And what beyond this thought we crave 
Comfe in the promise from the Cross, 
Shilling upon thy happy grave.* 

VI 

liLEGl-^C STANZAS. 

SUftfrESTED nV A PICTIRI- OI- 

CASTLE, IN A STORM, PAINTED BY SIR 
GEORGE UEAITMONT 

I WAS thv iii ighbcmr once, thnu ruggfd 
Pile ! 

Four summer weeks I dwelt in sight (if 
thee : 

1 saw thee every day ; and all th<’ while 
Thy Form was shipping uii a glassy sea. 

So juire the sky so qiin^t was the air I 
So like, so vi'ry like, was day to d.iv ' 
When('’(‘r I looked, thv Image still was 
tiler ’ ; 

It trembled, but it never passed away. 

How perfi*ct w'as the calm ! it seemed no 
sleep ; 

No mood, which seas!)n takes awavt or 
brings ; 

I could have fanch'd that llu* mighty 
1 )eep 

Was even the gentlest ctf all gentle 
Things. 

Ah ! THEN, it mine hail been the Paint<‘r's 
hand, 

'J o express what then I saw ; and add the 
gleam. 

The light that never was, on sea or land. 
'I'he consecration, and the Poet’s dream ; 

I wi.iuld have planted thee, thou hoarv 
JMe, 

Amid a world how different from this I 
13 *sidc a se.i that could not ce.asc to 
smile 


So once it woLld have been, — *tis so no 
more ; 1 

I have subrnifted to a newr control r 
A power is gone, which nothing can re> 
^torc : 

deep distress hath humanised my Soul. 

Not for a moment could I now behold 
\ smiling y‘a. and be w'hat I have been : 
The feeling of loss w'ill ne'er be old ; 
This, wiiich / know', I speal^vLlh^md 
r serene. * ^ 

Then. Heaimioiil, Friery;! ! w'ho wo uld 
have berti tlW: Friimd, 

If he had lived, of TIiiii wdiom I deplore, 
I This work of thine I blame not, but coin- 

This sea ni anger, and\hat dismal irii?,re. 

(T’lis a passionate Work ! — yet wis» and 
W'ell, 

Well chosen is the spirit that !:« here' : 
That Hulk which labours jii the dcaUly 

I • sw'ell. ^ 

; This rueful sky, this p^igeaittry of fear ! 

■ And this hLig<^Castlc, s^aiiAn/J’ Iiere sub- 
lime, • 

1 love lo see the louk W'lWh which it bravP*i, 
Cased in life uiiferMiiig aniiour o^old time. 
The lightning, the tierce w'iud, and tramp- 
ling waves. 

Farew'ell, farcw’ell Ukj heart that livcf. 
al'Uic, 

. Hous(*d m a dream, at dislaricci from the 
Kind ! 

Such ha]>piness, wherever it be known. 
Is to be pitied ; for ’tis syrely blind. 

But welcome; fortitude, and ]):itieiit cheer. 
And freiiueiit sights of what is to be 
• borne ! 

Such bi.;hts, or worse, as arc before me 
here, — 

Not without 
mourn. 


hope we "suffer and we 
1805. 


*^011 tranquil laud, I'.eiieath a sky of bliss. 

Thou shoiiidsi have seemed a treasure- 
houne divine 

Of p 'aceful years ; a chronicle of hea' eii; — 

Of all the .simb 'anis tint did ever shine 
The very sweetest had to the:? been given. 

^■r V ^yturg ^d it been of la.sting ease, 

Elysiau quier'^ftthout toil or strife ; 

No motion but the moving tide, a breeze, , ^ upon n 

Or merely silent Natures breathing life. A welcome thee once more . 

Such, in the fond illu.siun ot my heart,*! 

Such Picture would I at that time have i * loving thae, 

made : ! Although be loved more silently. 

And seen the soul of truth in every part, ! bleeps by his native shore. 

A stedfast peace that might not be be- 
tray cd. 

^ See upon the subject of the three foregoing 
pieces the poems on pages 386, 3B7. 


VH 

TO THE DAISY 

Sweet Flowrer ! belike one day to have 
A place upon thy Poet’s grave. 


Ah ! hopeful, hopeful ^as the day 
When to that Ship he bent his way, . 
To govern and to guide : ' 

His wish was gained : a little time 
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Would bring him back tn manhood’s 
prime J 

And free for life, these bins to climb ; 
With all his wants supplied. 

And full of hope day followed day * 
While that stout Ship at anchor lay ' 
Beside the shores of Wight ; 

The May had then made all tilings green ; 
And, floating there, in^ pomp se eue, 
Thai^hip was poodlv t<» be, seen. 

His pri(Je‘ arid his delight ! ^ 

Yet then, when called ashore, he sought 
tender peace of ^iiiralst bought : 

In im)re than ha])pv mood 
To your abodes, bright daisv Flow'ers ! 
He then would steal at leisul-e h^mrs.* 
Anil loved you gliftcniig in your bowers, 
A starry multitude. ^ 

* 1 
But hark the word ! — the ship is gone ; — 
Returns, from her Imig course: — anon 
Sets sail : — in s(‘ason cine. 

Once more on F^glish earth they stan^ : 
But, when a, third time from the land 
They partjid., sorrow was c7t. ^ancl 
For Him and for his crcv\» 

Ill-fated Vessel l-jghaslly shock ! 

— At length delivered from tl c rock. 

The deep* she liath regained ; 

And through the stormy night they 
« steer ; 

Labouring for Ufo, in hope and fear, 

To reach a saler shore— how near. 

Yet not to be al tamed ! 

“ Silence ! ” the brave Commander cried ; 
To that calm word a shriek replied. 

It was the la?it death -shriek. 

— A few (my soul oft sees that sight) 
Survive upon the tall mast’s lieight ; 
But one dear remnant of the night — 
For Him in vain I seek. 

Six weeks beneath the moving sea 
« He lay iu slumber cpiietly ; 

Unforced by wind or wave 

To quit the Ship for which he died, 

CAll Claims of duty satisfied ;) 

And there they found him at her side ; 
And bore him to the grave. 

Vain service ! yet not vainly done 
For this, if other end were none. 

That He, who had been cast 
Upon a w^ of life, unmeet • 

For such a gentle/ Soul and sweet, 
Should finU an undisturbed retreat 
Near what he loved, at last— 

That neighbourhood of grove and field 
To Him a resting-place should yield, 
/#meek man and a brave I 
The birds shall sing and ocean make 


A mournful murmur for his sake ,* 

And Thou, sweet Flower, shalt sleep and 
wake 

Upon, his senseless grave. , 

1805. 

VIII 

^ ELEGIAC VERSES. 

IN MRMORY OF MV BROTHER, JOHN 
W'ORDSWORTII, 

COMMANDER OF THE L. 1. COMPANY'S SHIP THE 
“ LAKE OF ABERGAVENNY, " IN WHICH HR 

perished by calamitous shipwreck, 
FLB. 6rn, 1S05 

Comp )!>cd iicjr the Mountain track, that leads 
from ^irasiiiocc throu!?h Gnsdalc Hawes, where 
It descends towards PactrTdaJe. 

1805 


The Sheep-boy whistled loud, and lo I 
That instant, startled by the shock, 

Tli«‘ Buzz.ird mounted from the rock 
])eliber.ite and slow : 

Lord of the air, he took his flight ; 

Oh' CMuld he on that woeful night 
Have lent his wing, my Brother dear, 
For one poor moineut’s space to Thee, 
And all who struggled with the Sea, 
When safety was so near. 


Thus* ill the weakness ot niy heart 
I spoke (but let that pang be still) 

Wiieri rising from the rock at will, 

I saw the Bird depart. 

And let me calmly bless the Power 
That meets me in this unknown Flower, 
Affecting type of him I mourn ! 

With calmness suffer and believe, 

Arul gri ‘ve, and know' tlial I must griev'e. 
Not cheerless, though forlorn. 

Ill 

Here did w'c stop ; and here looked round 
While each into himself descends. 

For that last thought ot parting Friends 
That is not to be found. 

Hidden was Grasmere Vale from sight. 
Our home, and his, his heart's delight, , 
His quiet heart’s selected home. 

But time before him melt s away. 

And he hath feeling of jfMay 
Of blessedness to come. 

’Full soon in sorrow did I weep. 

Taught that the mutual hope was dust. 
In sorrow, but for higher trust, 

H >w miserably deep ! 

All vanished in a single word, 

A breath, a sound, and scarcely heard. 
Sea — Ship — drowned — Shipwreck — so it 
came, 
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The meek, the brave, the good, was gonf j 
He who had been our living John 
Was nbthing but a name. 

V 

That was indeed a i^arting ! oh, • 
Glad am 1, glad that it is past : • 

For there were some on whom it Vast 
Unutterable woo. 

But they as well as I have gains : — 
From many a humble source, to pains 
Like these, there comes a mild release 
jiven here 1 feel il. even this Plant 
Is -in its beauty min is trail! 

To comfort and to peace. 

VI 

He would have loved thy modest gracci 
Meek Flower ! To Him I would have said, 
“ It grows uiJon its native bed 
Beside our Parting- place ; 

There, cleaving tlie ground, it lies 
With multitmle of purple eyes. 
Spangling a cushion green like moss ; 
But we will see it, jf'vful tide ! 

Some day, to sc<? it iri its pride. 

The mountain will wc cross.’* 

VII 

— Brother and friend, if verse of mine 
Have power to make thy virtues known. 
Here let a monumental Stone 
Stand — sacred as a Shrine ; 

And to the fev' who pass this way, 
Traveller or Sliepherd, Id it say. 

Long as these might v rorks etijurc.- 
Oh do not Thou too foiidlv brood. 
Although deserving of all good. 

On any earthly hope, however pure ' ! 

IX 

L1N3S 

Composed at Grasmcio, during a walk oik 
Evening, alter a slnrniy day, the Author 
having just read in a Newspaper that the 
dissolution of Mr. Fox was hourly expected. 

Loud is the Vale ! the Voice is up 
With v?hicli she speaks when storms are 

XTnignly^nTSWfc^jf streams ! 

Of all her Voices, One ! 

Loud is the Vale ; — this inland Depth 
In peace is roaring like the Sea ; 

Yon star upon the mountain-top 
Is listening quietly. 

1 The plant alluded to Is the Moss Campion 
(Silene ac£-.ilis, :.-t Linnaus). Sec note at the 
end of the volume. 

See among the “ Poems on the Naming of 
places " No. vl. 


Sad was I, evdi to pain deprest. 
Importunate alvd heavy load ® I 
The Comforteifhath found me here. 
Upon this lonely road ; 

And many thousands now are sad — 
Walt the "fulfilment of their fear ; 

! For he must die who is their stay, 

I Their glory^disappcar. 

•\ Power is passing from the eai'th 
I To breathless Nature’s dark, at % ■ 
Bu^ when the great and good depart 
What is it more than thig — 

«That Man, wffo is*from God sent 
]f^>oth yet again to God return ? — 

|Sueh ebb aid flow must ever be. 

Then wherinore shoulc^we mourn ? 

• . . I88ft 

% * 

X 

IN\'OCATION TO THE EARTH 

1 • JEBUVARY, fi8l6 

... I ‘ ‘ 

“ Kkst, rtst, perturbedl E^irth ! 

O rest, thou doleful Mother of l.lan- 
kind ! ” r • 

A Spirit saflg in tones more plaintive than 
the wind : 

“ From regions where no evil thing has 
birth \ 

I come —thy stains to wash away, 

Thv cherished fetters to unbind, 

.^nd open thy sad eyes upon a milder day. 
The Heavens are thronged with martyrs 
that have risen 

From out thy iioisome‘prison ; 

The penal caverns groan 
With tens of thousands rent from off the 
tree 

Of hopeful life, — by battle’s whirlwind 
blown * 

Into the deserts of Eternity. 

Unpitied havoc ! Victims unlamented ! 
But not on high, where madness is re- 
sented, 

And murder causes some sad tears to flow, 
Though, from the widely-sweeping blow. 
The choirs of Angels spread, triumphantly 
augmented. 


“ False PajQent of Mankind I 
Obdurate, proud, “Md blKid, 

I sprinkle thee with soft celestial dews. 
Thy lost, maternal heart to re-infuse ! 
Scattering this far-fetched moisture from 
my wings, • 

Upon the act a blessing I implore, 

2 Impor tuna e grave salma. ^ 

MiCMAXL ANGfeLO. 
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Of which the rivers in thefl secret springs. 
The rivers stained so oft with human gore. 
Are conscious ; — may IhcJ like return no 
more ! 

May Discord — for a Seraph’s care , 

Shall be attendedw'ith a bolder ])rayer — 
May she, who once disturbed the sejifs of 
bliss 

These mortal spheres a^ove. 

Be chaint'd for ever ty the black abyss ! } 
And thou, O rescued tarthiby iieace ana*; 

'"-xuvTr’ ' , I 

And merciful desires, Ihy saiirtitv’I 
approve ! i’ _ 

The Spirit cjided his mysterious rite. 
And the pure vision closed in darkryss 
infinite. • 

’ XI 4 

* LINES 

WRITTEy ON* A BLANK LEAF IN A COPY 
•?)F THE author’s POEM “ TIIF FXCUR- 
SION,” X*PON IIEARING OF TUt DhAJTH 
OF THE lATE I’lCAR OF^KENDAL 

Topublic1io?ice.* with reluctance strong, 
Didt^ deliver this unfniisned Son^, ; 

Yet for one happy is^yo ,- — and 1 look 
With self-congratulation on the Book 
Which pious, learned, Murfttt saw and 
read 

lUponmy thoughts his saintly Spirit fed ; 
conned the new-born Lay with grate- 
ful heart — 

Foreboding not how soon he must depart: 
Unweeting that to him the joy was given 
Which good men take with them from 
earth to^ieaveii. 

XII 

ELEGIAC STANZAS 


(ADDRESSED TO SIR Gi* H. B. UPON THE 
DEATH OF ^IS SISTER -IN -LAW) 

* 1824 

O FOR a dirge ! But why complain ? 

Ask rather a triumphal strain 
When Fermor's race is run ; 

A garland of immortal boughs 
To twine around the Christian’s brows. 
Whose glorious work is done. 

We pay a high and holy debt ; t 

No tears of passionate regret * 

Shall stain^this votive lay ; 
lU-worthyr Beaumont ! were the grief 
That flings itself on wild reliet 
When Saints have passed away. 

Sad doom, at Sorrow’s shrine to kneel, 
J^r ever covetous to feel. 

And impotent to bear ! 


Such once was hers — to think and think 
Oi\ severed love, and only sink 
From anguish to despair ’! 

But nature to its inmost part ^ 

Faith had refined ; and to her heart 
A peaceful cradle given : 

Calm as the dew-drop’s, free to rest 
Withiii a breeze-farsiied rose's breast 
Till it exhales to Heaven. 

Was ever Spirit that could bend 
So graciously ? — that could descend. 
Another’s need tf> suit, 

So prompH\' from her lofty throne ? — 

III works of lf)ve, 111 these alone. 

How restless, how minute ! 

Pale was her hue ; yet mortal chock 
Ne’er kindled with a livelier streak 
When aught had suffered wrong. — 

When aught that breathes had felt a" 
wound ; 

Such look the Oppressor might c<mfoiind. 
However proud and strong. 

But hushed be every thought that springs 
From out the bitterness of things : 

Her quirt is ".ecure ; 

No thorns can p\erc»' her tender feet. 
Whose life was, like the violet, sweet. 

As climbing jasmine, pure — 

As snciwdrop on an infant’s grave. 

Or lily heaving with the wave 
That feeds it and deftmds : 

As Vesper, ere the star hath kissed 
The mountain top, or breathed the mist 
That from the vale ascends. 

Thou takes t not aw'ay, O Death ! 

Thou strikest — absence perisheth. 
Indifference is no more ; 

The future brightens on our sight ; 

For on the past hath fallen a light 
That tempts us to adore. 

» XIII 

ELEGIAC MUwSINGS 

IN THil GROUNDS OF COLEORTON HALL, 
THE SEAT OF THE LATE SIR G. H. 
BEAUMONT, BART. ^ 

In these grounds stands *' 0 ^ 

wherein is a mural monument bearing an 
Inscription which, in deference to the earnest 
request of the deceased, is confined to name, 

* dates, and these words ; — " Enter not into 
judgment with thy servant, O Lord ! 

With copious eulogy in prose or rhyme 
Graven on the tomb we struggle against 
Time, 

Alas, how fsebly ! but our feelings rise 
And still we struggle when a good man 
dies .- 
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Such offerJng Beaumont dreaded and 
forbade, 

A spii*it meek in self-abasement clad. 

Yet AerJiat least, though few have num- 
bered days 

That shunned so modestly the light pf 
praise, f . 

His graceful manners, and the tcAperate 
ray 

Of that arch fancy which wt>uld round 
him play. 

Brightening a converse iiewr known to 
swerve 

T»rom couitesy and dclic.Ut’ n'serve : 
That sense, the Idand philos(i])hv of life. 
Which checked discussion erj- it wanned 
to strife ; 

Those rare accf.inphshmeiits, and varieil 
powers. 

.Might have their record among syh<ni 
boi.ers. 

Oh, lied for ever ! \.inished like .1 blast 
That shook thi* leaves in myriads as it 
passed 

Gone from this world of earth, air, sea, 
and sky, 

From all its spirit -moving imagery. 
Intensely studied with a iiainter's eye, 

A i>oet’s heart ; and, for cnug<.‘iiial view, 
Portrayed with haiipicsi pencil, not un- 
true 

To common recf>gnitions while the line 
Flowed in a course of symjialhy divine ; — 
Oh ! scvcied, too abriijUly. from delights 
That all the seasons shared with equal 
rights ; — 

Kapt 111 the grace of undismuiitled age. 
From soul-felt music, and tlie treasured 
page 

Lit by that evening laiiii> w’hich loved to 
shed 

Its mellow lustre round thy honored 
head ; 

While Friends beheld thee give wnth eye, 
voice, mien, • 

More than theatric force to Shakespeare’s 
scene ; — 

If thou hast heard me — if thy Spirit know 
Aught of these bowers and whiuicc their 
pleasures flow ; 

■iiibiqgsjD^^imcmcmbranco held so dear. 
And tnouglu^ and projects fondly 
cheri-ihed here, 

To thy c.Kaltcd nature only seem 
Time's vanities, light fragments of earth’» 
dream — 

Rebuke us not ! — The mandate is obeyed 
That said, “ Let praise be mute where I 
am laid ; ” 

The h flier deprecation, given in trust 
To the cold marble, waits upon thy dust ; 
Yet have we found how slowly genuine 
grief 


From silmt aimiration wins relief. 

Too long abaslpd thy Name is like a rose 
That doth “within itself its sweetness 
close ; “ 

A drooping daisy changed into a cup 
In ivhicii her bright-eyed beauty is shut 
up. 

Within these groves, where still are flit- 
ting by 

.Shades of the Paot, oft noticed with a 
sigh, » . ■; 1^^ 

Shrill stand a votive Tablet, haply free. 
When towers and temples fall, to speak 
of Thee P ^ ^ 

If sciiliiturcd emblems of our mortal doom 
Kccal iH^t there th(M\ isdoiii of the Tomb, 
Grjeii i\ y f-isi.n from out the cheerful 
earth. • , ^ 

Will friiif.e the lettered stone* ; and herbs 
• spring forth, • 

Whose fragrance, by soft dews and rain 
unbound, n 

I Shall penetrate the heart without' a 

Willie truth agd love tlirir p».rposcs fulfil, 
j Coinmeinof citing genius, tklei^t, skill,* 
That couUl rirft lie concealed where ^'jTh 011 
wen known ; 

Thv virtiu,*^ He mbst jifdge, and He alone, 
The (lod upon whose mercy 'they arc 
thrown. 

Nov. 1830. , 

XIV ‘ ' 

WRITTICN AFTF. R THK DEATH OF 
(TIARLES LAMB 

To a good Man of most d^ar memory 
I'his Stone is sacred. Here he lies apart 
From the great city w’here he first drew 
breath. 

Was reared and taught ; and humbly 
earned his bread, 

To the strict labours of the merchant’s 
desk 

By duty chained. Not seldom did those' 
tasks 

Tease, and the thought of time so spent 
depress 

His spirit, but the recompense was high ; 
Firm Tndi’pendence, Bounty’s rightful 
sire ; 

Affections, warm as sunshine, free as air ; 
('And when the precious hours of leisure 
came, 

Knowledge and wlsd.:m, gained from 
converse sweet 

With boc^s, or while he ranged the 
crowded streets 

With a keen eye, and overflowing heart : 
So genius triumphed over seeming wro[ig. 
And poured out truth in works uy 
thoughtful love 
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Inspired — ^works potent ovlir smiles and 
tears. I 

And as roind mountain-U^s the light- 
ning plays. 

Thus innocently sported, breaking forth 
As from a cloud of some grave sympathv. 
Humour and wild instinctive wit, and &11 
The vivid flashes of his spoken words. 
From the most gentle creature^nursed in 
fields 

Had been derived the namc\ho bore — a 

Wherever Christian altars have been 
raised, . ^ 

HTilowed to meekness jflid td innocence ; 
And if in him meekinss at times gave 
way, „ 

Provoked out of ^herself bv troubles 
♦sn-ange, ^ ^ 

Maiiy^aiid strange, that hung about hi? 
life ; 

Still, at the rentre of his being, lodged 
A soul resignation sanctified : 

And if too often, self -reproached, »he fc\\ 
That iiinoceiuje belongs not to our kuid, 
A ^ower that i.evejj^eased to^biilc in him. 
Charity, ’iifid fhe miiltitudfjbof sms 
That :#ie can cover, left not his exposed 
To an uiifurgivingwjiidfvnciit from just 
Heav«tii. * 

O, he was good, if eVr a good Man lived ! 
« <* * 

F*v>in a relircting mind and sorrowing 
heart 

Those simple lines flowed with an earnest 
wish, 

Though but a doubting hc)po, that they 
might ser\'c 

Fitly to guard »the precious dlist of him 
"Whose virtues called them forth. That 
aim is missed ; 

For much that truth most urgently re- 
quired 

Had from a faltering pf^ been asked in 
vain : * 

Vet, haply, on the printed page received. 
The imperfect rtc»jrd, there, may stand 
unblamed 

As long as verse of mine shall breathe the 
air 

Of memory, or see the light of love. 

Thou wert a scorner of the fields, mv 
Friend, 

But more in show than truth ; and from 
the fields, 

And from the mountains, to thy rural 
grave • 

Transported, my soothed spirit hovers 
o*er ^ 

Us green untrodden turf, and blowing 
# flowers ; 


And taking up a voice shall speak (Iho' 
«still 

Awed by the theme’s peculiar sanctity 
Which words less free presumed not even 
to touch ) 

Of that fraternal love, whose heaven-lit 
'* lamp 

From injnncy, throiiglf manhood, to the 
last 

Of threescore years, and to thy latest 
hour. 

Burnt on with ever-strengthening light, 
enshrined 
Within thy bosom. 

*• Wonderful hath been 
The love established fictw^eii man and 

“ Passing the love of women ; and be- 

IWCC'll 

Man and liis help-mate in fast wedlock 
joined 

Throimh (i<»d, is raised a spirit and soul 
of lr)ve 

Without wlK^se blissful influence Para- 
di.se 

Had Ijoeii no Paradise : and earth were 
now 

A waste where creatures bearing human 
form. 

Direst of savage beasts, would roam in 
fear, 

Joyless and comfortless. Our dav.s glide 
on ; 

And let him grieve who cannot choose 
but grieve 

That he hath been an Elm without his 
Vine, 

And h<T bright dower of clustpring 
charities. 

That, round his trunk and branches, 
might have clung 

Enriching and adorning. Unto thee. 

Not so enriched, not so adorned, to thee 
Was given (say rather tlK>u of later birth 
Wert given to her) a Sister — ’tis a word 
Timidly uttered, for she lives, the meek, 
The sclf-restraiuiiig, and the ever-kind ; 
In whom thy reason and intelligent heart 
Found — for.all interests, hopes and tender 
cares. 

All softening, humanising, Jhallp wiiv.\pc 
powers, 

Whether withheld, or for her sake un- 
■| sought — 

iv*f)re than sufficient recompence ' 

Her love 

(What weakness prompts the voice to tell 
it here ?) 

Was as the love of mothers ; and when 
years. 

Lifting the boy to man’s estate, had 
called 
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The long-protected to assume the part 
Of a protector, the first filial tie • 
Wa& undissolved ; and, in or out of sight, 
Hemamed imperishably interwoven 
With nfe itself. Thus, ’mid a shifting 
world. 

Did they together testify oi time • 
And season’s diflcrence — a d«]|il)le tn-e 
With two collateral stems sprung from 
one root ; 

Such were thev — such thro' life tlie]f 
niifihi have been 

111 union, in partition t>nly such : 
Otherwise wrought the will <if the Most 
’ High : 

Yet, thro’ all visitations and all Inals, 
Still they wore faithful : like two v essels 
launched 

From the same beach one ocean tri ex- 
plore 

With mutual help, and sailing-- to their 
league 

True, as inexorable winds, or bar*; 
Floating or fixed fjf polar ice, alh^w. 

But turn wc rather, let my spirit turn 
With thine, O silent and invisible Friend ! 
To those dear intervals, nor rare nor brief. 
When HMinitod, and by choice withdrawn 
From miscellaneous converse, yc were 
taught 

That the remembrance of foregone dis- 
tress. 

And the worse fear of future ill (which oft 
Doth hang around it, as a sickly chilrl 
Upon its mother) mav be both alike 
Disarmed of power to unsettle jiresent 
good 

So prized, and things inward and outward 
held 

In such an even balance, that the heart 
Acknowledges God’s grace, his r-ercy 
feels. 

And in its deptli of gratitude is still. 

• 

O gift divine of quiet sequestration ! 
The hermit, exercised in prater and 
praise. 

And feeding daily on the hope of heaven, 
JsJmppy in his vow, and fondly cleaves 
■“7 _ p leiiess ; but happier far 
Was to your souls, and, to the thoughts 
of others, j 

A thousand times more beautiful aD» 
poared. 

Your dual loneliness. The sacred tie 
Is broken ; yet why grieve ? for Time 
but holds 

His nioietv in trust, till Joy shall lead 
Ti> the blest world where parting is un- 
known. 

’ 1835. 


i xv 

E EFFUSION UPON THE 
DEATH OF JAMES HOGG 

WifEN first, descending from the moor- 
• lands, 

I saw the Stream of Yarrow glide 
Ailing a bare and open valley, 

The Httribk Shepherd was inv guide. ' 

• 

When last tilong its banks J jgzjyil^red, 
TjJirough groves 'that had begun to hhed 
Their golden leaves ui>cm the pathways. 
My steps 11^' Bc^rder-mliistrcl Jed. 

Tli<‘ might V Minstrel breathes no longer. 
Mid mouldering ruins low he lies : 
i^nd deatli upon the braes of Yarrow, 
Has rkged the Shepflerd -poet's cy« : 

X«r has the rolling year twice measured. 
From sign to sign, its stedfast course. 
Since every mortal power of Qileridge 
Was frozen at its marvellous source*; 

^hc rapt One. of the Jodlj^o forehead. 
The heav<in-f ved creafyre sleeps in earth : 
And Lamb, the frolic and tw gentle, 
Has vanished from his lonely heairth. 

Like clr^ids lh?tt rake the mountain- 
summits. 

Or w'aves that owm no curbing hand. 
How fast has brother followed brotlifr. 
From sunshine to the sunless land ! ^ 

Yet I, whose lids from infant slumber 
Were earlier raised, remain to hear 
A timid voice, that asks in whispers, 

" Who next will drop and disappear ? ” 

• t 

Our haughty life is crowmed with dark- 
ness, 

I-ike London with its own black wreath, 
Oil w'hich with thee, O Crabbe ! forth- 
looking, e 

I gazed from Hampstead’s breezy heath. 

As if but yesterday departed, •- 

Thou too art gone before ; but why. 
O’er ripe fruit, seasonably gathered,* 
Should frail survivors heave a sigh ? 

Mourn ratlier for that holy Spirit, 

Sweet as the spring, as ocean deep ; 

For Her who, ere her summer faded. 

Has sunk into a breathless sleep. 

No more of old rcTm^iitic sorrows. 

For slaughtered Youth or love-lorn 
Maid ! 

With sharper grief is Yarrow smitten. 
And Et trick mourns with her their Poet 
dead.^ 

Nov. iSjy- 


i See Note. 
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XVI f 
INSCRIPTIOI^ 

FOR A MO.JUMENT IN CROSTHWAITE 
CHURCH, IN THE VALE OF KESWIC^ 

Ye vales and hills whose beauty hilhar 
drew 

The podt’s steps, and fixed him here, on 
you, • 

His eyes have closed !• And ye. lov’d 
more ' 

Shall Southey feed uiion your ]>reciou* 
lore, 

I^P^^'orks that ue er shall hir^-it their re- 
nown. 

Adding imiiKirtal labours of his own-- 

Whether he traced historic Imitli, with 
#iieal • 


For State's guidance, or the Church’s 
weal, 

Or Fancy, disciplined by studious art, 

Inform’d his pen, or wisdom of the^ieart, 

Or judgments sanctioned in the Patriot’s 
•mind (kind. 

! Bv reverence for the r^hts of all man* 
‘ Wide weVij his aims, yet in no human 
I l)reast 

Could private feelings ineet for holier rest. 
' Ills jovs, his griefs, have vanished like a 
eK)iid 

From Skiddaw’s top ; but he to heaven 
was vowed 

Through his industrious life, and Chris- 
tian faith 

Calmed* in his soul the fear of change and 
death. 


ODE 

INTIMATiaNS OK IMMOUTAl.l.T’S’ FKOJf RK.COLLECTIONS OF 
, , ^ EARLY cmiJ'Hoon 

Thp ClJlkl i*. Father of thh M.in ; 

Anflf I could wish iiiv d.ivs to he 
itounil each tci each by natural pietv. 


I 

There was a time when meadow, grove 
^ and stream. 

The earth, and cverv common sight. 
To me did sec*m 
Apparelled in celestial light. 

The glory and tlie freshness of .1 dreaiii. 
It is not HOW as it hath been of yore 
Turn wlsereso’er I may, 

By night or day. 

The things which I have seen I now can 
see no more. 

II » 

The Rainbow comca and goes, 

• And lovely is tlie Rose, 

The Moon doth with delight 
\Look round her when 'the heavens arc 
bare, 

Watejrs on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair ; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth ; 
But yet I know; vdiere’er I go. 
That there hath past away a glftry from 
the earth. 

III 

Now, while the birds thus sing 'a jo3'ous 
song. 

' And while the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound, 

Ttj^me alone there came a thought of 
grief : 


See page fisj 

A timely utterance gave that thought 
rt'lief, 

! And I again am stioiig ; 

; The cataracts blow tlieir trumpets from 
tlie sleep ; 

No more sh.ill grief ot mine the season 
. wrung ; 

I hear the Echoes ttirough the moun- 
tains throng. 

The Winds come to me from the fields of 
sleep, 

, And all the earth is gay ; 

Land and sea 

Give theinselves up to jollit\', 

I And with the heart of May 

I j)oth every Beast keep 2 hoUday ; — 
Thou Child of Jov, 

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, 
thou happy 

Shepherd-boy ! 

i IV 

Ye blessed Creatures, I 
call 

\ Ye to each other make ; I Jsee 
•The heavens laugh with 3^011 in your 
jubilee ; 

My heart is at 3*our festival, 

My head hath its coronal, 

The fulness cf your hiss, I feel — I feel it 
all. 

Oh evil day ! if I were sullen 
V.'hilc Earth herself is adorning, 
This sweet May-morning, 
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And the Children are culling^ 

On every side, 

In a thousand valleys far and wide, 
%Frcsh flowers ; while the sun shines 
'warni. 

And the Babe leaps up on his Motl^er’s 
arm . 

I hear, 1 near, with jof. I hear ! 
— But there’s a Tree, of many, one, 
A single Field which I have looked upon-, 
Botii of them S])eak of something that is 
gone : 

The Pansy at inv feet 
• Doth the same tale repeat : 

Whither is fled the visionary gleam ? 
Where is it now, the glory and the 
dream ? 

V 

• Our birth is but a sleep and a h^rgetting: 
The. Soul that rises with us, our life’s 
Star, 

Hath had elsewhere its setting. 
And coineth from afar : 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness. 

Hut trailing clouds of glory d<j we come 
From (iod, who is our home : 
Ueaveii lies about us in our infancy ! 
Shades of th^* prison -h< .use begin to ciosc 
Upon the growing Hoy. 

Hut He beholds the light, and whence it 

fl(JWS, 

He sees it in his joy ; 

The Youth, who daily farther from the 
east „ 

Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest, 
And bv the vision '^plciidid 
Is on his way attended ; 

At length the j\fan jierceives it die away. 
And fade into the light of eoiiniiou day. 

Karlli fills her lap with pleasures of her 
own ; 

Yearnings she hath in her own natural 
kind, 

And, even with something of a Mother’s 
mind, 

And no unworthy aim. 

The homely Nurse doth all she can 
> Foster-child, her Inmate 

Man, 

b-orget the glories he hath knowm 
And that imperial palace wdience ^e* 
came. 

VII 

Behold the Child among his new-born 
bhss<‘s, 

A six years’ Darling of a pigmy size ! 
See, where ’mid work of his own hand he 
lies, 


Fretted by 4 illies of his mother's kisses. 
With light won him from his father's 
eyes ! f 

See. at his feet, some little plan or chart. 
Some fragment from his dream of human 
. life. 

Shaped by himself with newly-leanied 
art ; 

A rwedding or a festival, a. 

A mournmg or a funeral : 

And this hath now«iu^li£art, 
t And untef this he frames his song ; 

Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogue^ of Imsinesf^, love, or stij£r ; 
But it will not be long 
lire this be thrown aside, 

And with new joy and pride 
The little Actor con.*; another part; 
,^nlling.‘'rom time to time his “humorous 
. stage” <■ 

With all the Persons, down to iialsied 
Age. 

That Life brings with her in her equipage; 

! As if his whole vocation 
Were endless imitation. 

VIII 

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth 
belie 4 

T^y Sfml's immensity 
Thou best Philosopher, wlio vet dost 
keej) 

Thy heritage, thou Eye among the bliftd, 
Thai, deaf and silent, read’s! the tderiial 
deep, 

Haunted for ever by the eternal mind, — 
Mighty Prophet ! Seer blest ! 

On whom those truths do rest. 
Which w'e are toiling allofir lives to find, 
In darkness lost, the darkness of the 
grave ; 

Thou, over whom thy Immortality 
Broods like the Day, a Master o’er a 
Slave, 

A Presence which is not to be put hy : 
Thou little Child, yet glorious in thj 
might 

Of heaven-born freedom on thy being s 
height. 

Why wdth such earnest pains dost thou 
provoke 

The years to bring the inevitable yoke. 
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at 
strife ? [freight. 

Full soon thy. Soul shall have her earthly 
And custom lie uporVthee with a weight. 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life ! 

IX 

O joy ! that in our embers 
Is something that doth live. 

That nature yet remembers. 
What was so fugitive I 
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The thoufrht of our past yiars in me doth 
breed \ 

Perpetual benediction : not indeed 
For that which is most worthy to be 
blest ; • 

Deli{?ht and liberty, the simple crcetl 
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest. 
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in 
his breast : — * 

Not for these IVais^ * 

■ ** The song of thanks and praise : 
But for those obstinate (iiiestioiiiflgs 
Of sense apd outward things. 
Fallings fniin vaJI isliiiigs ; 
Blank misgivings of a (Teat lire 
Moving about in worlds not rcali'-ed. 
High instincts before whicli* our mortal 
^<aturc • 

Did ^remble like a guiltv Thing {ftiriirise® : 
Hut for those first aflectioiis. 

Those shadowy recollections, 

■a WIfleh, bo thej' what they maw 
Are yet the fountain light of all pur dav. 
Are yet a masted light ot all onr seeiii5 ; 
^ Upln)ld ns#! chj%ish, and^avc iiower to 

(Juri*ioisv years seem inonients in the 
being * 

Of the et£^rnal Silence: truths that wake, 
Tc) ]>f‘rish never : 

Which lien her listlessiui-is, nor mad eii- 
■ * deavour, 

* Nor Man iu<r Boy, 

Nor all that is at enmity ^^ilh joy. 

Can utterh .ibolish or destrov ! 

Hence in a season ot calm weather 
Though inland far ve hi-. 

Our Souls ha'i(‘ sight of that iminortal sea 
Which brought ns hither, 

Can m a moment travel thither. 
And see the Children sport upon the shore. 
And hear the mighty waters rolling ever- 
more. ,» 


Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous 
-i song ! 

And let the young Lambs bound 
As to the labor’s sound ! 

We in thought wdl join your throng. 

Ye that pipe and ye that play. 


j • Ye that through your hearts to- 
! day 

Feel the gladness of the May ! 

I What though the radiance wlfich was 
tJiice so bright 

now for ever taken from my sight, 
Tho^h nothing eftn bring back the 

; Of splendour in thCf grass, of glory in the 
i flower ; 

I VVe will p*ipve not, rather find 

Strength in what remains behind ; 
In the primal syrninithy 
Which ha\’ing been must ever be ; 
In the soothing thoughts that 
• spring 

Out of human snifering ; 

In the faith that looks through 
death. 

In >cars that bring the philosophic mind. 

XI 

I And O. ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, 

I and Groves, 

Forebode not any severing of our loves ! 

: ’^'et in my heart of hearts I feel your 
might ; 

I only liavc relincpiislied one delight 
To live beneath voiir nnue habitual swav. 

I I love the Brooks which down their chan- 

I nets fret, 

' Even more than when I tripjied lightly as 
I they ; 

, The iiinorent bright ness f)f a new-born 

I’ay 

Is loveb’^yet ; 

The Clouds that gather round the setting 
sun 

Do take a stiber colouring from an eye 
Thai hath kept watch o’er man's mor- 
tality ; 

Another race hath been, and other palms 
are won. 

Thunks to the human heart by which we 
• live. 

Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and 
fears. 

To me the meanest flower that blows can 
give 

Thoughts that do often lie too deep for 
tears. j 


W,P. 


fH H 
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U 

thp: prelude,” 

OR GROWTH OF A POET'S MIND; 

, AN .AUT()ni(K;KAl'HICAJ, POKM. 

ADvitR'I'ISEMENT. 


The following Potjiii was coiiiiiKTiccfl in 
the beginning of the vonr 1700, and com- 
pleted in the summer of 180s. 

.The design and oeoasion of the work 
are described by the Author in his Pre- 
face to the ExerRsioN. fust pulihshed 111 
1814, where he thus sjK'aks : — 

" Several year*; ai^o, wluMi the Aiitli(»r rptiied 
to his native mountains with the liop* of iuMiijj 
enabled to construct a literal y woik that iiini'ht 
live, it was a reasonable thin" that he <«honld 
take a review of his own iihikI, and (‘Kaiiinie 
how far Nature and luliicritiou had qiialilifd 
him for such an einjilnyiiieut. 

As subsidiary to this prep.ir itimi. he under- 
took to record, m verse, tlie origin and pnigies* 
of Ins own iioweis, as far as he was acquainted 
with them. 

“That work, addressed to a deir friend, 
most dislingnished toi his knowledge and genins, 
and to whom the Author's intellert Is deeply 
indebted, lias been long finished ; .uid the result 
of the iiivesligatKMv whieli gave rise to it, was 
a delorminal lOTi to ctnnpose a philosophical 
Poem, coutaiiiiag views of Man, Nature and 
Society, and to be entitled the ‘ Recluse ; ’ as 
having for ils pniK'ipal subject the sensations 
and opinions of a poet living in Tetiremeut. 

“ 'fhe prepji'.atory p6ein is biographical, and 
conducts the history of lh(‘ Author’s iiimd to 
the point when he was emboldened to hope that 
his faculties we> c suflicieiitly matured foi entering 
upon the arduous laboui whieh he had proposed 
to himself ; and the two works have tin* same 
kind of relation to each othei, if he may so 
express himself, as the Anle-e,liapel has tr» die 
tiody of .1 Gothic el.iiich. Continuing this 
anusioii. he niav be pernutted to add, that his , 
minor pieces, which have been long before tl.c 
public, when they shall be properly arranged, 
will be found by the attcntivi- reader to have 


I siieli conuee.tioif with the mam work 
j give them cLiiiii to be likened to the little 5?lls', 
i oratories, and sepulrhral recesses, ordinarily in- 
cluded in those edihccs." 

Such was tilt; Author's language iu life' 
year 181 j . 

Tt will theiict* bo seen, that the present 
PtK'iii was iiitendeal to be introductory to 
tl^Y Ef'Cf.,vsj', and that tho^ Ur.ri.vift.*, if 
' ciunplc'ted, would liave cousistexl of 
Three l*arts. Of these, the Second Part 
: aKiiie, viz., the lixci.RSioN, w'as hiiished, 

, and givtMi to the world by the Authar. 

! The First Hook of the First Part of the 
Kkcm si- still remains ‘in :|nanusrript ; 
but the Third Part was onlv planned. 
The materials of which it would have 
been forin(*d havi% howeVTT, been u cor- 
fiorated, for the ino't part. 111 the 
Author's other Publications, written 
suhsequeiitly to the lC\ci:ksio\. 

The Friend, to whom the present 
i Poem is addressed, was the late SamueI^, 

' Tavi.ok t'oLERiiXti', who was resident in 
Malta, for the restoration of his health, 
wh(*n the greater part of it was composed, 
i Mr. Coleridge read a considerable por- 
tion of the Poem while he was abroad : 
and his feelings, on hearing it recited by 
the Author (after his return to his own 
counlrv), arc recorded iu his Verses, 
addressed to Mr. Wordsw'orth. which 
will be found iu the “ Sibvllirie Leaves,” 
p. n)7, ed. i«i7> o* “ Poetical Works, by 
S. T. Coleridge,” vol. i., p. 206 . — Ed. 

Kydal Mount, * 

JiilY 1850 . 


BOOK FIRST 


CHILDHOOD 
AKD SCHOOL-TIME. 


O THERE is ble.ssiug iu this gentle breeze, 

A visitant that while it fans my cheek ' 

Doth seem half -conscious of the joy it 
brings 

From the green fields, and from yon azure 
sky. 

VVhate’e'’ its mission, the soft breeze can 
corn*' 

To mine more grateful than to me : 
escaped 


From Hie vast city, where I long had 
pined 

A discontented sojourner : now free, 

il'ree as a bird to settle ivhere I will. 

What dw^elling shall receive mp ? in what 
vale ' * 

Shall be ray harbour ? underneath what 
grove 

Shall I take up my home; ? and what clear 
stream 

Shall with its murmur lull me into rest,,"? 

Tlie eartli is all before me. With a htiari 

Joyous, nor scared at its own liberty. 
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I look about ; and should the chosen 
guide \ 

Be nothmg better'.than a wandering cloud, 

I cannot miss my way. I breathe again ! 
Trances of thought and inountingsljf the 
mind * 

Come fast upon me : it is shalceu off. 
That burthen of my own ui^natur.il self. 
The heavy weight of many a weary dav 
Not miiio,’ and such aS werjp not made hif 

• ■ * me. 

Long months of peace (if such bf)ld \ford 
accord , ^ 

"vv’ith any promises cii hiuftan life.) 

Long months of case and undisturbed ^ 
delight ! 

Are inme in iirfispeet : wlfither sh.fll I ! 

• I 

By j-oad or 'pathway, nr tlimTlgh tr;frk- ; 

less field, \ 

Up hill or down. «»r shall sf^iiie ll'Mting' 

1 thflig ! 

l'|)nn th** river jiniiit inr out luj* course ? 

^ J»e:ir I.iBert^*! V<*t w«)iilcl it 

* avaff • , ' ! 

But«ft)r a gift that enuseorates the joy ? 
For I, methougli^, wh^e the sweet breath I 

<»f 1 ^ 0 a veil - 1 

Was blowing on my body, h’lt within : 
A correspondent bree/e, that gi'iitly ’ 
iiiovi'd 

With quickening virtue, but is now be- 
eonie 

A tempest, a redundant cnergv. | 

Vexing its own creation. Thanks to 
both. 

And their congenial powers, that, while 
they join 

In breaking up a long-continued frost. 
Bring with them vernal promises, the 
hope 

Of active days urged oii by flying hours — 
Days of sweet teisure, taxed .with patient , 
, thought 

Abstruse, iioi wanting punctual service . 

high, _ I 

Matins and'vesjiers of harmonious verse ! 

Thus far, O Friend ! did I, not used to 
make 

A present joy the matter of a song, 

Pour forth that day my soul in measure^ 
strains ^ 

That wouW not b^f Argotten, and are here 
Recorded^: to the open fields 1 told 
A prophecy : poetic numbeis came. 
Spontaneousfy'to clothe in priestly robe 
A renovated spirit singled out. 

Such hope was mine, for holy services. 
4 ^ 1 y own voice cheered me, and, far more, 
the mind's 

Internal echo of the imperfect sound ; ' 


T^ both I listened, drawing from them 
both 

A cheerful confidence in things to come. 

# 

Content and not unwilling now to give 
A respite to this passion, I paced on 
With brisk and eagei»steps : and came, at 
lAgth. 

To a green shady place, where down I sale 
Beneath a tree, slaekeiiing my thoughts 
by ehoiee. 

And settling into gentler happiness. 
'Twas aiituiini, and a clear and placid 
day. 

With warmth, as much as needed, from 
• a sun 

Two hours declined tf>wards tlie west ; a 
dav 

With silver clouds, and sunshine on the 
grass. 

And in the shcllerefl anrl the sheltering 
gro\e 

A i)er/ect stillness. M.iuv weri* the 
tlioughts 

Lmouraged and dismissed, till choice 
waS made 

Of a known \ ale, whitluT luv feet should 
turn. 

Nor rest till they had reached the very 
df)or 

Of the one cottage A\hich methought I 
saw. 

No picture of mere luemorv ever looked 
So fair : and while upon the icinried scene 
T gazed with growing Jove, a higln-r power 
Than Fancy gave assurance of some w'orK 
Of glorv there forthwith to be begun. 
Perhaps loo thcie ]>(Tforined. Thus 
long 1 mused. 

Nor e’cr-lost sight of what T mused upon, 
Save wlien, amid the stately grove of 
oaks, [cup 

N(»w here, now there, an acorn, from its 
Dislodged, through sere leaves rustled, or 
• at once 

To the bare earth drf)jiped with a start- 
ling sound. 

From that soft roiich I rose n<d, till the 
sun 

Had almost touched the horizon Tcasting 
then .c ' •'^*** 

A b.ackward glance ifiioii the curling 
cloud 

Of city smoke, by distance ruralised : 
Keen as a Truant or a Fugitive, 

But as a Pilgrim resolute, I took. 

Even with the change equipment of that 
hour. 

The road that pointed toward the chosen 
Vale. 

It was a splendid evening, and my soul 
Once more made trial of her strength, 
nor lacked 
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.^^ulian visitations ; but the harp * WhiJe she as dtiteous as the mother dove 
Was soon defrauded, and the banded host Sits brooding, rnves not always to that 
Of harmony dispersed iii straggling end, 

soiiixds. But lyte the innocent bird, hath goadings 

And lastlv utter silence ! “Bo it so ; on 

Why think of anything but preseift That drive her as in trouble through the 
good ? ’* ^ groves : 

So, like a home-bound labourer 1 pursued Willi me now such passion, to be 
My way beneath the mellowing sun. that blamed 

shed otherwise ^han as it lasts too lon^ . 

Mild infliicrice ; nor left in me one wish | 

Again to bend the Sabbath of that time- Wlien, as becomes a man who would 
To a servile yoke. What need of many | )irepare ^ , 

words ? j For sucli an *ardifiuis work, I through 

A pleasant loitering journey, through invsell 

three days • Make rigomiis iii<iuisition, the report 

Continued, brought me to iny hermitage. Is olteii eheenng ; for neither seein 
I span' to tell of w'hat ensued, the life Ttj^lack tlyit first great gift, tjie vital 
In common things — the emlless store of Nor general Truths, which arc themscfc’ves 
things, a sort 

Rare, or at least so sei'iriiiig, every-dav C)t Jik'nients and Agents, UrKk'i'-^oowers, 
Found all about mo in one neighbour- Subordinate helj^crs of the living mind : 

hood — Ncy am I naked of exteynal things. 

The self-congratulation, and, from morn | Forms, image s, nor nuii^eroi^ other aids 
To night, unbroken cheerfulness serene. Of less regavd.*i hough wVn per|iaps with 
But speedily an earnest longing rose toil 

To brace invself to some determined aim. And needful to build up a T^oet's pidise. 
Reading or thinking ; either to lay up Time, placi', and n anm/s dc» 1 seek, and 
New sbires, or rescue fmtn decay the old these ' 

By timely m l erf cron ce ; and therewith Are found in ])leiileous st fire, but now'hero 
Came hopes stdl higher, that with out- such 

ward life As may bt* singled out with steady choice?,, 

1 might endue s(inie airy phantasies Nf> bilk* b.ind of yet remembered names 
That had b('en floating kiose about hir \Miom 1, in perfect confidence, might 
years, i hope 

And to such bcingsteinpcrately deal forth To summon back from lonesome banish- 
The many feelings that opiiressed my ment, 

heart. And make them dwellers in the hearts of 

That hope hath been discouraged ; wel- men 

come light Now living, or to live in future years. 


DawMis from the cast, but dawns to dis- Sometimes tlic ambitions Pow'cr of 
appear choice, mistaking 

And inf»ck me with a sky that ripens not Proud spring-tide swellings for a regular 
Into a steady morning : it my mind, sea, 

Remembering the bold jiromise of thc‘ Will settle on some British theme, some <- 
past, old 

Would gladly graiiple with some noble Koniaritic tale by Milton left unsung ; , 
theme. Minds Mure often turning to some gentle place 

Vain is her wish : where'er she turns she Within the groves of Chivalry, 1 pipe 

nits from day to day renewed. To shepherd sw’ains, or seated harp in 

hand, 

And now it w'ould content me to yield Amid reposing knights by a river side 
up (Jr fountain, listen to the grave reports 

Those lofty hopes awhile, for prc.seiit gifts ^06 dire enchantments faced and over- 
Of humbler industry. But, oh, dear come ‘ 

Friend l ^ By the strong mind, and talcs bf warlike 

The Poet, gentle creature as he is, feats, • 

Hath, like the Lover, his unruly times ; Where spear encountered spear, and 
His fits when he is neither sick nor well, sw'ord with sword • 

Though no distress be near him but liis Fought, as if conscious of the blazonry 
own That the shield bore, so glorious' w'as tbi 

Unmauagcable thoughts : his mind, best strife ; 

pleased Whence inspiration for a song that winds 
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Tliroush ever changing iccncs of votive A tale from my own heart, more near 
quest • ' akin 

Wrongs to redress, harmonious tribute To niy own passions and# habitual 
paid • thoughts; 

To fiatient courage and unblemished Some variegated storj", in the main 

truth, ' Lofty, but the unsubstaiiiial structure 

To firm devotion, zeal unquenchable, liells 

And Christian meekness liatlowing faith- Hefore the verv sun that brightens it, 
ful loves. • • Mist into air dissolving! 7 'hen a wish, 

.Sd* 1C times, more sternly moved, I would My last and favourite aspiration, mounts 
relate * With yeainirig towards some philosophic 

How vanquished Mithridates northward S(»iig 

j^assed, * • S ■ Of Truth that cherLhes our daily life ; 

And, hidden in the cloud of yeai>, became With uieditalions passionate from deep 
Odin, the hallKT of a race by whom . Rec^-s^s in man’s heart, immortal verse 
]Vri<;Jn*d tlu* Koiiian I'anii^re . how^thf 'Ihoughtfulh lilted to the Orphean lyre ; 
— friends • , Hiil from tins awful bnriheii T full soon 

And follfuvors of Se^torin•^. oift ol Si«im Taki refuge and beguile iii> self with trust 
Fl\uig, found shelter 111 the Fortunate ■ That mellower years will bring a riper 
Isles, I iiiiiid ll^asl 

And le^t their usages, their arts and laws. And cleana* insight. Thus mv days arc 
* 1 ?) disapjxMr bv a slow gradual tleath. I In eontradiction : with no skill tf) part 

To dwindle and to perish one by | Vague Ifuiging, haply bred by want of 

Starved in dho^^narrow (pounds : but not | jiower, 

• the*.<jid • '• I From paramount impulse not to be 

Of Libert\’, which fiflcclT hnndfd years i witlisiuod, 

Survived, and, when the luiroiM-an came 'A tiiiionnis capacity from prudence. 
With skill and fiowe# that might not be ■ From rircumspeetion, iidiiiite delay. 

witfi^tnod, ! Humilily and modest awe themselves 

Pid, like a pestilence, maintain its hold , Heiray me, serving often for a cloak 
And wasted down by glorious death that To a more subtle seltishiiess ; that now 

Locks every function up in blank reserve. 
Of natural heroes; or I would recc)rd Now dupes me, trusting to an anxious eye. 
How, In tyrannic times, some high- That with intrusive restlessness beats of! 

soiiled jjicin. Simplicity and self-presented truth. 

Unnamed among the ehroriicles of kings. Ah ' belter far than this, tr» stray about 
Suffered in silence for Truth’s sake: or Voluptuously through fields and rural 
tell, walks. 

How that one Frenchman,* through con- And ask no record of the hours, resigned 
tinned force To vacant musing, iinreproved neglect 

Of meditathiii on the inhuman deeds Of all things, and deliberate holiday. 

Of those wdio conquer^'d first the Indian Far better never to have heard the name 
Isles, , Of zeal and just ambition, than to live 

Went single in his ministry across /latflexl and plagued by a mind that every 

The Ocean mot to comfort tlic ojiprcssed, hour 

But, like a thirsty wind, to roam about j Turns recreant to her task ; takes hcan 
Withering the Oppresstir -, how Ciustavus j again, 

sought I Then feels immediately some hollow 

Help at his need in Dalccarlia’s mines : I thought 

How Wallace fought for Scotland; left ! Hang like an interdict jpes. 

the name I This is mv lot ; for ciA'er still I find 

Of Wallace to be found, like a w'ild flower. ! Some imperfection in the chosen theme. 
All over his dear Country ; left the deeA Or see of absolute accomplishr.u-nt 
Of Wallace, like ^ famiK’ of Ghosts, * ^Much wanting, so much wanting, in my- 
To people the Steep rocks and riv^er , self, 

banks, ; That I recoil and droop, and seek repose 

Her natural sanctuaries, with* a local soul ■ In listlcssness from vain perplexity. 

Of independence and stern liberty. Unprofitably travelling toward thet 
Sometimes it suits me better to invent graver, ' 

Like a false steward who hath much 
^ i Dominique dcGouTgues, a French gentleman . received 
who went in 1568 to Florida to avenge the mas- And renders notbmg back, 
saore of the Frcndi by the Spaniards there. — Ed, Was It for this 
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rh.it one, the fairest of all rivers, lo\V(l j Frt)sl, and tlie Irc.itli of frosty wind> had 
To hloud his luurriiurs with niy nurse’s | snai)]K*cl J 

song, ; The last autumnal crocus, ’twas my joy 

Aad, fn^n his alder shades and rocky j With ^st ore of springes o’er iny shoulder 
falls, I hung 

And irom his fords and shallows, sent*a ; To range the open heights, where wood- 


voice • . 

That flowed along my dreams' 
this, didst thou, (] 

O Derwent ! winding among | 
holms 


Where I was looking on. a halu* in .irins, ! 'riial 


; eorlis rim 

Fi)j ; Along the sfnorith green turf. Throiigli 
. half the night. 

gr.iss\ Scudding awiiy from snare to snan*, 1 
■ . plied t 


Make ceaseless music th.il Cfnnjiosed mv 
though Is I 

To mure than inf.mt sf)f(iies«,, gi\ ing me 


visit atinn ; — moon 


stars ^ , 

Were shining It'er diy'head. 'I w.is aloii?** 
And sei'ined to he a tronldc to tin* p 'aci' 


Amid the Irelfnl dwellings of niaipkind Tli^it dwelt among tlieni. Sometimes it 
A foretaste, a dun earnest, of the calm . hefel * 

'I'hat Nature breathes .imong the lulls In these i^ght wanderings, that a stlitV/g 
and groves. ^ * dc*sire , 

When he had left the inoniitains and re- O’erpowered rn\ better reason, and the 
eeivf'd j bird 

On his smooth bre.'ist the shadow of Which was the captive f)f .anolh\T‘.s teul 
those towers . Bij^'ame /nv jirey . and when llu“ deed 

That yet survive, a sliallen'd iiuuiiiment > was done ^ 

Of feudal swmv, tlie bright bine river jfl heard the solif,|ry lulls 

passed ! Low breathings coming arter'ine. anti 

Along tin* margin of our terrace walk : i sounds 

A tempting idavinale whom we dearlv j Of niidistingnishajjle nvNlion. steps 

loMil. I Almost as'silent as thi* turf tlv'v trod. 

Oh, many a lime ha\c 1, a fne vears’ 

child. Nor Jess when spring had warmed the 

In a small mill-race si'vered from liis cult lin'd Vale, • 

stream. Moved wt as ipluiidcrers wliere the 

.Made one long bathing <4 a simmuT’s mother-bird 

dav ; IT.id in high idaccs built her lodge ; 

Basked in the sun, and j ‘lunged and Ihniigh mean 

basked again Oiir obieet and inglorious, vet the cud 

male, all a summer's day, nr scoured : Was not ignoble. Oh ! when 1 have hung 


Alternate, all a summer's day, nr scoured j 
The sandy fields, Icajuiig through Jlowerv ! 

gn'ves ill ill. I 

Of yellow ragwort ; or when rock and > 
'fhe woods, and distant Skiddaw’s loity I 
height. 

Were bronzed witli deepest r.idianre, j 
stood alone " j 

Beneath the skv, as if T had been born \ 
On Indian plains, and from iiiv inotlier's ' 
hut i 

Had run abro.ad in wantonness, to sport i 
A nake d savage, in the thunder shower, j 

FaiTscSbthnSiad my soul, and 1 grew' 
up 

Fostered alike by beauty and by 
Much* favoured in my birth-place, aiur 
no less 

In that belov'ed Vale to which ere long 


j Was not Ignoble. Oh ! when 1 have hung 
j Above the raven’s nest, bv knots of grass 
I And half-inch fissures in the slippery 
rock 

I Bui ill sustained, and almost (so it 
seemed) r 

I Siis]'>eiided by the blast that Idcw amain, 
j Shouldering the naked crag, oh, at that * 
! time 

' While on the perilous ridge I hung alone, 
i With what strange utterance did the loud 
i drv wind 

I Blow through my ear ! the sky seemed 
j not a skv 

Of earth — and with what motion moved 
the clouds ! 

Dust as we arc, 'tke imrncirtal spirit 
grows « 

Like harmeny in music. ; there is a dark 


We were transplanted — there were we let Inscrutable workmanship that reconciles 


loose I r)iscordaiit elements, makes them cling 

ror sports of wider range. Kre I had ; together 

* j In one society. How strange that all i. 

Ten birth-days, when among the inoun- The terrors, pains, and early miseries, 


tain slopes 


I Regrets, vexatious, lassitudes interfused 
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Within my mind, should '-’cr liavo horin* 
a part. 

And that a iK'cdfiil part, in inakiii;; up 
The calm existence that is niiiic w^icii I 
Am worthy of myself ! Prais»* to the 
end ! 

Thanks to the iiieaiis which Nature 
deigned to employ ; • 

Whether her fearless yisi tings. <»r th(»se 
That came with soft alartij^ like InirtlessT 
light ^ 

Opening the peaceful clouds : or she may 
^ use . m 

Severer iiiter\ entions, miiie-tr}- 
More palpable, as best might suit her aim. 

• 

Oiif* summer I'veiiiiig (l(‘a by her) I 
^ Tfound , , 

A li*.tle boat tied to a willow tree 
Within a rocky cave, its usu.il lumie. 
Straight f unloosed her chain, ami st(‘p- 
* ping 111 

Pushed from the shore. It was«n arl^)f 
stealth , 

4 nd truu^ile^ plfasure, iifir.^ithoui the 
\'«uce • 

Of ififuiiitiiiii -echoes did my ho.iL move 

(Ml : • • 

Leavingjichind hei still, on eithei '-uh*. 
Small curies glittering itllv iii the moon. 
Until they melted all into one track 
.Of sparkling light. But now, like one 
who rows. 

Proud of his skill, to reacli a chosen point 
With ail unswerving line. I fixed my view 
Upon the summit of a craggy ridge. 

The horizon’s ulinosl boundary ; far 
ahov'e • 

Was nothing Imt the stars and the grev 
sky. 

She wais an elfin pinnace ; lustily 
I dipped my oars into the silent lake. 
And, as I rose upon ilR' stroke, n\v boat 
Went heaving Through the water like a 
• swan ; 

W^hcii, from behind that craggy st(*ep 
till then 

The horizon’s btaind, a' iiiige peak, black 
and huge. 

As if with voluntary power instinct 
Upreared its head t struck and struck 
again, 

And growing still in stature the grin* 
shape • 

Tow'crcd tfp betwsfferi mu and the stars, 
and sitill, 

For so it seemed, with purpose of its r»wn 
And measured motion like a living thing. 
Strode after me. ♦ W'ith trembling oars I 
turned, 

Jrnd through the silent whaler stole my 
way 

Back to tlie co\'ert of the willow tree : 
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Tlihre in her mooring-place* T left my 
bark,- 

And through the meadows li(4|[nc\vard 
went, 111 grave ^ 

And serious mood ; but after 1 had seen 
Tfiat spc-clncle, for many days, my brain 
Worked watli a dim 'and undetermined 
sense 

Of unknown model of being : o'er my 
thoughts 

There hung a darkness, call it solitnrle 
Or blank des(’rli<)Ti. No familiar shajx'S 
I'vt'iiiaiiied, no ple.asant images of trees. 
Of se.i (jr skv, no colours of green fields ; 
But huge and mighty loniis, that do not 
five 

Like living men, moved slowly through 
tlx* mind 

By dav, and were a trouble to my 
(Ire.ims. . 

‘ Wisdom .ind Spirit oi the universe ! 
Thou S(Mil that art the eternity of 
thought, 

JJ'hat gives! to forms and imagi-s a breath 
And e^-erlastiiig motion, not in \ am 
By dav or riar-light thus from iiiy first 
(.law'll 

Of childhrx)d didst tiiou intiTtwinc for 

UK* 

The ))assions that build up our hutnan 
soul : 

Not with the mean and vulgar works of 
man. 

Bill with high ol>j('ets. with endurmg 

things — 

W'ith life and natun - 'purifying thus 
The elements (d fueling and of thought. 
And saiielifviiig. lo such discipline, 

B(.»tli pain and fear, until wo recognise 
A grandeur in the beatings of the heart. 
Nor w.is this fellowshi[) v(.)iichsafcd to me 
With slinteil kindness. In November 
days, 

When \'aii( nil's robing down the valley 
made 

A loiielv scene more Ic’Miesome, among 
woods. 

At iiotni and ’mid the calm of summer 
nights, 

WJieii, hv the margin of cliV irt'‘,iibliiig 
lake." 

Beneath the gloomy hills homeward I 

p W'VUt 

In solitude, sucii intercourse was mine; 
Mine was it in the fields both day and 
night, 

And by th(^ waters, all the sulhrner long. 

And in the frosty season, w'hen the sun 
Was sol, and visible for many a mile. 

1 These lines hav« bsen printed ht-fore. Sea 

p. 72.— 
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On caves and t{;ees, upon the woods and 
hills. 

Impressed upon all forms the characters 
Of daiiper or desire ; and thus did make 
The Airface of the universal earth' 

With triumph and delig;ht, with hope and 
fear. 

Work like a sea ? 

Not uselessly employed^ 

All shod ' Mig^ht I pursue thit theme through every 
with steel, I change ** 

We hissed along the polished ice in games ‘ Of t*xercise and play, to which the ^ar 
Confederate, imitative of the chase [ Did summon us in his delightful round. 
And woodland pleasures, — the rcsouiid- 
. ing horn, 

The pack loud chiming, and the hiyited 


The cottage windows blazed through twi- 
light^ gloom. 

I heeded not their summons : happy time 
It was ii^deed for all of us — for me 
It was a time of rapture ! Clear and 
loud • 

Tlic village clock tilled six, — I wheeled 
about, 1 

f^roud and exulting Idee nn untired hor^t 
That cares not fur his home. 


We were d noiky crew ; the sun in\ 
heaven 


Beheld not vales more beautiful than 
ours ; * 


Nor saw ^ band in happiness and jdy**'' 

; Kicher, or worthier of the ground they 


trod. 


hare. 

So through the darkness and the cold we 
flew. 

And not a voice was idle ; with the din 

\ i I could record with no reluctant voice 
Tinkled like iron I'whilc tar distanniills ' The "f autumn, and their ha*el 

Ki^nr;ifnrin“n"otS. the | 

Eastward were SDarklinR clear, and i„ True symbol ot. hope's foolishnSss. whose 
thti west S'lroiiK 

Thn AI..A ' Aud uHrepFoved QuchaiUment led ns on 

No? Sfm uiwoV'rle-irei- ^ »v rocks U pools shut out from every 

Llanc“d “><■' kToon summer, to forlorn cascades 


AnKing the windings hid of niountaiifc 
brooks. 

— Unfading recollections ! at this hour 
The heart is almost mine with which I 
felt. 

From some hill -top on sunny afternoons, 
The papiT kite high among fleecy clouds 
Pull at her rein like an impetuous courser; 
Or, from the meadow's sent on gusty 
days. 

Beheld her breast the wind, then suddenly 
Dash(*d headlong/ and rejected bv the 
storm. *• 


throng. 

To cut across the reflex of a star 
That fled, and, flving still beJore me, 
gleamed 

Upon the glassy plain ; and oftentimes. 

When we had given our bodies to tli<‘ wind, 

And all the shadowy banks on cither side 
('aiiie sw'eeping lhr<jugh the darkness, 
spinning still 

The rapid line of motion, then at once 
Have 1, reclining buck upon my liecUi. 

‘Stopped short ; yet 3till the solitary clitls 
Wheeled by me — even as if the earth had 

rolled ; Ve lowly cottages wherein we dw'elt. 

With visible motion her diurnal round I A ministration of your own was yours ; 
Behind me did thev stretch in s.flemn Can 1 forget you, being as you were * 
train, ' So beautiful among the pleasant fields 

Feebler and feebler, and I stood and In which ye stood ? or can I here forget 

■; The plain and seemly countenance 
Ti al^?astr3ii^iil as a dreamless sleep. with w'hich 

-* . Ye dealt out your plain comforts ? Yet 

Ye Presvnees of Nature in the sky \f had ye 
And on the earth ! Yc Visions of thee Delights and exultati 9 ns of y^ur own. 

hills ! { Eager and never wear^^ we pursued 

And Souls of lonely places 1 can I think Our home ^amusements by t*he warm 
A vulgar l\ppe was yours when ye cm- 1 peat-fife 

plo>’ed I At evening, when with p^cil, and smooth 

Such ministry, when ye through many a j slate 

I In square divisions parcelled out and all 
Haunting me thus among my boyish ! With crosses and with cyphers scribbled 
sports, i o’er, 
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We schemed and puzzled, head opposed 
to head 

In strife too humble to be named in verse : 
Or round the naked table, snow-white 
deal, • 

Cherry or maple, sate in close array,* 
And to the combat. Loo or Whist, led on 
A thick-ribbed army ; not, as in the 
world, 

Nerfected and ungratcfulh^ thrown by < 
Evra for the very service they had 

WTOUght, * 

But husbaiidec^ through ^nany a long 
^ campaign. • ♦ 

Uncouth assemblage was it, w'herc no few 
Had changed their functions ; some. 

plelx'ian cards • * i 

Wltiii Fate, beyofld the promise of their j 
birth, • • • 

Had '’dignihed, and called to represent 
The persons of departed potentates- 
Obj willf what echoes on the board thev ; 

■ Ml I . . I 

Ironic diamond^, — clubs, hearts, dia- ! 

monds. Spaces, • 
A*'coiigrejAti^ii pilenusly ^kin r | 

Cheap matter offered they to bovisli wit. 
Those sooty kinr^s, pyjcipitated <’own 
With sco^s and taunts, like N’ulcan out 
of heaven : 

The paramount ace, a moon iu her eclipse, 
Queens gleaming through their sjilen- 
d )iir*s last decay, 

And niouarchs surly at the wrongs sus- 
tained 1 

By royal visages. Meanwhile abroad 
Incessant rain was falling, or the frost | 
Raged bitterly, with keen and silent | 
tooth ; 

And, interrupting oft that eager game, | 
From under Fsthwaite's splitting fields I 
of icc 

The pent-up air, struggling to free itself, 
(•ave out to meitdow grounds and hills a 
^ loud 

Protracted yelling, like the noise of 
wolves 

:|d[ow]ing in troops along the Hothiiic 
Main. 

Nor, sedulous as I have been to trace 
How Nature by extrinsic passion first 
Peopled the mind with forms sublime or| 
fair, J * 

And madeh me lope theih, may I here 
omit • 

'How other pleasures have beeibmine, and 
joys 

Of subtler origin 4 how 1 have felt. 

Not seldom even in that tempestuous 
^ time. 

"ose hallowed and pure motions of the 
sense 


Which seem, in their simplicity, to own * 
An intellectual charm ; that calm delight 
Which, if I err not, surely must belong 
To those first-born affinities th^ fit 
Our new existence to existing things. 

And, in our dawn of being, constitute 
The bond of union bciweeii life and joy. 

Yes, I remember Avhon the changeful 
earth, ' 

And twice fi\ e summers on my mind have 
stamped 

The faces of the moving 3 *car, even then 
I held unconscious intercourse with 
beauty 

Old .'gi creation, drinking in a pure 
Organic pleasure from the silver wreaths 
Of curling mist, or from the level plain 
Of WfitiTs coloured by impending clouds. 

The sands of Westmoreland, the creeks 
and bays 

Of Cumbria's rocky limits, they can tell 
How, when the Sea threw oft Ins evening 
shade, 

.\ud to the shepherd's hut on distant hills ■ 
Sent w^^lcome notice of the rising moon, 
How I haveclood, to fancies such as these 
A stranger, linking with the spectacle 
No conscious memory of a kindred sight. 
And bringing wuth me no peculiar sense 
Of cjuietness or peace ; yet have I stood, 
Fven while mine eye hath moved o’er 
many a league 

Of shining water, gathering as it seemed 
Through e\ »‘ry hair-breadth in that field 
of light 

New jjleasure like a bee among the 
liowers. 

Thus oft amid those fits of vulgar joy 
Which, through all seasons, on a child’s 
pursuits 

Are prompt attendants, ’mid that giddy 
bliss 

Which, like a tempest, works along the 
blood 

.And is forgotten : even then 1 felt 
Gleams like the flashing of a shield : — 
the earth 

And common face of Nature spake to me 
Rememberable things ; sor:‘''^' 3 ^''.s, 'tis 
true. 

By chance collision^and quaint accidents 
(Like those ill-sorted unions, work sup- 
* posed 

Of evil-minded fairies,) yet not vain 
Nor profitless, if haply they impressed 
Collateral objects and appearances, 

Albeit lifeless then, and doomed to sleep 
Until maturer seasons called them forth 
To impregnate and to elevate the mind. 

— And if the vulgar joy by its own weight 
Wearied^ itself out of the memory. 
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*"The scenes which were a witness of that 

joy 

Remained in their substantial lineaments 
Depiclea on the brain, and to the eve 
Were visible, a daily siKht ; and thus 
By the impressive disciidine of fear, • 
By pleasure and rcfi>eatcd happii^ss. 

So frequcntl.v rej eatfjfl, and bv fcji ce 
Of obscure feeliiiKS Ti,presentati\'<‘ 

Of things forgotten, these same scenes so 
bright. 

So beautiful, so majestic in themselves, 
Though yet the day was distant, did be- 
come 

Habitually dear, and all tfieir forms 
And changeful erilours by invi'^iblc <inks 
Were fastened to the affections. 

I began 

My story early — not misled, 1 trust. 

By an infirmity of love fi>r days 
Disowned by meniory — ere llie breath of 
spring 

Planting my snowdrops among wmter 
snows : 

Nor will it si'em to thee, O Fritmd ! so 
prompt 

In sympathy, that 1 have lengthi'iied out 
With fond and feeble longue a tedious 
tale. 

Meanwhile, mv Jmpe has been, that I 
might fetcli 

Invigorating thoughts from former years; 
Might fix the wavering balance of my 
mind. 

And haply meet reproaches loo, whose 
power 

May spur me on, in manhood now mature 


To honourable toil. Yet should these 
hopes' g 

Prove vain, and thus should neither I be. 
(aught 

To iiiidcrstand myself, nor thou to know 

Wifli better knowledge how the heart was 
framed 

Of him thoy lovest ; need I dread from 
thee 

•iTarsh iudgmi;iits,‘ if the song be loth to 
n^it 

Those recollected hours that ha^ the 
charm < • 

Of visit^nary ‘things, those lovely fornis 

And sweet sensations that throv/ bade 
, our life, 

And almost’make remotest infancy 

A visible. scene,, on which the sun is shiEY- 

• mg?' 


One end at least hath been attained ; 
my mind ' « 

H^'th beem revived, and if this genial mood 
Desert me not, forthwith'shajj be brought 
down ^ ^ 
Through later ^’ears the stofy Af my life. 
The road lies plain before me; — ’iis a 
Ihcnie «. 

Single and* of determined bouiiils ; and 
hence 

1 choose it rather at this time, than work 
Of ampler or more varied argument, 
Where 1 might be discomfited and lost : 
And certain hopes are with me, that to 
thee 

This labour will be welcome, honoured 
Friend 1 
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CONllNVLD I 

Thus f^u-, () Friend ! have we, though 
leaving much 

On visited, eiidcax’oured to retrace 
The simple ways in which my childhood 
w alked 

Those cJHrtiyWi^, first led me l<i the love 
Of rivers, woods, and fields. The jiassion 
yet * 

Was in its birth, sustained as might befal| 
By nourishment that came unsought ; 

for still ' 

From week to week, fwm month to | 
month, w'e lived I 

A round of tumult. Dulv wep' our games | 
Prolonged in summer till the day-light I 
failed : | 

No chair remained before the doors ; the ■ 
bench 


And threshold steps were empty ; fast 
asleeji • 

The labourer, and the old man who had «. 
sate 

A later lingerer ; yet the revelry 

Continued and the loud uproar : at last,' 

When all the groimd was dark, and twink- 
ling stars 

Edged the black clouds, home ^nd to bed ' 
we went. 

Feverish with weary joints and beating 

% minds. „ 

Ah ! ia there one who'etcr has been young, 

Nor needs a warning voice to>-tame the 
pride « 

Of intellect and virtue’s self-esteem ? 

One is there, though the wisest and the 
best 

Of all mankind, who covets not at timer 

Union that cannot be ; — who would not 
give 
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If SO he might, to duty and to truth 
The eagerness of infantine desire ? 

A tranquil Using spirit presses now 
On my corporeal frame, so wide nj^^ears 
The vacancy between me and those days 
Which yet have such self-presence in my 
mind. 

That, musing on them, oflegi do I seem 
Two consciousnesses, conscious of myself 
Ai^ of some other Bonig. % A rude mas5 
"Of native rock, left midway in the* sqmire 
Of our small market village, was the goal 
^>r centre of Idiese snort# ; and when, 
returned * 

After long absence, thither I repaired. 
Gone was the old grey stone, and ii^its 
place * ♦ 

Sflnart Assembly-room iisi^prd the 
•ground 

That had been ours. There let the fiddle 
scream. 

And be ye happy ! Yet, my Friends ' I 
know ^ • • 

That more t^an ^iTe of you will think with 

V me ( • ^ % 

Of those soft starry nighfej, and that old 
^)ame 

From whom th»slong was naniod, wli(» 
theie had sate. 

And watched her table with its huckster’s 
wares 

vAssiduous, through the length of sixty 
years. 

We ran a boisterous course ; the year 
span round 

With giddy motion. But the time ap- 
proached 

That brought with it a regular desire 
For calmer pleasures, when the winning 
forms 

Of Nature were collaterally attached 
To every scheme of hdhday delight 
And every boyish sport, less grateful else 
•And languidly pursued. 

When summer came. 

Our pastime was, on bright half-holidavs. 
To sweep along the plain of Windennere 
With rival oars ; and the selected bourne 
Was now an Island musical wdth birds 
Til at sang and ceased not ; now a Sister 
Isle 

Beneath the oak’s umbrageous covert^ 
sown • 9 

With lilie? of the Valiev like a field ; 

And now third small Island, where sur- 
vived • 

In solitude the ruins of a shrine 
Once to Our Ladf dedicate, and served 
Daily with chaunted rites. In such a rare 
ended, disappointment could he none. 
Uneasiness, or pain, or jealousy ; 

We rested in the shade, all pleased alike. 


Ccftiqiiered and conqueror. Thus the 
pride c‘f strength. 

And the vain-glory of superior skill. 

Were tempered ; thus was gracMally pro- 
duced 

A* quiet independence of the heart ; 

And to mv Friend who knows me I may 
add, ' 

I Fearless nf blame, JLlial hence fi»r future 
1 days 

1 linsued a difTidence and modesty, 

, And I was taught tu feel, perhaps too 
! iinicli. 

The self-suflfiring pow'cr of .Solitude. 

Ofir daily meals were frugal, Sabine 
fare ! 

, More than we wished we knew the bless- 
i ing then 

■ Of vigorous hunger — hence corporeal 
i strength 

1 I’nsapped by delicate viands ; for, ex- 
I elude 

A little weekly stipend, and we lived 
; Through three divisions (*f thr quartered 
i year 

I III penniless povertv. But now to school 
I From the half-yearly holidays returned, 
1 We came with weightier purses, that 

I siilliced 

To furnish treats more ctistlv than the 
Dame 

Of the old grey .stone, from her scant 

I board, supplied. 

Hence rustic dinners on the cool green 
ground. 

Or in the w'oods, oi bv a river side 
Or shady fountains, while among the 
leaves 

I Soft airs w’cre stirring, and the mid-day 
sun 

ITifelt shone brightlv round us in our joy- 
Nor is my aim neglected if 1 tell 
pow soinctunes, in the length of those 
half-years. 

We from our funds drew largely ; — proud 
to curb. 

And eager to spur on, the galloping steed; 
And w'ith the courteous inn -keeper, w'hose 
stud 

Supplied our want, we J;iapi'y jfli'ght em- 
ploy 

Slv subterfuge, if the adventure s bound 
|bW ere distant ; some famed temple where 
of yore 

The, Druids worshipped, or the antique 
walU 

Of that Jarge abbey, where within the 
Vale 

Of Nightshade, to St. Mary’s honour built. 
Stands yt't a mouldering pile with frac- 
tured arch. 

Belfry, and images, and living trees; 
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A holy scene ! — ^Along the smooth green , Decanters, glasses, and the blood-red 
turf I wmc. ‘ 

Our hoixcs grazed. To more than inland \ In ancient times, and ere the Hall was 
peace, 1 4juilt 

Left by the west wind sweeping overhead , On the large island, had this dwelling 
From a tumultuous ocean, trees and ! been 

towers I i More worthy of a poet's love, a hut, 

that scqucstered^'allcy may be seen, Proud of it6 own bright fire and sycamore 
■„ t and bolh motionless alike shad 

Such the deep shelter that is there, and But — thouglf the rhymes were gonei^hat 


such 

The safeguard for repose and quietness. 

Our steeds remounted and the sum- 
mons given, 

With whip and sjinr we tJiroiigfi the 
chaijiitrv Hew 

In uneonth race, and left the crf»ss-legged 
kijigiif. 

And k’lc sto'ie-abbot, and that sin.'de wren 


c once inscribed 
The threshold, and large golden charac- 
ters, f' . ' «■ 

Spread o’er the spangled sign -board, had 
dislodged 

The old Lipii and usurped his place, in 
slight e ^ 

Atfid iiurikery of the rii'tic painter's 
hand — * 

'N’et, to this lioiir. the spot to me is dear 


Which one day sang so swi elh* m the With all its foolish pomp. Th* garden 
nave 

Of the old ehnrch, that— though fri»in , 
recent showers 

The earth was comfortless, and, temched 
by faint 

Internal lireezes, sobbings of the ]>lace 

And respirations, from the roofless walls 

The shuddering ivy clripiied large drojis 
-vet still 


lay 

LVon a*^Inpe siirmonnt''d by a jdaiii 
Of a small bowliiig-gr^^en ;t beneath us 
stood* * ‘ » u- ‘ 

A grove, with *glc;mis of water through 
tlic trees 

And over the tree* toI)s^ nor did we want 
Refreshment, strawberries and mellow 
cream. 


So sweetly ’mid the gloom the iijvi-siblc There, while through half an altcrnoqn 
bird I we played * 

Sang to herself, that thiTc I could have On the smooth platform, whether .skill 
'made 1 ]»revaiU‘(l 

My dwflli’ig-place, md liv^ed for ever Or ha]>py blunder triumphed, bursts of 
there I glee 

To hear such music. Through the walls Made all the mountains ring. But, ere 

I - • ..l-j. x^ii * 


we flew 

And dow’n the vallcv, and, a rirenit made 

III vvantonn -ss c)f heart, through rough 
and sin Doth 

Wc sc inipered homewards. * Oli, ve *-ocks 
and slrea'iis. 

And that still spirit *lie(l from evening aii^! 

Even ia tlii.s jovous lime I soineth.ies 
fell 

Your presence, when with slackened step 
wc breathed 

Along the, siiles of the steep hills, or when 

Light ed^^jy;Jj|ams of moonlight from the . 


we returned at 


night -fall, 

When in our iiiiiiiace 
leisure 

Over the shadowy lake, and to the beach 
Of some small island steered our course 
w’lth one, ** , 

■ The Minstrel of the Troop, and left him 
there, [fluid* 

And rowed off gently, while he blew his 
Alone upon the rock — oh, then, the calm 
And dead still water lay upon my mind 
Iweii with a weight of pleasure, and the 
sky, 

sea~ ~ • : Never before so beautiful, sank down 

We beat with thundering hoofs the level Into my heart, and held me like a dream I 
sand. A'hus were my sympathies enlarged, and 

•1 ^ thus * . ^ ^ 

Midway on long Winander’s eastern ; Daily the common ran^e of visible things 
shore, i Grew dear to me : already I began 

Within the crescent of a pleasant bay, ' To love thS sun ; a boy I loved the sun, 
A tavern stood ; no homely-featured Not as 1 since have loved him, as a pledge 
house. And surety of our eartlTly life, a light 

Primeval like its neighbouring cottages, Wh ch we behold and feel we are alive; 
But^twas a splendid place, the door beset Nor for his bounty to so many worldsA 
With chaises, grooms, and liveries, and But for this cause, that I had seen him 
within lay 



SCHOOL-TIM]tf 


477 


His beauty on the morning hills, had seen 
The western mountain tou^h his setting 
orb, 

In many a thoughtless hour,, when, i^om 
excess ^ 

Of happiness, my blood appeared to flow 
For its own pleasure, and 1 breathed with 

joy- • 

And, from like feelings, humble though 
^tense, ^ 

To patriotic and domestic love 
Analogous, the moon to me was dear : 

1 could dream aw^‘ purpose^, 

standing to gaze upon iTer while she hung 
Midway between the hills, as if she knew 
X<i other region, but belonged to Ihee,, 
Yea, appertained Ijy a peculiA- npht ; 
T^ht?e and thv gr"v huts, thoiixme dear ; 
Vale ' • * I 

1 

Those incidental chai-ms which first ' 
• attached 

My heart to rural objects, dav 4>v da^- 
Grew weaker^ and I hasten on to tell 
Hgw Nature, int^J-venient^tijl, this time i 
And sectmdary, now' at len/i^li was sought ! 
For li#r own sake. But who shall parcel i 
out • 9 ! 

His intpl^ct by geometric rules, i 

Split like a province into round and ' 
‘ square ? 1 

^^ho knows the individual hour in which ! 
His habits were first sown, even as a ; 


If '^ach most obvious and particular 
thought, 

Not in a mystical and idle sense. 

But in the. w'ords of Reason/ deeply 
weighed, 

H.'fth no beginning. 

Blest the infant Babe, 

(For wrth my besi ronjectiire I would 
trace / 

'Our Being’s earthly progress,) blest the ' 
Babe, 

Nursed in his Mother's arms, who sinks 
to sleep 

Rocked on his Mother’s breast ; who 
With his soul 

Di inks in the feelings r)f his Mother’s eye ! 

For liiin, in one dear IVesenco. there 
exists 

A virtue which irradiates and exalts 

Objects through widi’St intercourse of 
senw*. 

Nof)utcasl he, bewildered and depressed : 

Along his infant veins are int<Tfiised 

The gravitation and the filial bond 

Of nature that connect him with the 
w«»rld. 

Is there a flower, tf) which he points with 
hand 

Too wi'ak to gather it, alreadv love 

Orawn from love’« ])iirest earthly fount 
for him 

Hath beautified that flowiT ; already 
shades 


seed? Of pity cast from inward tenderness 

Who that shall point as with a wand and Do fall around him upon aught that 
say bears 

“ This portion of the river of mv mind Unsightly marks of violence or harm. 
Came from y<^ fountain ? ” Thou, my Emphatically such a Being lives. 

Friend ! art one Frail creature as he is. helpless as frail. 

More deeply read in thy own thoughts ; An inmate of this active universe : 

to thee ^ For feeling has to him imparted power 

Science appears but what m truth she is. That through the grnw'ing faculties of 
Not as our glory and our absolute boast, sense 

But as a succcda&cum, and a prop Doth like an agent of the one great Mind 

To our infirmity. No ofi&cioiis slave Cfeate, creator and receiver both, 

Art llioii of that false secondary power Working but in alliance with, the w'orka 
By which we multiply distinctions, then Which it beholds. — Such, verily, is the 
Wem that our puny boundaries are | first 

things I Poetic spirit of our human life. 

That we perceive, and not that we have i By uniform control of after years, 

made. In most, abated or siippress.'-d'"; *11 some, ' 

To thee, unblinded by these formal arts, | Through every change of growdli and of 
The unity df all hath been revealed, a decay, 

And thou wilt doubt, witl\ me less aptlw^re-eminent till death. 

.skilled? •• From early days, 


Than many are to range the faculties Beginning not long after that first time 

In scale and order, class the obinet In which, a Babe, by intercourse of 

Of their sensations, and in voluble touch 

phrase • 1 held mute dialogues with my Mother’s 

Rua through the history and birth of heart. 

each ” I have endeavoured to display the in|^ns 

of a single independent thing. Whereby this infant sensibility. 

Hard task, vain hope, tc analyse thexnindt Great birthright of our being, was- in ma 
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Augmented and sustained. Yet is a^Jath 
More "'difficult before me ; and 1 fear 
That in its broken windings we shall need 
The cht^ois* sinews, and the eagle’s wing : 
For now a trouble came into my mind 
From unknown causes. I was left akmc 
Seeking the visiWe world, nor knowing 
why. ^ 

The props of my affections were renn»vt*d. 
And yet the building stood, as if snstaHied 
By its own spirit ! All that I beheld 
Was dear, and hence to finer inflii\t‘s 
The mind lay open to a nna e exact 
And ck)sc communion. Many are our 
joys 

In youth, but oh ! what hnp]uriess*to live 
Wlieii every hour brings palpable access 
Of knowledge, when nil knowledge is 
delight. 

And sorrow is not then* 1 The «;casfms 
came. 

And every season wheresoe’er I iiioA-ed 
Unfolded transitory qualities. 

Which, but for this iimst watchful po^\f•r 
of love. 

Had been neglected : left a register 
Of permanent relations, rise unknown. 
Hence life, and change, and l)caut\, 
solitude 

More active even than “ best society ” — 
Society made sweet as solitude 
By silent inobtrusivo sviiipalhies. 

And gentle agitations of tiu' mind 
From manifold distinctions, difference 
Perceived in things, wliere, to the un- 
watchful eye. 

No difference is, and hence, from the 
same source, 

Sublimer joy; for I would walk alone. 
Under the quiet stars, and at that time 
Have felt whate’er there is of power in 
sound 

To breathe an elevated mood, by form 
Or image unprofaned ; and I would stand. 
If the night blackened with a joining 
storm. 

Beneath some rock, listening to notes 
that are 

The ghostly language of the ancient earth. 
Or ma ke the ir dim abode in distant winds. 
Thenc^trlQ^ c^ink the visionary power ; 
And deem not profitless those fleeting 
moods 

Of shadowy exultation : not for this. 
That they are kindred to our purer mind 
And intellectual life : but that the soul, 
Kenicmbering how she felt, but what she 
felt 

Remembering not, retains an obscure 
sense 

Qf^possiblc sublimity, whereto 

With growing faculties she doth aspire. 

With faculties still growing, feeling still 


That whatsoever point they gain, they 
yet 

Have something to pursue. 

And not alone, 

'Mid gloom and tumult, but no less 'mid 
fair 

Aridtranqiiil spenes, that universal po'wer 
And fitness in the latent qualities 
And essences of things, by which the mind 
Is moved with feelings of delight. %o me 
Caim* strengthened with a sufwraiilded 
' soul, ^ 

A virtue not i^s owm. My morning waUcs 
Were early.- — Oit before the hours (»f 
school 

t^ti avcllcd round our little hike, five miU-ai 
Of pleasant wandering. Hapiiy time ! 

iin^iT dear ' ^ ^ 

v'or this, that one was by my fide, a 
Friend,* 

Then passionately lo\ ed ; with heart how 
full ‘ ^ . 

J,Vouldi-hp ])enisf these jines ! For many 
years ^ , 

Havcsinc'^' fli lived in br^wee-i us, and, onr 
minds 

Both silent to each other, at time 
We live as if thcise hours had never been. 
Nor seldom did 1 lift our rottege latch 
Far earlier, en' one smoke-WTcath had 
risen * 

From human dw'elling, or the verr^il 
thrush 

Was audible ; and sate among the, woods 
Alone upon some jutting eminence. 

At the first gleam rif dawn -light, wdieu the 
Vale. 

Yet slumbering, lay hi utter solitude. 
How shall I seek the origin ? where find 
Faith in the marvellous things which then 
1 felt ? 

Oft in these moments such a holy calm 
Would overspread my soul, that bodily 
eyes 

Were utterly forgotten, and what I saw 
Appeared like something in myself, a 
dream, 

A prospect in the mind. 

'Twere long to tell 
What spring and autumn, what the win- 
ter snows. 

And what the summer shade, what day 
and night, 

.'EvcMiing and morning, sleep and waking, 
thought’. 

From sources inexhaustible, poured forth 
To feed the spirit of religious love 
In which 1 walked with Nature. But let 
this « 

Be not forgotten, that I still retained 
My first creative sensibility ; s - 

^ The late Rev. John Fleming, of Rayrigg, 
Windertnsfc. — /irf. 
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That by the regular action of the world 
My soul was unsubdued^ A plastic 
TOwer 

Abode with me ; a forming hand^ at 
times 

Rebellious, acting in. a devious mood 
A local spirit of his own, at w'ar 
With general tendency, but, foj the most. 
Subservient strictly to external things 
Wit^w'hich it commun'fd. 'An auxili.u' 
light 

Came from m'y mind, which on the settnfg 

» »U11 '• « ' 

Bestowed new splendour ; tiTe melodious 
birds. 

The fluttering breezes, fountains that riip 
on ^ • 

Mdftnhring s<i sweetly in the^iselves. 
obeyed 

A like dominion, and the midnight storm 
(irew darker in the presence of my tye ; 
Hence my obeisance, my devotion hence. 
And hence my tr^gisport. * • 

should this, perchance, 
Pa#s imreci^d<yl. viat I stiff hi'd lo\ed 
The exercise and produce* oia toil, 

Thr.n Analytic industry to me 
More pleasing, and whosegiharactcr ideciu 
Is more pwtic as resembling more 
Creative agency. The song would s])eak 
Of that interminable building reared 
Ey observation of affinities 
In objects where no brothcrhwd exists 
To passive minds. My se\'ciiteeiith year 
was come ; 

And, whether from this habit RKited now 
So deeply hi inv mind, or from excess 
In the great stfeial principle of life 
Coercing all things into sympathy, 

To unorganic natures were transferred 
My own enjoyments ; or the power of 
truth 

Coming in re\'elatioii, did converjc 
With things that really are ; 1, ut this 
» time. 

Saw blessings spread around me like a 

yhus while the days flew by, and yi*ars 
passed on, 

From Nature and her ftverflowiiig soul. 
I had received so much, that all my 
thoughts 

Were steeped in feeling ; I was only thea 
Contented, when with bliss ixieflalde 
I felt the sditimen7”of Being spread 
0*er all that! moves and all that seemeth 
still ; ' 

O'er all that, lost beyond the reach of 
thought * 

And human knowledge, to the human eye 
Jr-JUsible, yet liveth to the heart ; 

"O'er all that leaps. and runs, and shcftits 
, and sings. 
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Or t>eats the gladsome air ; o'er all that 
glides ' 

Beneath the wave, yea, in the w'ave itself. 
And migldy depth of waters. under 
not 

If ihe transiJort, great the joy I felt, 
Communing in this scjrt tlirough cartli 
and'^heaveii 

With every form of cJc-atiire, as it looked 
•Towards the ITiicroafed with a counten- 
ance 

Of adt»ration, with jin eye of love. 

One song they sang, and it was audible, 
Most audible, then, when the fleshly ear, 
O’ercome by humblest prelude of that 
strain. 

Forgot her fuiic lions, and slept undis- 
turbed. 

If this bn error, and another faith 
Find easier acc(‘ss to the pious mind. 
Yet were 1 grossly destitute of all 
Th(»se human sentiments that make this 
earth 

dear, if I should fail with grateful 
V'jice 

To speak of you, ye mountains, and ye 
lakes 

And sounding cataracts, ye mists and 
winds 

That dweirainong the hills where I was 
born. 

If ill mv youth I have been pure in heart, 
If, mingling with the world, I am content 
With my f)wn modest pleasures, and have 
lived 

With God and Nature communing, re- 
moved 

From little enmities and low desires. 
The gift is yours ; if in these times of fear, 
This melfincholy waste of hopes o’er- 
thrown. 

If, 'mid indillereiire and apathj'. 

And wicked cxullatiuii when good men 
Oil every side fall off, we know not how. 
To selfishness, disguised in gentle names 
Of peace and quiet and domestic love. 
Yet mingled not unwillingly with sneers 
On visionary minds : if, in this time 
Of dereliction and dismay, I yet 
Despair not of our nature, but retain 
A more than Roman conftdence,*"a faith 
That fails not, in all sorrow my support, 
^hc blessing of my life ; the gift is yours, 
* \*e winds and sounding cataracts I ’tis 
yours. 

Ye mountains ! thine, O Nature ! Thou 
hast fed 

My lofty speculations : and in thee. 

For this uneasy heart of ours, 1 find 
A never-failing principle of joy 
And purest passion. 

Thou, my Friend 1 wert reared 
' 1 x 1 the g^Sit city, ’mid far other scenes ; 
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But we> by different roads, at length have 
gained 

The self same bourne. And for this cause 
to 'xtiee 

I speak, unapprehensive of contempt. 
The insinuated scoff of coward tongues. 
And all that silentdaiiguage which so oft 
In conversation between man a id man 
Blots from the hiii^an countenance all 
trace 

Of beauty and of love. For thou hast 
sought 

The truth in solitude, and. since the days 


That gave thee liberty, full long desired. 
To serve in Nature’s temple, thou hast 
been 

The most assiduous of her ministers ; 

In many things my brother, chiefly here 
In this our deep devotion. 

Fare thee well ! 

Health ancl the quiet of a healthful mind 
Attend thee ! seeking oft the haunts of 
men, t 

And yet more often living with thyseff, ‘ , 
And for thyself, so haply shall th*days 
Be many, and a blessing to mankind. ^ 


BOOK 

UESinENCE AT CAMBRIlXili 

It was a dreary morning when the wheels 
Rolled over a wide jdairi o’erliuiig w'lth 
clouds, 

'And nothing cheered our way till first we 
saw 

The long-roofed chapel of King’s College 
lift 

Turrets and pinnacles in answering files. 
Extended high above .i dusky grove. 

Advancing, we espied upon the road 
A student clothed in gown and tassellcd 
cap. 

Striding along as if o’er tasked by Time, 
Or covetous of exercise and air ; 

He passed — nor was J master of my eyes 
Till he was left an arrow’s flight behind. 
As near and nearer to the spot we drew. 
It seemed to suck us in with an eddy’s 
force. 

Onward wc drove beneath the Castle ; 
caught, 

While crossing Magdalene Bridge, a 
glimpse of Cam ; 

And at the Hci}p alighted, famt)us Inn. 

My spirit’ was up, my tln)ugli*s were 
full of hope ; 

.Some friends I had, acquaintances who 
there 

Seemed friends, poor simi)le school -boys, 
now hung round 

With twmour and importance : in a 
w'orld * 

Of welcome faces up and down I roved 
Questions, directions, warnings ani? 
advice, 

Flowed in upon me, from all sides ; fresh 
day 

Of pride and pleasure ! to myself 1 seemed 
A man of business and expense, and went 
From shop to shop about my own affairs, 
To Tutor or to Tailor, as befel, 

.From street to street with loose and care- 
less mind. 
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^ 1 w.is,dhe Dreamer, they the Dtc^i ; 

I roamed r 

Delighted through the motley spcetacle ; 

Gowns grave, or gaudy, doctors, students, 
streets, 

CVmrts,' cloisters, flocks of churches, gate- 
ways, towers : ^ 

Migr.it ion, .sti*angc: stripling of the 

hills, 

A northern villager. * 

.* As if the change 

Had waited on some Fairy’s*^ wand, at 
once 

Behold me rich in monies, and attired 

In splendid garb, with hose of silk, al¥d 
hair 

Powdered like rimy trees, W'hcn frost is 
keen. 

Mv lordly dressing-gown, I pass it by, 

With other signs of manhood that sup- 
plied 

The lack of beard. — ^The weeks went 
roundly on, 

With invitations, suppers, wine and 
fruit. 

Smooth housekeeping within, and all 
without 

Liberal, and suiting gentleman’s array. 

The Evangelist St. John my patron 
was : 

Three Gothic courts his, and in the 
first » • ^ 

Was my abiding-place, a nook obscure ; 

Right underneath, the College kitchens 
made 

t A humming sound, less tuneable than bees, 

But hardly less industrious i with shrill 
notes 

Of sharp ncommand and scolding inter- ^ 
mixed. 

Near me hung Trinity's loquacious clock, ^ . 

Who never let the quarters, night or day; 

Slip by him luiproclaimed, and told 
, hours • 

Twiee over with a male and female v«jice/ 



RESIDENCE AT CAH^bRlDGE 


H^r pealing OFRari was my neighbour too ; Hel* native instincts: let me dare to 
And from my i3illo\v, loojcmg forth by speak 

light A higher language, say that now I felt 

Of moon or favouring stars, I could behold What independent solaces wer^nine. 
The antcchapel where the statue stood To mitigate the injiirifnis sway of place 
Of Newton with his prism and silent face, Oi» circumstance, Ikjw far soever changed 
The marble index of a mind for ever In vc uth, or in be chaAged in after years. 
Voyaging through strange seas of As if a^itakcried, sunyiioned, roused", cori- 
Thonght, alone. strained, f 

^ I looked for universal things ; jjcrused 
'' Of College labours, of the Lecturer's The eomniun countenance of earth and 
rofim * sky : 

All studded round, as tl^ck as chairs Earth, nowhere iinoinliellishcd by some 
• could stancl, • • trace 

W^ith loyal students, faithful to their Of that first Paradise whence man was 


books. 

Half-and-half idlers, hardy rifciisants, * 
honest duncA — of important days 


driven : 

And sky, whose, beauty and bounty arc 
expressed 


Exarninations*, when the man vrai weigh Ai By the proud name she bears — the name 
As ill a balance ! of excessive hopes, of Heaven. 

Tremlilings withal , and commendable I called on both to teach me what they 
feai4, might ; 

Small jealousies, and triumphs ^r Or turning the mind in upon herself 

bad — • I Pored, watched, expected, listened, 

Let others IhSt l^ow mor^sp^ak as they spread my thoughts 

know.® • ^ And spread them with a wider creeping ; 

Suchg^lory was but little sought by me, felt 

And little won. . yet 1mm the firat crude Incumbencies more awful, visitings 
days^ Of the Cpholdcr of the tranquil soul. 

Of settling time in this untried abode. That tolerates the indignities of Time, 

I was disturbed at times by prudent And, from the centre of Elernity 
t thoughts. All finite motions overruling, lives 

\Vishirig to hope without a hope, some In glory immutable. But peace ! enough 
fears Here to record that I was mounting now 

About my future worldly maintenance. To such community with highe st truth — 
And, more than all, a strangeness in the A track pursuing, not nntrod before, 

mind. P’rom strict aiialogi' s by thought supplied 

A feeling thatt I vras not for that hour. Or consciousnesses not to bo subdued. 


mind. P’rom strict aiialogi' s by thought supplied 

A feeling thatt I vras not for that hour. Or consciousnesses not to bo subdued. 
Nor for that place. But wherefore be To everv natural form, rock, fruit or 
cast down ? flower. 

For (not to speak of Reason and her pure liven the loose stones that cover the high- 
Reflective acts to fix the moral law way, 

Deep in the conscience* nor of Christian I gave a moral life : I saw them feel, 
Hope, • Or linked them to some feeling : the 

powing her head before her sister Faith • great mass 

As one far mightier,) hither I had come. Lay bedded in a quickening soul, and all 
. Bear witness Truth, endowed with holy That I beheld respired with inward 
[ powers meaning. 

And faculties, whether to work or feel. Add that whate’er of Terror or of Love 
Oft when the dazzling show no longer new Or Beauty, Nature's daily face put on 
Had ceased to dazzle, ofttimes did I quit From transitory passion, unto tltis 
My comrades, leave the crowd, buildings I was as sensitive as wafers are 

and groves, s To the sky's infliu'iicc in a kindred mood 

And as 1 paced alone the level fields ^ Of passion ; was obedient as a lute 
Far from ibose lovely si^ts and sounds That waits upon the touches of the wind. 

subliine Unknown, untbought of, yet I was most 

With which I bad been con\^rsant, the rich — 

mind I had a world about me — ’twas my own ; 

Drooped not ; but there into herself I made it. for it only lived to me, 

returning. And to the (jocL who sees into the heart. 


And as 1 paced alone the level fields vlPi passion ; was obedient as a 
Far from ibose lovely si^ts and sounds That waits upon the touches o 


Far from ibose lovely si^ts and sounds 
subliine 

With which I bad been con\^rsant, the 
mind 

Drooped not ; but there into herself 
returning. 


With prompt rebound seemed fresh as Such sympathies, though rarely, were 
heretofore. betrayed 

At least 1 more distinctly recognised By outward gestures and by visible looks : 

. f , ..lit'' 
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Suine called it madness — indeed it was. 
If chifd'like fruitfulness in passing joy. 
If steady moods of thoughtfulness 
ma^ed 

To inspiration, sort with such a name ; 
If prophecy be madness ; if things viewed 
By poets in old and higher up 
By the first men, caith's hrst inhalbitants. 
May ill these tutor«l days no more be 
seen 

■ With undisordered sight. But leaving 
this, 

It was no madness, for the hodilv eve 
Amid my strongest workings evermore 
Was searching out the lines of difference 
As they lie hid in all e.xtiTiial torniG, 
Near or remote, miioito or vast ; an eye 
Which, from a tree, a stone, a withered 
leaf, 

To the broad oc- aii and the azure heavens 
Spangled with kindred innltitiules nf 
, stars. 

Could find no surface where its jHiwer 
might sleep ; 

Which spake per|ietiial logic to iny soul. 
And by an unrelenting agency 
* Did bind my feeling.-. e\en as in a chain. 

And here, O b'n<*iid ! ha\'e I retraced 
my life 

Up to an cmLiience, and told a talc 
Of matters which not faUely may be 
called 

The glorv of niv voutli. Of genius, power. 
Creation and divinity itself 
I have been speaking, for my theme has 
been 

What passed w'itl.iii me. Not of out- 
ward things 

Done visibly for other niiiuls, words, 
signs, 

Sviiibols or actions, but of iny owu lu'art 
Have 1 been speaking, and iny youthful 
mind. 

O Heavens ! how awful is the ini.dit of 
souls, 

'And w'hat they do within themselves 
while yet 

The yoke of earth is new to them, the 
world 

Nothing^ut a wild field where they W'erc 
sow'll. * 

This is. in truth, heroic argument. 

This genuine prowess, which I wished toj 
touch 

With hand however weak, but in the 
main 

It lies far liidden from the roach of words. 
Points have we all of us within our souls 
Where nil stand single ; this I feci, and 
make 

Bn;athings for incommunicable powers ; 

' But is not each a memory to himself, 


And, therefore, now that we must quit 
this themp, 

I am not heartless, for there’s not a man 
That lives who hath not known his god* 
Tike hours. 

And feels not what an empire we inherit 
As natural beings in the strength of 
Nature, 

No more : Ur ndw into aponulons pUiin 
Wo must descend. A Traveller ^anft 
W'Anse tale is only of himself ; ^en so, ' 
So be it, if th^i pure of h^art be prompt.,. 
To follow, alid if thou, my honourc(r 
Friend ! « 

W'l^o m these thoughts art ever at my 
sid(*, ' 

Snp])ort, jis heretofore, Sny fainting steiVj. 

It hath been told, that w'hen the*first 
delight 

That dashed upon me from this novel 
, show 

Had failed, the mind returned into her- 
self; ‘ • 

Vet true it 'is. that I haa mfidd a chaiifS* 
III climate, and my nature’s out« 'ard 

coat , . 

('hanged also slowly and insensibly. 

Full oft the quiet and e.xalted thoughts 
Of loneliness gave way to empty noise 
And superficial pastimes ; now and the*. 
Forced labour, and mure frequently 

forced hopes ; 

-And, \/orst of all, a treasonable growth 
Of indecisive judgments, that iin]>aircd 
And shook the mind’s siiiqdirity. — And 
yet I 

This w as a gladsome time. Could 1 be- 
lujld— 

Who. less insensible than sodden clay 
Til a sea-river’s bed at ebb of tide, 

Could have behuld, — with undelighted 
heart, * 

So many happy youths, so wide and fair,, 
A congregation in its buddiiig-tinie 
Of health, and hope, and beauty, all at 
once ' 

So many divers samples from the growth 
Of life's sweet season — could have seen 
unmoved 

That iniscelJancous garland of wild flowers 
Decking the matron temples of a place 
•* 1^0 famous through the world ? To me," 
at least, « 

It was a goodly prospect ; foa, in sooth, 

I Though I had Icamt betimes to stand un- ^ 

I propped, 

And independent musiogs pleased me so 
That spells seemed on me when 1 was 
alone, ’ ^ , 

Yet could I only cleave to solitude 
In lonely places ; if a throng was near 
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That way I leaned by nature ; for rny 
heart 

Was social, and loved idleness and joy. 

Not seeking those who might parlici- 
< pate • 

My'deepcr pleasures <nay, T had not mice. 
Though not unused to mutter lonestune 
songs, • 

Even with nij’self dividefLsuch delight^ 
Oj^ioked that way for aught that might 
‘ be clothed ^ 

In human language), oasilv T ]>assed 
M''roui the remeftibraiini'S (Rjietler things, 
Andalipped into the orduiarv works 
Of careless youth, unhurthened, uii- 
al armed. ^ • 

Q'H'^fis there wea' within iiiy iiiiiid which 
sun • • • 

CouW never penetrate, yet did there not 
Want store of leafv arbours whore the 
light 

Might enter in at will. Compani«Mishi)»s, 
Friendships, accfiiaintaiices, witi’w elro.%ie 

W'e saunclerfd, •played, or* Pioted ; we 
^alked • 

UuproHtabK' talk at morning Ji »urs ; 
]')rifted'abou1 ah^lig tli#*str<*ets and walks, 
Kead latilv iii tiivial bo(»ks, w'ont fortb 
To galloji through the country in blind 
zeal 

Of scMiseless horsemansbip, or on the 
breast 

Of Cam .sailed boisterouslv, and let the 
stars 

Come lorlh. perhaps without one tiniet 
thought^ 

Such w’as the tenor of the second act 
In this now life. Imagination slept. 
And yet not utterly. I could not print 
Ground where the grass had yielded to 
the stei>s , * 

Of generations of illustrious men, 
“Unmoved. I could not always lightly 
pass 

Through the same gateways, sleep where 
they had slept. 

Wake where they w'akcd, range that in- 
Glosure old. 

That garden of great intellects, undis- 
turbed. 

Place also bv the side of this dark scns% 
Of noble fueling, that those spiritual mc8. 
Even the. great Newton’s own ethereal 
self. 

Seemed humbled in these predlncts thence 
to be 

The more endeared. Their several 
memories here 

'.\Even like their persons in their portraits 
clothed 


Wijth the accustomed garb of daily life) 
Pul on a lowl V and a touching grace 
Of more distinct humanity, that left 
All genuine admiration uniint^ircd. 

Beside the pleasant Mill of Tromping- 
“ ton 

I laughed with CliaudT in the hawthorn 
slAde ; / 

He.ird him, w'hile /lirds w'crc warbling, 
tell his tales 

Of anmrous passion. And that gentle 
Bard. 

Cli(>‘'eii by the Miisi-s for their Page of 
State — 

Sweet S])enser, moving through his 
Clouded hea\rn 

With the moon's beauty and the moon's 
soft pace, 

I called liim BmiluT, Englishman, and 
Friend ! 

Yea, iMir blind J'oet. whr) in his later day. 
Stood almost single ; uttering odious 
truth — [hind, 

Darkness before, .'lud danger's voice be- 
Soul awful— if the earth has ever lodged 
.^11 au'fni soul — I ‘.eemed t(> see him here 
Familiarly, and in Ins scholar’s dress 
Bounding before me, yet a stripling 
youlli 

A bov, no better, with his rosy cheeks 
Angelical, keen eve, courageous look. 
.\m\ conscious stei> of punt id pride. 
Among the band of mv' compeers was one 
Whom chance had stationed in the very 
ror»m 

Tfonoured by Mi It on's name. O tem- 
perate Bard ! 

Be it cimfest that, for the first time, seated 
Within thv iniioeeiit lodge and oratory, 
One of a festive cirrle, I poured out 
labatious, to thy memory drank, till pride 
And gratitude grew dizzy in a brain 
Never excited by the fumes of w'iiic 
Jpefore. that hour, or since. Then, forth 
I ran 

From the assembly : through a length of 
streets. 

Ran,’ ostrich -like, to reach our chapel 
door 

In not 4 desperate or opprobrious time. 
Albeit long after the im^^urtunftte bell. 
Had stopped, with we.arisome Cassandra 
voice 

iNo longer haunting the dark winter night. 
Call back, O Friend ! a moment to thy 
mind, 

The plac<‘ itself and fashion of the rites. 
With careless ostentation shouldering up 
My surplice, through the inferior throng 
I clove 

Of thii plain Burghers, who in audience 
stood 
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On the last skirts of their permitted 
ground. 

Under the pealing organ. Empty 
thoughts ! 

1 am asft^amed of them : and that great 
Bard. 

And thou, O Friend ! who in thy ami?le 
mind •, 

Hast placed me hiA‘ above inv de- 
serts, V 


Ye will forgive the weakness of that hour. 
In some of its unworthy vanities. 
Brother to many more. 

In this mixed sort 

The months passed on, remissly, not 
given up 

To wilful alienation from the right. ‘ 

Or walks of open scandal, but in vague 
And loose iiidilTerence, easy likings, aims 
Of a low pitch — duty and zeal dismissed. 
Yet Nature, or a hajipy course f)f things 
Not doing in their stead the needful work. 
The memory languidly revolved, the 
heart 

Reposed in noontide rest, the inner pulse 
Of contemplation almost failed to beat. 
Such life might not inaptly be compared 
To a floating island, an amphibiou.s spot 
Unsound, of spongy texture, yet withal 
Not wanting a fair face of water weeds 
And pleasant flowers. The thirst of li\'- 
iiig praise. 

Fit reverence for the glorious Dead, the 
siglit 

Of those long vistiis, sacred catacombs, 
Where mighty minds lie, visibly entombed. 
Have often stirred the heart of youth, 
and bred 

A fervent love of rigorous discipline. — 
Alas ! such high emotion touched not me. 
Look was there none within these walls 
to shame 

My easy spirits, and discnuntcaance 
THeir light coinposure. far less to instil 
A calm resolve of mind, firmly addressed 
To puissant efforts. Nor was this the 
blame 


Of others but my own ; I should, in 
truth. 

As far as doth coneeni my single self. 

Misdeem most widely, lodging it else- 
whefe : , 

For I, bred up *mid Nature's luxuries. 

Was a spoiled child, and, rambling like 
the wind, c 

As I had done in daily intercourse 

With those crystalline rivers, solemn 
heights. 

And mountains, ranging like a fowl of the 
air, 

I was ill-tutored for captivity; 

To quit my pleasure, and, from month to 
month, 


Take up a station calmly on the perch 
Of sedentary peace. Those lovely forms 
Had also left Irsss space within my mind. 
Which, wrought upon instinctively, had 
found • 

A freshness in those objects of her love, 
A winning power, beyond all other power. 
Not that I slighted books, — that were to 
lack « 

,A11 sense, — Imt pther passions in me 
ruled, " c 

I Pa^isioris more fervent, making Iftie less 
I prompt 

To in-door sttdy/haii Was wise or welV 



In. magistofial liberty to rove. 

Culling such flowers oftleaniing as mi^t 
r tempt 

A random choice, could shadow foi.th a 
place 

(If m)W I yield not to a flattering drea.a) 
Whose studious aspect should have b61it 
• me down • 

To instantaneous seryice should at 
once t t » • 

Have made mc'pay to science and to. arts 
And written lore, acknowledged my^ liege 
lord, ‘ 

A homage frankly offered up, Cike that 
Which I had paid to Nature. Toil and 
pains 

In this recess, bv thoughtful Fanev builit 
Should spread from heart to heart ; and 
stately groves, 

Majestic edifices, should not want 
A corresponding dignity within. 

The congregating temper that pervades 
Our unripe years, not wasted, should be 
taught 

To minister to works of high attempt- — 
Works which the enthusiast would per- 
form with love. 

Youth should bep awed,, religiously pos- 
sessed 

With a conviction of the power that waiter 
On knowledge, when sincerely sought and 
prized . 

For its own sake, on glory and on praise 
If but by labour won, and fit to endure 
The passing day ; should learn to put 
aside 


Her trappings here, should strip them 
of! abashed 

Before antiquity and stedfast truth 
And strong book-minSedness ; and over 
all 

A healthy &ound simplicity should reign, 
A seemly plainness, name it what yoq 

Republican or pious. 

If these thoughts V' 
Are a gratuitous emblazonry 
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That mocks the recreant age we live iii, 
then 

Be Folly and Falsc-seemi#g free to affect 
Whatever formal gait of di^^cipline 
Shall raise them highest •in theif own 
esteem — . 

Let them parade among the Schools at 
will. 

But spare the House of God* Was ever 
known 

witless shephera wio persists lib 
drive 

A flock that thirsts not to a pool dislifced? 
^ A weight must»surelyJian?i^on days begun 
And ended with such mockery. Be wise, 
Ve Presidents and Deans, and, till the 
spirit • 

Of time^ revive, ind youth be 

* • trained. • , 

At iii pious service, to your bells 

Give seasonable rest, for ’tis a sound 
Hollow^ as ever vexed the tranquil air ; 
And your officious doings bring disgrace 
On tlie plain ^steeples of out Kngiish 
Church. « 

Whose 'yor^hip, 'mid fem^test village 
trees, • 

SulfVrs for tliis. Even Scicnc**, too, at 
hand • • 

In dailr sight of this irreverence. 

Is smitten thence with an unnatural taint. 
Loses her just authority, falls b«*neath 
Collateral suspicion, else unknown. 

^ This truth escapiod me not, and T confess. 
That having ’mid my native hills given 
loose 

To a schoolboy's vision, I had raised a 
pile 

Upon the fftisis of the coming time. 
That fell in ruins round me. Oh, what 
joy 

To see a sanctuary for our country s 
youth 

Informed with such if spirit as might be 
Its own protcAion ; a primeval grove, 

• Where, though the shades with cheerful- 
ness were Ailed, 

. Nor indigent of songs warbled from 
crowds 

In under-coverts, yet the countenance 
Of the whold»^place should bear a stamp 
of awe ; 

A habitation sober and demure 
For ruminating creatures ; a domain ^ 
For quiet things to waqder in ; a hauni* 
In whiclf the beithi should delight to feed 
By the Aiy rivers, and the pelican 
Upon the cypress spire in lonely thought 
Might sit and sun himself. — Alas ! Alas ! 
In vain for sudh solemnity I looked ; 
Mine eyes were crossed by butterflies, 
^'1 ears vexed 

By chattering popinjays ; the inner heart 
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:>ecmed t;yivial, and the impresses without 
Of a too gaudy region. 

Different sight 

Those venerable Doctors saw of old. 
When all who dwelt w'ithin th^e famous 
w^alls 

Bed in abstemiousness a studious life ; 
When, in forlorn ^d naked chambers 
c<>oped V 

And crowded, o’ei/^the ponderous books 
they hung 

Like caicriullars eating out their way 
In silence, or with keen devouring noise 
Not to be tracked or fathered. Princes 
then 

At matins froze, and couched at curfew- 
•time. 

Trained up through piety and zeal to 
prize 

Sparc diet, patient labour, aud plain 
weeds. 

O scat of Arts ! renowned throughout the 
world ! 

Far difTercnt service in those homely days 
The Muses’ modest nurslings underwent 
From their lirst childhood : in that 
glorious time 

When Learning, like a stranger come 
from far. 

Sounding through Christian lands her 
trumpet, roused 

Peasant and king; when boys and youths, 
the growth 

Of ragged villages and crazy huts. 
Forsook their homes, and, errant in the 
quest 

Of Patron, famous school or friendly 
nook. 

Where, pensioned, they in shelter might 
sit down. 

From town to town and through wide 
scattered realms 

Journeyed with ponderous folios in their 
hands ; 

And often, starting from some covert 
• place. 

Saluted the chance comer on the road. 
Crying, “ An obolus, a penny give 
To a poor scholar ! ” — when illustrious 
men. 

Lovers of truth, by penury constrained, 
Buccr, Erasmus, or M^ancthon, read 
Before the doors or windows of their cells 
By moonshine through mere lack of taper 
light. 

But peace, to vain regrets ! We see 
but darkly 

Even waen wc look behind us, and best 
things 

Are not so pure by nature that they needs 
Must keep to all, as fondly all believe, 
Th^ir highest promise. If the mariner. 
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When at reluctant distance he hath 
passed 

Some tempting island, could but know 
the ills 

That mui^ have fallen upon him had he 
broii^t 

His bark to land upon the wished-fttr 
shore. i 

Good cause would ole be his to tlia.ik the 
surf \ 

Wh'jse white belt semed him thence, nr 
wind that blew 

Inexorably adverse : for myseli 
I grieve not ; happy is the gowned youth. 
Who only misses what I missed, who falls 
No lower than I fell. 

I did not lovf'. 

Judging not ill perhaps, the tirnid course 
Of our scholastic studies ; could have 
wished 

To see the river flow ivith ampler range 
And freer pace ; but more, far more, 1 
grieved 

To see displayed among an eager few. 
Who in the field (jf contest persevered. 
Passions unworthy of youtli’s generous 
Jicart 

And mounting spirit, pitiably repaid. 
When so disturbed, whatever palms are 
won. 

From these I turned to travel w-ith the 
shoal 

Of more unthinking natures, easy minds 
And pillowy : yet not wanting love that 
makes 

The day pass lightly on, when foresight 
sleeps. 

And wisdom and the j^ledges inter- 
changed 

With our own inner being are forgot. 

Yet was this deep vacation not given 

To utter w.iste. Hitherto I had stood 
In my own mind remote from social life, 
(At least from w'hat we comnioiil / sr>' 
name,) 

Like a lone shepherd on a promontory 
Who lacking occupation looks far forth 
Into the boundless sea, and rather makes 
Than htids what he beholds. And sure 
it is, g, 

That this first trtuisit from the smooth 
delights 

And wild outlandish walks of simple youth 
To something that resembles an approach 
Towards human business, to a privileged 
world 

Within a world, a midway residence 
With all its intervenient imagery, 

Pid better suit my visionary mind. 

Far better, than to have been boltedforth. 
Thrust out abruptly into Fortune's way 


Among the conflicts of substantial life ; 

By a more just gradation did lead on 
To higher yiiiigs ; more naturally 
matured. 

For ucrrnaiient possession, better fruits. 
Whether of truth or virtue, to ensue. 

Ill Serious mood, but oftener, I confess. 
With playful zest of fancy, did we note 
(How could ^we less ?) the manners and 
the w'ays 

Of those who nveA‘ distinguished by the 
b.idge . % / 

Of {;ood (ir ill report ; or those with whom 
Bv frame of A^jadeinic discipline 
We were perforce Connected, men whose 
sway 

And kut^wn authority of office served ^ 
Tf.1 'set our Minds on edge, and did no 
more. 

Ndr wantnl we rich pastime 'of this l^nd, 
Found everywhere, but chiefly in the ring 
Of the grave Elders, men iinscoiired, 
grote.snue ‘ t 

In,cliaiaatcr, tricked out like aged trees 
Which through the lapse of thjpir infirmity 
(live ready ,Dlat‘e to aiiyr,ranaoiTi seed ^ 
That chooses tp be reared* ufion thei'* 
trunks. ** 

Here on my viet. , coflfronting vividly 
Those sliepheid swains whom 1 h&ll lately 
h‘ft. 

Appeared a different aspect of old age 
How different ! yet both distinctly' 
marked, 

Glijects embossed to catch the general 
eye. 

Or portraitures for special use designed. 

As some might seem, so aptly do they 
serve 

To illustrate Nature’s book of rudiments — 
That book upheld as with maternal care 
When she would enter on her tender 
scheme 

Of teaching comprehensicyi with delight. 
And mingling playful with pathetic 
thoughts. ' 

The surfaces of artificial life 
And manners finely wrought, the delicate 
race 

Of colours, lurking, gleaisUng up and 
down 

Through that state arras woven with silk 
, and gold ; 

Tijis wily interchange of snaky hues, 
Willingly or unwillingly revealed, 

I neither knew nor cared lor } and as snch 
Were wanting here, I took what might be 
found 

Of less elaborate fabric. * At this day 
I smile, in many a mountain solitude 
Conjuring up scenes as obsolete in freaks^^^ 
Of ^aracter, in points of wit as broad* 
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As Aught by wooden images performed 
For entertainment of the gaping crowd 
At wake or fair. And oftentimes do dit 
Remembrances before me qjt old n^n — 

' humourists, who have been long in 
their graves. 

AAd having almost in my mind put off 
Their human names, have iii^o phantoms 
passed [books. 

Of texture midwav t)et\^eii life ancF 

I play the loiterer : 'tis enough to iflytc 
JThat here ill «dwarf pniuortiuns were 
expressed ^ 

The limbs of the great world ; its eager 
strifes . 

Collaterally pourtrayed, aft in mock 

• light. ^ , [dealt 

A tournament of blows, some hardly 
Though short of mortal combat ; and 

whate’er 

Might id this pageant be supposed to hit 
An artlc-s rusty’s notice, this wav less. 
Moie that ^ay.^was not wasted upon 

Aid yet iW “spectacle m%y well demand 
A mftre substantial name, no iniimc show. 
Itself a living past of ?^live whole, 

A crock in the vast sea ; for, all degrees 
And shapes of spurious fame and short- 
lived praise 

^icre sate, in state, and fed with daily 
alms 

Retainers won away from solid good ; 
And here was Labour, his own bond- 
slave ; Hope, 

That never set the pains against the 
prize ; • 

Idleness halting with his weary clog, 
And poor misguided Shame, and witless 
Fear, 

And simple Pleasure foraging for Death ; 
Honour misplaced, and Dignity astray : 
Feuds, fractions, flatteries, enmity, and 

• guile 

Murmuring submission, and bald govern- 
ment, 


(The idol weak as the idolater,) 

And Decency and Custom starving 
Truth, 

And blind Authority beatiiig^with his 
staflE 

Tke child that might have led him ; 
Kinptiuess 

FolJovvrd as of go«^ omen, and meek 
Worth 

Left tt) herself unheard of and unknown. 

Of these and other kindred notices 
I cannot say what portion is in truth 
The naked recollection of that time. 
And what may rather have been called 
lo life 

By after-meditation. But delight 
That, in an easy temper lulled asleep, 
Is still w'ith Innocence its own reward, 
This was not wanting. Carelessly I 
roamed 

As llirough a wide museum from whose 
stores 

A casual rarity is singled riut 
And has itsbrii'f perusal, then gives way 
To others, all supplanted in their turn ; 
Till ’mid this crowded neighbourhood of 
things 

That arc by nature most un neighbourly, 
The head turns round and cannot right 
itself ; 

And though an aching and a barren 
sense 

Of gay confusion still be uppermost, 
With few w'lsc longings and but little 
love. 

Yet to the memory siniicthing cleaves at 
last. 

Whence profit may be drawn in times to 
conn*. 

Thus ill submissive Idleness, my 
Friend ! 

The labouring time of autumn, winter, 
^ spring, 

Right months ! rolled pleasingly away; 
the ninth 

Came and returned me to my native hills* 
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Bright ifas the •Summer's noon when 
quickening steps 

Followed each other till^ a dreary moor 
Was crossed, a bare ridge clomb, upon 
whose top • 

Standing alone, as from a rampart’s edge, 
\ overlooked the bed of Windermere, 
'take a vast river, stretching in the stm. 
With exultation, at my feet 1 saw 


• 1 ' 


Lake, islands, promontories, gleaming 
bays, 

A universe of Nature’s fairest forms 

Proudly revealed with instantaneous 
burst, 

Magnificciit, and beautiful, and gay. 

I bounded down the hill shouting amain 

P'or the old Ferryman ; to the shout the 
rocks 

Replied, and when the Charon of the 
flobd 
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Had ^taid his oars, aiid touched the 
iutting pier. 

I did not step into the well-known boat 
Without Si cordial greeting. Thcncc with 
speed 

Up the familiar hill I took my w’ay «* 
Towards that sweet Valley ^ where I had 
been reared ; y t 

*Twas but a short htj^ ir’s walk, ere veer- 
ing round 

1 saw the snow-white church uiuni her 
hill 

Sit like a thnmM Lady, sending out 
. A gracious look all over her domain. 

Yon azure smoke betrays Hit; lurking 
tow'ii : 

‘ With eager foot.steps I advance and reach 
The cottage threshold where my journey 
closed. 

Glad welcome had I, with some tears, 
perhaps. 

From my old Dame, so kind and 
* ’ motherly, 

While she perused me with a jiarent’s 
pride. 

The thoughts of gratitude shall fall like 
dew 

Upon thv grave, good creature ! While 
my heart 

Can beat n'*ver will 1 forget thv name. 
Heaven’s blessing be upon thee wliere 
thou licst 

After thy innocent and busv stir 
In narrow cares, thv little daily growth 
Of calm enjoyments, after eightv years, 
And more than eighty, of untroubled 
life. 

Childless, yet by the strangers to thy 
blood 

Honoured with little less than filial love. 
What joy was mine to see thee once 
again. 

Thee and thy dwelling, and a crowd of 
things 

About its narrow precincts all beloved, * 
And many of them seeming vet my own ! 
Why should I speak of what a thousand 
hearts 

Have felt, and every man alive can guess? 
The rooms, the court, the garden were not 
left * 

Long unsaluted, nor the sunny scat 
Round the stone table under the dark 
pine, ^ 

Friendly to studious or to festive hours ; 
that unruly child of mountain birth, 
^ famous brook, who, soon as he was 
Within a 

With all its .garden, found himself at once, 
Did better su^ insidious and unkind, 

F^r better, thanis voice and left to dimple 
• Tbrust out abrv 

wkshead. — F.d. 


(WithoiiL an effort and without a will). 

A channel pav ed by man’s officious care. 

I lookL'd at him and smiled, and smiled 
again, 

And in the press of twenty thousand 
thoughts, 

“ Ha,” quoth I, “ pretty prisoner, ate 
you thevc ! ” 

Well might sarcastic Fancy then have 
* whispered; 

An emblem here behold of thy Ine ; 
In Its late course of even days wth all 
Their smooth -fenthraliiitint ; ” but the 
heart waS fnlft 

Too full for that reproach. Y.y aged 
1 >aine 

Walkc-d proudly at my side : she guided 
me;, ' ' 

1 Villiiig, nay — nay, wishing to belled: 
— The far<‘ of every neighbour whom I 
met 

Was like a volume to me ; soiiie were 
haikd 

Upon the road, some busv af their work, 
Uneere.mosi^ouS' greeting;- interchanged. 
With half the .length of a lon^ field be- 
tween. * 

Among iny sclniolfcllwws I scattered 
round 

Like recognitions, but with some con- 
straint 

Attended, doubtless, with a little pridt», 
But with more shame, fiinny habiliments, 
The transformation wrought by gay 
attire. 

Not less delighted did I take my place 
At our domestic table : and, dear Friend! 
In this endeavour simply to relate 
.-\ Poet’s history, may I leave untold 
The thankfulness with which I laid me 
down 

In my accustomed bed, more welcome 
now . 

Perhaps thandf it had betin more desired 
Or been more often thought of with,, 
regret ; 

That lowly bed whence I had heard the 
wind 

Roar, and the rain beat hard ; where I so 
oft 

Had lain awake ^ on summer nights to 
watch 

tThe moon in splendour crouched among 
•^*1 the leaves , 

Of a tall ash, that neaeour cottnge stood ; 
Had w'atched her with fixed eyes while to 
and fro ^ 

In the dark summit of the waving tree 
She rocked with every impulse of the 
breeze. 

Among the favourites whom it pleased 
me well 
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To see again, was one by ancient right 
Our inmate, a rough temer^ of the hills ; 
By birth and call of nature pre-ordained 
To hunt the badger and unearth the^fox 
Among the impervious crags, but having 
been 

From youth our own adopted, he had 
passed • 

Into a gentler service. And when first 
TheJ;)oyish spirit flaggeef, an?l day by dav 
Along my veins I kindled with the stir, 
Tlie fermentation, and the veni d heat* 
f poesy, affecting priyiteishacles 
ike a sick Lover, then this dog was used 
To watch mo, an attendant and a Irieiid, 
Obsequious to inv stej)s early and lat<j, 
Though often of such dilator^ walk 
Tiled? and ui^easy*at the halts J made. 
A hiiv^drcd times when, roving nigh an?l 
low, 

i have been harassed with the toil of verse, 
Mu,.h patns and little progress, and at 
once ^ * 

Some lovely iinaTO in the song rose up 
FiiJl-foriiicd, IjjkeA^enus rRiiift from the 
sea • 

Thenliavc T darted forwards to lei loose 
My hand upon hi^bacli^with stormy joy, 
Carcssingahim again and yet again. 

And when at evening on the public way 
1 sauntered, like a river murmuring 
Aiid talking to itself when all thines else 
Are still, the creature trotted on before ; 
Such was his custom ; but whene’er he 
met 

A passenger approaching, he would turn 
To give me timely notice, and straight- 
way, • 

Grateful for that admonishment, I hushed 
My voice, composed my gait, and, with 
the air 


That day consummate happiness W'as 

Wide-spreading, steady, calm, contem- 
plative ^ 

The sun was set, or setting, when I left 
Oiu cottage door, and evening soon 
brought on ■ 

A sobei» hour, not vjfming or serene, 
i For Cold and raw tht air w'as, and uii- 
f tuned. • 

i But as a face we love is sweetest then 
I WTieii sorrow daini^s it, or, W'hatever look 
I It chance to wear, is sweetest if the heart 
! Have fulness in herself ; even sf) with me 
j It fdre<I that ev(‘iiing. Gently did my 
i s»ui 

j Put olT her veil, and, self -transmuted, 

I stood 

Naked, as m the presence of her God. 

! While on I walked, a comh)rt seemed to 
! touch 

' A heart that had not been disconsolate : 
Strength came whtTC weakness was not^ 
known to be. 

At le'fst not felt ; and restoration came 
Like an intriid(*r knocking at the door 
Of unacknowh'dged weariness. 1 Look 
The balance, and with firm hand weighed ' 
myself. 

— Of that external scene which round 
me lav. 

Little, ill this abstraction, did I see ; 
Keinenibcred less ; but I had inward hopes 
.A-iid swellings of the spirit, W'.'is rapt and 
srwithed, 

Coiiverserl with promises, had glimmering 
\’iews 

ILnv life ])ervades the imdecaying mind ; 
How the iminorLal soul with God-like 
[ ])ower 

I liifinins, creates, and thaws the deepest 


-\nd mien of out; whose thoughts arc free, slee]^ 

advanced • ’ | That time can lay upon her ; how on 

earth, 

Man, if he do but live within the light 
Of high endeavours, dailv spreads abroad 
.wall. His being armed with strength that can- 

men suspected to be. crazed in brain. not fail. 

Nor was there want of milder thoughts, 
Those walks well worthy to be prized of love 

and loved.jr Of innocence, and holiday repose ; 

Regretted ! — tmat word, too, w'as on my And more than pastoral* quiet, ’mid the 
,tongue, I stir 

But they were richly ladep with all good,' Of boldest projects, and a peaceful end 
And camitit be remembered but with At last, or glorious, by endurance won. 

thanks Thus musing, in a wood I sate me down 

And gratitude, and perfect jo> of heart — Alone, continuing there to muse: the 
Those walks in all their freshness now slopes 

came back • And heights meanwhile w'erc slowly over- 

Like a returning Spring. When first I spread 

, made With darkness, and before a rippling 

Once more the circuit of our little lake, breeze [line, 

U ever happiness hath lodged with man, ^The long lake lengthened out its hoary 


To give and tak% a greeting that might 
• save 

My name from piteous rumours, such as 
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Andiii the sheltered coppice where I sate. 
Around me from among the hazel leaves, 
Now here, now there, moved by the 
str^gling wind. 

Came ever and anon a breath -like sound. 
Quick as the pantmgs of the faithful oog, 
' The x)ff and on cc^panion of mv walk ; 
And such, at tinies\»elieving them to be, 
I turned my head toVook if he were there; 
Then into solemn thought 1 passed once 
more. 


Her talk, her business, pleased me ; and 
no less * 

Her clear though shallow stream of piety 
ThaC ran ^n Sabbath days a fresher . 
* course ; 

With thoughts unfelt till now I saw her 
read 

Her Bible 'on hot Sunday afternoons. 
And loved ^he • book, when she had 
dropped asleep »» < 

Ai'd made of it a pilloW for hef^head. 


A freshness also found I at this time 
In human Life, the daily life of those 
Whose occupations really I loved ; 

The peaceful scene oft hlled me witn sur- 
prise 

Changed like a garden in the heat of 
spring 

After an eight-days’ absence. For (to 
omit 

The things which were the same and yet 
appeared 

Far otherwise ) amid this rural solitude. 
A narrow Vale where each was known to 
all, 

’Twas not indifferent t(» a youthful mind 
To mark some sheltering bower or sunny 
nook, 

Where an old man had used to sit alone. 
Now vacant } pale-faced babes whom 1 
had left 

In arms, now rosy prattlers at the feel 
Of a pleased griuidame tottering up and 
doxvn ; 

And grovring girls whoso beauty, filched 
awav 

With all its pleasant promises, was gone 
To deck some slighted playmate’s homely 
cheek. 

Yes, 1 had something of a subtit?r sense. 
And often looking round was moved to 
smiles , 

Such as a delicate work of humour breeds; 
I read, without design, the opinions, 
thoughts, 

Of those plain-living people now observed 
With clearer knowledge ; with another 
eye 

1 saw the quiet«woodman in the woods^ 
The shepherd roam the hills. With new 
delight. 

This chiefly, did 1 note my grey-haire# 
Dame ; 

Saw her go forth to church or other work 
Of state equipped in monumental trim ; 
Short velvet cloak, (her bonnet of the 
like). 

A mantle such as Spanish Cavaliers 
Wore in old time. Her smooth domestic 
Ilfp. 

. Aficctionate without disquietude. 


Nor less do I ^^inem^cr to have fel^ 
Distinctly mhnifested at this time, 

A human -heartedness about my love 
For objects hitherto the absolute wealth 
Of my own®-private being and no more ; 
Which \ had loved, even^ as a bics^lid 
‘ spirit t 

Or Angel, if ho were to dwell on earth. 
Might love in individual happiness. 

But now there opened on xnc other 
t thoughts ^ 

Of change, congratulation q»* rcgn?t, 

A pensive, fediing ! ItV sp^ea^ far aijd 
wide ; ^ 

The trees, the mountains shared it^ and 
the brooks, ^ * r« 

The stars of Heaven, now seen in their old 
haunts — 

White Sirius glittering o’er the southern 
crags, 

Orion with his belt, and those fair Seven, 
Acquaintances of every little child, 

And J upitor, my own beloved star 1 
Whatever shadings of mortality, 
Whatever imports from the world of 
death ^ 

Had come among these objects hereto- 
fore, 

Were, in the main, of mood less tender ; 
strong. 

Deep, ghwmy werc they, and severe ; the 
scatterings 

Of awe or tremulous dread, that had given^ 
way 

In later youth to yearnings of a love 
Enthusiastic, to delight and hope. 

As one who hangs down-bending from 
the side 

Of a slow-moving boat, UMon the breast 
Of a still water, solacing hlmseli 
^ith suoh discoveries as his eye can make 
Beneath him in' the bottom oUthe deep, 
Sees many beauteous sights — weeds, 
fishes, flowers. 

Grots, peblSles, roots of trees, and fancies 
more, * 

Yet often is perplexed, and cannot part 
The shadow from the substance, rocks 
and sky. 

Mountains and clouds, rejected in the 
depth 
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Of the clear flood, from things* which 
there abide 

la their true dwelling ; now is crossed 
by gleam 

Of bis own image, by a sun«beam now. 
And wavering motionasenthe knows not 
whence. 

Impediments that make his task more 
sweet ; • 

Such pleasant office hava we Jong pursued 
InciffKibcnt o'er the surface of past time 
With like success, nor often have ap- 
peared 

4lhapes fairer or l^ss doisl)tf A^y discerned 
Than these to which the Tale, indulgent 
Friend ! 


Would now direct thy noti(^. Yet in 
^ sijite » 

Or pleasure won, and knowledge liot witl% 
hJld, 

There was an inner falling ofT — I loved. 
Loved deeply all that had been loved 
before, 

More deeply evsn than ever : * but a 


Of* heady scham^ jostling each other, 
g^^wds, • 

And feast and dance, and public i ^velry. 
And sports and ^mesa(too grateful in 
themselves, 

Yet in themselves less grateful, I believe. 
Than as they were a badge glossy and 
' fresh 

Of manliness and freedom) all conspired 
To lure my mind from firm habitual quest 
Of feeding pleasures, to depress the ieal 
And damp those yearnings which had 
once beeri mine — 

A wild, iinwondly-miiided youth, given 


up 

To his own eager thoughts. It would 
demand 

Some skill, and longer time than may be 
spared , “ 

To paint these vanities, and how they 
• wrought 

In haunts where they, till now, had been 
V unknown. 


It seemed the very garments that I wore 
Preyed on my strength, and stopped the 
quiet stream 
Of self-forgetfulness. 

Yes, that heartless chase 
Of trivial pleasures was a poor exchange 
For books gnd natijre at that early age. 
*Tis true, spme casual knowledge might 
be gained 

Of character or life ; but at that time, 
Of manners put tp school I took small 
note. 

And all my deeper passions lay elsewhere. 
”9iir |)etter had it been to exalt the mind 
By Mitary study, to uphold 


Intense desire through meditative peacfr; 
And’yet,' for chastisement of these regrets. 
The memory of one particular hour 
Doth here rise up against me. ’Mid a 
throng ^ 

Of maids and youths, old men, and 
^ matrons staid, 

A medley of all teinrirs, I had passed " 
The nigAt in daiicingJgaiety, and mirth. 
With din of instrui/ents and shufiling 
* feet. 

And glancing forms, and tapers glittering, 
A/id unaimed prattle flying up and down; 
Spirits upon the stretch, and here and 
there 

Slight shocks of young love-liking intcr- 
s]5crsed, [head. 

Whose transient pleasure mounted to the 
And tingled through the veins. Ere we 
retired, 

The cock had crowed, and now the eastern 
sky 

Was kindling, not unseen, from humble 
copse 

.And open field, through which the path- 
way wound. 

And homeward led my steps. Magnifi- 
cent 

The morning rose, in memorable pomp, 
Glorious as e’er I had beheld — iti front. 
The sea lay laughing at a distance ; near, 
The solid mountains shone, bright as the 
clouds, 

Grain -tinctured, drenched in empyrean 
light ; 

And in the meadows and the lower 
grounds 

Was all the sweetness of a common 
dawn — 

Dews, vapours, and the melody of birds. 
And labourers going forth to till the 
fields. 

Ah ! need 1 say, dear Friend ! that to the 
brim 

My heart was full ; I made no vows, but 
vows 

Were then made for me ; bond unkiiow'n 
to me 

Was given, that 1 should be, else sinning 
greatly, 

A dedicated Spirit. On I walked 
In thankful blessedness, ^which yet sur- 
vives. 

^ Strange rendezvous I My mind was 
at that time 

A parti-coloured show of grave and gay. 
Solid and light, short-sighted and pro- 
found ; 

Of inconsiderate habits and sedate. 
Consorting in one mansion unreproved. 
The worth I knew of powers that 1 
possessed. 
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Though slighted and too oft misused, 
besides. 

That summer, swarming as it did with 
thoughts 

TransifCjLt and idle, lacked not intervals 
When Folly from the frown of fleeting 
Time 

Shrunk, and thC mind experienced in 
herself V 

Conformity as jus^as that of old 
To the end and written siiirit of tiod’s 
works, 

' Whether held forth in Nature or iu Men, 
Through pregnant vision, sopar<itc or 
conjoined. 

When from our better selves we have 
too long 

Been parted by the hiuTVing world, and 
droop. 

Sick of its business, of its pleasures tired. 
How gracious, how benign, is Solitude ; 
How potent a mere image of her swav ; 
Most potent when impressed upon the 
mind 

With an appropriate human centre — 
hermit, 

Deep in the bosom of the wilderness ; 
Votary (in vast cathedral, where no foot 
Is treading, whore no other face is seen) 
Kneeling at prayers ; or watchman on 
the lop 

Of lighthouse, beaten bv Atlantic waves ; 
Or as the soul of that great Power is met 
Sometimes embodied on a public road. 
When, for the night deserted, it assumes 
A character ()f quiet more profound 
Than pathless wastes. 

Once, when those siiinmer months 
Were flown, and autumn brought its 
annual show 

Of oars with oars contending, sails with 
sails. 

Upon Wiiiander’s spacious breast, it 
chanced 

That — after 1 had left a flower-decked 
room 

(Whose, in-door pastime, lighted up, sur- 
vived 

To a late hour), and spirits overwrought 
Were making night do penance for a day 
Spent ki a round of strenuous idleness — 
My homeward course led up a long ascent. 
Where the road’s watery surface, to th^ 
top « 

Of that sharp rising, glittered to the 
moon 

^nd bore the semblance of another 
stream 

Stealing with silent lapse to join the 
brook 

That murmured in the vale. All else 
V ■' . was still : 


No living thing appeared in earth or air. 
And, save the flowing w'ater's peaceful 
voice, . 

Sound there was none — ^but, lo ! an un- 
I couth «hape. 

Shown by a sudd^en turning of the road. 
So near that, slipping back into the shade 
Of a tliick hawthorn, I could mark him 
well, •. 

Myself uiiscpn. ,,He was of stature tall, 

A span above man’s common measure, 

Stiff, lank, and upright ; a more meagi’e 
man - « 

Was never seen before by night or day. 
Long were his arms, pallid his hands ; h:3 
^ mouth 

Looked glVastly in the moonlight : from 
, behind, " 

A mile-stone propped him ; I could also 
ken 

That he was clothed in military garb, 
Thoiigli faded, yet entire. Compahioii- 
‘ leiSs, , 

dog attending, by, no staff sustained, 
lie stoodi and in his VLi-y,dr<j-ss appeared 
A desolationi a simplicity. 

To which the trappings of a gaiuH world 
Make a strange .hack ■'i'round. From his 
lips, cre long, 

Issued low muttered sounds, as if of pain 
Or some uneasy thought ; yet still his 
form ( 

Kept the same awful steadiness — at his 
feet 

His shadow lay, and moved not. From 
self-blame 

Not wholly free, I watched him thus ; at 
length ' 

Subduing my heart’s specious cowardice, 

I left the shady nook where J had stood 
And hailed him. Slowly from his resting- 
place 

He rose, and with a lean and wasted arm 
In measured gesture lifted to his head 
Returned my salutation ; then resumed 
His station as before ; and when I asked 
His history, the veteran, in reply. 

Was neither slow nor eager ; but, un- 
moved, 

And w'ith a quiet uncomplaining voice, 

A stately air of mild indifference, 

He told in few plain words a soldier's 
1 ^ tale — 

% That in the Tropic Islands he had ser\'ed. 
Whence he had lalfded sc&'rcely three 
weeks past : 

That on ^his landing he had been dis- 
missed, 

And now was travelling towards his 
native home. 

This heard. I said, in pity, " Come wkk/ 
me." 
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He stooped, and straightway from the 
ground took up 

An oaken staff by me yet unobserved — 
A staff which must have dropped from 
his slack hand • 

And lay till now neglected in the gri^s. 
Though weak his step and cautious, he 
appeared 

To travel without pain, and 1 beheld. 
With an astonishment lyit HI suiipressed, 
Hisoghostlv figure nio\'iiig at my side ; 
Nor could I, while we journeyed thu>, for- 
bear 

^o turn from ift-esentuhartlships to the 
past, 

And speak of war, battle, and pestilence. 
Sprinkling this talk with questions, bedluT 
spared, • 

On what- he might himself havl seen <ir 
f*lt. 

He all the while was in deineriiioiir calm. 
Concise ip answer ; solemn and sublime 
He might have seemed, but that in all 
he said » ' i 

There was a»stra«ge half^bsence, as ot 
• one I • * • * 

Knoxyng too well the imi^rtance (»f his 
tnemc, ♦ 

But feeling it nolongof. Oiii* discourse 
Soon endftd, and together on we passed 
In silence through a wood gloomy and 
still. 
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When Contemplation, like the night- 
calm felt 

Through earth and sky, spreads widely, 
and sends deep 

Into the soul its^ tranqflillisiiig power. 

Even then I sometimes giieve for thee, 

• O Man, 

garth's paiaiiif'unt Creature ! not so 
much for woes 

'fhat thou endures t ; heavy though that 
weight be, 

Cloud-like it moouts, or touched with 
light divine 

Doth melt away ; but for those palms 
achieved. 

Through l^gth of^ime, patient exer-* 
cise , 

Of study and hard thought ; there, there, 
it is 

That sadness find§ its fuel. Hitherto, 

In progress through this Verse, my mind 
hath looked 

^pon the speaking face of earth and 
heaven 


Up-Burning, then, along an open field, 
We reached a cottage. At the door I 
knocked, 

And earnestly to charitable care 
Commended him as a poor friendi&ss man, 
Belated and by sickness overcome. 
As^red that now the traveller would , 
. repose i 

In c«)rn?(>rt, I entre;j^^d that henceforth 
He would not Imget/in the public ways. 
But ask for timely furtherance and help 
Such as his stale required. At this re- 
4 proof. 

With the same ghastly mildness in his 
look. 

He said, “ My trust Js in the God of 
I leaven. 

And iu the eye (»f him who passes me!’* 

The cottage door was speedily un- 
barred. 

And now the soldier touched his Jiat once 
more I voice. 

With his lean hand, and iu a faltering 
Whose tone bespake reviving interests 
Till then unfelt, he thanked me ; I re- 
turned 

The farewell blessing of the patient man, 
And so wc parted. Back 1 cast a look, 
And lingered near the door a little space, 
Then sought with quiet heart my distant 
home. 


FIFTH 

As her prime teacher, intercourse with 
mail 

Established by the sovereign Intellect, 

Who through that bodily image hath 
diffused. 

As might appear to the eye of fleeting 
time, 

A, deathless spirit. Thou also, man ! 
hast wrought, 

For commerce of thy nature with her- 
self. 

Things that aspire to unconquerable life ; 

And yet we feel — we cannot choose but 
feel— 

That they must perish. « Tremblings of 
the heart 

It gives, to think that our immortal being 

No more shall need such garments ; and 
yet man. 

As long as he shall be the child of earth. 

Might almost “ weep to have *' what he 
may lose. 

Nor be himself extinguished, but survive. 

Abject, depressed, forlorn, disconsolate. 

A thought is with me sometimes, and 
I say,— 
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Shpuld the whole frame of earth by in- And as t looked around, distress and fear 
ward throes Came creeping over me, when at my side. 

Be wrenched, or hre come down from far Close at my > side, an uncouth shape ap- 
to scorch peared 

Her pleSnaut habitations, and dry up Upt ii a dntmedary, mounted high. 

Old Ocean, in his bed left singed and bare, seemed an Arab of the Bedouin tribes: 
Yet would the living Pi'esence still :?ub- A lance he bore, and underneath one arm 
sist \ A st<uir, and in the o]iposite hand a shell 

Victorious, and coW posure woulU ensue. Of a surpatsiug brightness. At the sight 
And kindlings like f^ac morn in g — presage. Much I rejpice^l, nut doubting but a 
sure * guide ^ « . 

Of day returning and of life revived. VVas present, one who with unemng skill 
But all the meditations of in.inkind, . Would through the desert load me ; and 
Yea, all the adamantine holds of truth • while yrt ( ' *r 

By reason built, or ])assioii, wliich itself ■ 1 looked and looked, self-questioned what 
Is highest rea<-oii in u soul sublmie ; 1 this freight 

The consecrated ivorks of Bard and Sage, the new comer carried through the 

Sensuous or intellectual, wrought by men, I waste* r 

Twin labourers and heirs ol the same i Could ivran, the Arab t<ild me that ttie 
hopes ; j stone 

Where would they be ? Oh ! why hath (To give it in the* language of the dream) 
not the Mind : Was “ Kuclid’s lilemeiits ; " and “ This,” 

Some clement to stamp her image on ; said he. 

In nature somewhat nearer to her own ? *■ Is soitiething of more worth ; ” and at 
Why, gifted with such powers to soiid| the w‘^rc\ <. 

abroad Stretched' forth the sln'il, po beautiful in 

Her spirit, must it lodge in sliriiics so | shape, * ^ 

frail ? In colour so •<;splendeiit, with coinmand 

That 1 should h<dd il^to my ear. 1 did 
One dciv, when fnnn my li]>s a like com- Si>, * 

plaint And heard that instant in an unknown 

Had fallen in presence of a studious tongue, ^ 

friend. W’liich yet I understood, articulate 

He with a smile made answer, that in sounds, 

truth A loud propJietic blast of harmony s 

*Twas going far to seek disquietude : An Ode, in passion uttered, w'hich fore- 

But on the front of his reproof confessed told 

That he himself had oftentimes given Destruction to the children of the earth 
way By deluge, now at lian^. No sooner 

To kindred hauntings. Whereupon I ceased 

told. The. song, than the Arab with calm look 

That once in the stillness of a summer’s declared 

noun, ' That all would come to pass of which the 

W’hile, I was seated in a rocky cave I voice * , 

By the sea-side, perusing, so it cl anced, ! Had given forewarning, and that he him- 
The famous history of the errant knignt 1 self ^ 

Recorded by Cervantes, these same ' Was going then to bury those two books : 

thoughts The one that held acquaintance with the 

Beset me, and to height unusual rose, stars, 

While listlessly I sate, and, having closed And wedded soul to soul in purest bond 
The book, had turned my eyes toward Of reason, undisturbed by space or timej 
the^vide sya. The other that was a god, yea many gods, 

On poetry and geometric truth, Had voices more than all the winds, with 

And their high privilege of lasting life, ^ power 

From all internal injury exempt, i ^fo exhilarate •'the spirit, and to soothe, 

I mused : upon these chiefly : and at Through every clime, the hear\ of human 
length, kind. 

My sense.s yielding to the sultry air. While this' Was uttering, strange as it may 
Sleep seized me, and 1 passed into a seem, 

dream. 1 wondered not. although I plainly saw 

1 saw before me stretched a boundless The one to be a stone, the other a shell ; 

plain Nor doubted once but that they bot^ 

Of sandy wilderness, all black and void, were books. 



BOOKS 


Having a perfect faith in all that passed. 
Far stronger, now, grew the desire I felt 
To cleave unto this man ;'*but when I 
prayed 

To share his enterprise, he '•hurried* on 
Reckless of me ; I followed, not unseen. 
For oftentimes he cast a backward look, 
Grasping his tw'ufold treasure. — I-aiice in 
rest, • [now 

He rode, I keeping pacc>wil1i him ; and ^ 
He, %) my fancy, had become the knight j 
Whose tale Cervantes tells ; yet not the | 
knight, ^ , 

was an Arab of the desert too ; 

Of these was neither, and was both at 
once. 

His countenance, meanwhile, jgrew nuve 
m disturbed ; 

And, looking backwards when hi* lookedi 
nilne eyes 

Saw, over half the wilderness diffused, 

A l^ed of» glittering light : I asked the 
cause : 

“ It is,” said he. * the waters of the det^'p 
Gathering updii us» ” quicl«*riingthen the 
• jjacc * • ■ * 

Of ih‘% unwieldy creature lit* bestrode. 

He left me : I calU;d after him aloud ; 

He heeded not ; but, %ith his twofold 
char^ 

Still in his grasp, before me, full in view, 
Wdut hurrying o’er the illimitable waste. 
With the fled waters of a drowning wc»rld ! 
In chase of liim ; whereat I waked in 
terror. 

And saw the sea before me, and the book. 
In which 1 had been reading, at my side. 

Full often, ’taking from the world f 
sleep 

This Arab phantom, which I thus beheld. 
This semi-Quixote, I to him have given 
A substance, fancied h^ a living man, 
A gentle dwell w in the desert, crazed 
By love and feeling, and internal thought 
Protracted among endless solitudes ; 
i^ve shaped him wandering upon this 
quest ! 

Nor have I pitied him ; but rather felt 
Reverence was due to a being thus em- 
ployed ; 

And thought that, in the blind and awful 
lair 

Of such a madness, reason did lie couched.- 
Enow therg are on ^rth td take in charge 
Their ^ive 3 , their children, and their 
virgin loves, ^ 

Or whatsoever else the heart holds dear ; 
Enow to stir for these ; yea, will I say, 
Contemplating in soberness the approach 
Of an event so dire, by signs in earth 
heaven made manifest, that 1 could 
share 


That maniac's fond anxiety, and go 
Upon like errand. Oftentimes at least 
Me hath such strong entrancement over- 
come. 

When I have held a volume in tify hand, 
Poor earthly casket of immortal verse, 
Shatespeare, or Mil ton .labourers divine ! 


"e, or Mil ton .la 
d benign, iyiclei 


Great ^md benign, bicleed, must be the 
jjower 4 

Of liviii nature, which ould thus so 

Iniif] 

Dittain me from the best of other guides 
And dearest helpers, left unthanked, 
uii praised, 

Even yi the time of lisping infancy ; 

And later down, in prattling childhood 
even. 

While I was travelling back among those 
days. 

How could I ever plav an ingrate's part ? 
Once more should 1 have made those 
biiw'crs resound. 

By intcriningling strains of thankfulness 
\Vith their own thoughtless melodies ; at 
ii ast 

It might hav e well beseemed me to repeat 
Some simply fashioned tale, to tell again, 
In slender accents ol sweet verse, some 
tale 

That did bewitch me then, and soothes 
me no 

0 Friend ! O Poet ! brother of my soul, 
Think not that I could pass along un- 
touched 

By these remembrances. Yet wherefore 
speak ? 

Wby call upon a few weak words to say 
What is already written in the hearts 
Of all that breathe ? — w’hat in the path 
of all 

Drops daily from the tongue of cvery 
ebiid, 

Wherever man is found ? The trickling 
, tear 

1 Upon the cheek of listening Infancy 

I Proclaims it, and the insuperable look 
That drinks as if it never could be full. 

That portion of my story 1 shall leave 
There registered : whatever else of power 
Or pleasure sown, or fos6cred tlfbs, may 
be 

►Peculiar to myself, let that remain 
Where still it works, though hidden from 
all search 

Among the depths of time. Yet is it just 
That here, in memory of all books which 
lay 

Their sure foundations in the heart of man, 
Whether by native prose, or numerous 
verse, ’ 

That in the name of all inspired snub— 
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From Homer the great Thunderer, from 
. the voice 

That roars along the bed of Jewish song, 
;^d that more varied and elaborate, 
Tnose t^^umpet -tones of harmony that 
shake 

-Our shores in England, — from tl^ose 
loftiest notes 

Down to the low anj wren -like wr.rbliugs, 
made \ \ 

For cottagers and spinners at the wheel. 1 

And sun-burnt travellers resting their | 

tired limbs, | 

Stretched under wayside hedge-rows, 
ballad tunes, 

Food fur- the hungry ears of little ones, 
And ol old in^n wdio have survived their 
joys— 

’Tis just that in behalf of these, the works. 
And of the men that framed them, 
whether known 

Or sleeping nameless in their scattered 
graves. 

That I should here assert tlu'ir rights, 
attest 

Their honours, and should, once for all, 
prononnee 

Their benediction ; speak of them as 
Powers 

Forever to be hallowed ; only less. 

For what w’c are and w'liat w'c may be- 
come. 

Than Nature’s self, which is the breath of 
God, 

Or His pure Word by miracle revealed. 

Rarely and with rcluctaiiee would I 
sloop 

To transitory themes ; yet 1 rejoice. 
And, by these thoughts adoiiioiiishcd, 
will pour out 

Thanks with uplifted heart, that I wms 
reared | biul 

Safe from aii'tevil which these days have 
Upon the children of the land, a pcat 
That might have dried me up, body and 
soul. 

This verse is dedicate to Nature’s self. 
And things that teach as Nature teaches : 
then. 

Oh ! where had been the Man, the Poet 
WIKTO. ^ 

Where had w'c been, we tw'o, beloved 
Friend ! ^ 

Tf in the season of unperilous choice, , 
In lieu of wandering, as wc did, through 
vales * 


Stringed like a poor man’s heifer at its 
'feed, 

Led through Ihe lanes in forlorn servitude; 
Or rather like a stalled ox debarred 
From touch, of growing grass, that may 
. not taste 

A flow'cr till it have yielded up its sw^eets 
A prelibation to the mower’s scythe- 

Behold thf^iparent hen amid her brood. 
Though fledged and featherccL and wel' 

^ jilcascd to part ^ 

And straggle from her presence, still <r 
bnK^d, ^ , 

And she herself from the mal 'rnal bond 
Still undischarged; yet doth she liltje 
1 more; 

Than move with them in tenderness and 
o lov<^ 

A centre to the circle which they ’nake ; 
And now' and then, alike from need of 
theirs 

And call of her own natural appetites, 
She scratches, ransack«\. up the earth for 
food, 

W'hioh tlj?y partake ab plrjaspre. Early 
died 

My honoured Mother, she w'ho w'as the 
heart u 

And hinge of all our Icarning'^ and our 
loves : 

She left us dcslitulc, and, as wc might, 
Trooping together. Little suits it me ‘ • 

'Fo break upon the sabbath ot her rest 
With any thought that looks at others' 
blame ; 

Nor would I praise her but in perfect 
love. 

Hence am I checked ; but let me boldly 
sav. 

In gratitude, and for the sake of truth,' 
Unheard by her, that she, not falsely* 
taught. 

Fetching her goi/dncss rather from times 
past. 

Than shaping novelties for times to comt, 
Had no presumption, no such jealousy, 
Nor did by habit of her thoughts mistri^t 
Our nature, but had virtual faith that He 
Who fills the mother’s breast with in- 
nocent milk. 

Doth also for our nobler part provide. 
Under His great correction and control, ~ 
As innocent instincts, and as innocent 
* food ; , 

Or draws for minds 'that arc' left free to 
trust 


Rich with indigenous produce, open In the siuiplicities of opening life 

ground Sw'cet honey out of spurned or dreaded 

Cf Fancy, happv pastures ranged at w'»ll, weeds. 

Vt’e had t'-cu followed, hourly watched. This was her creed, and therefore she; 

and noosed, was pure ‘ 

Each in his several melanclioly walk From anxious fear of error or mishapT^ 
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And evil, overweenlngly so called ; ' 

Was not pulled up by fglse unnatural 
hopes. 

Nor selfish with unnecessary cares, • 

Nor with impatience from the season 
asked 

More than its timely produce ; rather 
loved • 

The hours for what they are, than from 
. * regard 

Glanced on their promises in restless 
pride. * 

■JSuch was she— 4iot fr{)m •faculties more 
strong 

Than others have, but from the limes, 
perhaps, « 

And spot in which she Jived, ^and through 
• Brace. . 

Of Djpdest meel<tu*ss, simple-mindedness, 
A heart that found benignity and hope. 
Being benign. 

• My drift I fear 

Is scarcely obv^us ; but, that* common 

sense n ^ _ 

May try ,lh^ 4uodern sysl 4 ?m by its 
fruits, 4 

Leav^ let me take to place bef »rc her 
sight • 9 

A spcci-jien pourtrayed with faithful 
hand. 

Full early trained to worship scemliness, 
4fhis iiiodel of a child is never known 
To mix ill quarrels ; that were far 
beneath 

Its dignity ; with gifts he bubbles o’er 
As generous as a fountain ; selfishness 
May not come near him, nor the little 
throng * 

Of flitting pleasures tempt him from his 
path ; 

The wandering beggars propagate his 
name, 

Dumb creatures And him tender as a nun. 
And natural or'*supernatural fear, 

•Unless it leap upon him m a dream. 
Touches him not. To enhance the wou- 
$ ' der, see 

' How arch his notices, how nice his sense 
Of the ridiculous ; not blind is he 
, To the broad follies of the licensed world, 

* Yet innocent himself withal, though 
shrewd. 

And can read lectures upon innocence . l 
A miracle of scientific lore, • 

Ships he'Vian guide across the pathless 
sea, 

(And tell you all their cunniag ; he can 
read 

The inside of the earth, and spell the 
stars ; 

,He knows the policies of foreign lands ; 
Can -string you names of districts, cities, 
^ towns. 


Thb whole world over, tight as beads' of 
dew 

Upon a gossamer thread ; he sifts, he 
weighs ; 0 

All things aie put to question ; he must 
live 

K^nowing that he gr^s wiser every day 
Ol cls'-i not live at 'll , and seeing too 
Each little drop of /visdom as it falls 
Iiito the dimpling cistern of his heart : 
For this unnatural growth the trainer 
jf blame, 

Pity the tree. — Poor human vanity, 
W'ert thou extinguished, little would be 
left 

Whitfh he could truly love ; but how 
escape ? 

For, ever as a thought of purer birth 
Rises to lead him toward a better clime. 
Some intermecldler still is on the watch 
To drive him back, and pound him, like a 
stray, 

Within the pinfold of his own conceit. 
Meanwhile old gran dame earth is grieved 
lo find 

The iilavthings, which her love designed 
for him. 

Unthought of : in their woodland beds 
the flowers 

Weep, and the river sides are all forlorn. 
Ob ! give us once again the wishing cap 
Of Fortiinatus, and the invisil>lc coat 
Of Jack the (liant-killer, Robin Hood, 
And Sabra in the forest with St. George ! 
The child, wJiosc love is here, at least, 
doth reap 

One precious gain, that he forgets himself. 

These mighty workmen of our later age, 
■Who, with a broad highway, have over- 
bridged 

The froward chaos of futurity. 

Tamed to their bidding ; they who have 
the skill 

To manage books, and things, and make 
them act 

On infant minds as surely as the sun 
Deals with a flower ; the keepers of our 
time, 

The guides and wardens of our faculties. 
Sages who in their prescience \w»uld con- 
trol 

All accidents, and to the very road 
•Which they have fashioned would confine 
us down. 

Like engines ; when will their presump • 
tion l3arn. 

That ill the unreasoning progress of the 
world 

A wiser spirit is at work for us, 

A better eye than theirs, most prodigal 
Of blessings, and most studious of our 

sqiwi. 


K K • 
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in what seem our most unfruitful 
hours ? « 

^ Theresas a Boy : ye knew him well, 
ye elms 

And islands of Winarider ! — many a time 
At evening, when the earliest stars bogmi 
To move along thiu edges of the hil s. 
Rising or setting, w&iild he stand alone 
Beneath the trees or' l)y the glimmering 
lake. 

And there, with fingers interwoven, both 
hands 

Pressed closely palm to palm, and to his 
mouth 

Uplifted, he, as through an iiistrun^ent. 
Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls. 
That they might answer him ; and they 
would shout 

Across the watery vale, and shout again, 
Responsive to his call, with quivering 
peals. 

And long halloos and screams, and echoes 
loud, 

Redoubled! and redoubled, concourse 
wild 

Of jocund din ; and, when a lengthened 
pause 

Of silence came and baffled his host skill. 
Then sometimes, in that silence while he 
hung 

Listening, a gentle shock of niikl surprise 
Has carried far into his heart the voice 
Of mountain torrents ; or the visible 
scene 

Would enter unawares into his mind. 
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks. 
Its woods, and that uncertain heaven, 
received 

Into the bosom of the steady lake. 

This Boy was taken from hi", mates, 
and died 

In childhood, ere he was full twelve vears 
old. 

Fair is the spot, most beautiful the vale 
W'here he was born ; the grassy church- 
yard hangs 

Upon a slope above the village school. 
And through that churchyard when niy 
way Jtias led 

On summer evenings, T believe that there 
A long half hour together I have stood 
Mute, looking at the grave in which he 
lies 1 * 

Even now appears before the mind's clear 
eye 

That self-same village church ; I see her 
sit' 

(The throiiM Lady whom erewhile we 
hailed) 

On her green hill, forgetful of this Boy 
, > A See p. Z 4 &. — £g. 


Who slfimbers at her feet, — ^forgetful, too> 
Of all her silen^ neighbourhood of graves. 
And listening only to the gladsome sounds 
Thatt from the rural school ascending, 
play 

Beneath her and about her. May she 
long 

Behold a rao“ of young ones like to those 
With whom herded I — (easily, indeed, 

We might have fe-ll upon a f attqr soil 
Of arts and letters — ^but be t*at for- 
given) — 

A race of real chil^’ren ; not too wise, , 
Too learned, or too good ; but wanton, 
fresh, [hate ; 

And bandied up and down by love and 
Not iinrcsentful where ^ self -justified ; 
Fi,r*rce, j^noody, patient, ventuiou^, 
modest, ;shy ; j 

Mad at their spurts like withered leaves in 
winds ; 

Though doing wrong and suffering, afed 
■I- full oft , 

Bending beneath our jife’s, mysterious 
weigh to ' ' o 

Of pain, and do^tbt, and fear, yet yielding 
nt>t 

In happiness to the happiest upon earth. 
Simplicity in habit, truth in spei ch, 

Be these the daily strengtheners of their 
minds ; 

May books and Nature be their early joy 
And knowledge, rightly honoured with 
that name — 

Knowledge not purchased by the loss of 
power ! 

Well do I call to mind the very week 
When 1 was first intrusted to the care 
Of that sweet Valley when its paths, its 
shores. 

And brooks were like a dream of novelty 
To my h.ilf-infanty thoughts ; that very 
week, 

While I M'as roving up and down alone, • 
Seeking I knew not what, I chanced to 

CTOSS ^ 

One of those open fields, which, shaped 
like ears. 

Make green peninsulas op Esthwaite’e- 
Lake : 

Twilight was coming on, yet through the 
/ gloom 

Appeared distinctly on the opposite shore 
A heap of garments, a*ll if left by one > 
Who might have there been bathing, 
Long 1 -watched. 

But no one owned them ; meanwhile the 
calm lake 

Grew dark with all the shadows cut its 
breast, ^ 

And, now and then, a fish up-leaping 
snapped 
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The breathless stillness. The succeeding 
day, • 

Those unclaimed garments telling a plain 
tale • • 

Drew to the spot an anxious crowd ; some 
looked 

In passive expectation from tho shore, 
While from a boat others Hung o'er the 
deep, % . 

.S 4 tinding with grappling irons and long 
poles. • 

At last, the dead man. 'mid that |beaii- 
fc. teous sceifte t 
Of trees and hills and water, bolt upright 
Rose, with his ghastly Jacc, a spectre 
shape • 

^Of terror ; yet 90 soul-deuasing fear, 
ifoungas 1 was, a child not iiinH years tiid. 
Possessed me, for my inner eye had seen 
Such sights before, among the shining 
stiigams 

Of faery land, the forest of romance. 
Their spirit haHowed the sad spectacle 
With decoititio 9 of idca4 grace ; 

A dignity, a»siift)othness, liktf the works 
Of ^reciaii art, and purAst pursy. 

A precious tFCasuv had I long pus- 
scsA?d, 

A little yellow, canvas -covered bonk, 
slender abstract of the Arabian talcs ; 
*Aiid, from companions in a new abode. 
When hrst I learnt, that this dear prize of 
mine 

Was blit a block hewn from a mighty 
quarry — 

That there were four large volumes, laden 
all 

With kindred matter, ’twas to me, in 
truth. 

A promise scarcely earthly. Instantly, 
With one not richer than myself, I made 
A covenant thgt each^sliould lay aside 
The moneys he possessed, and hoard up 
• more, 

. Till our joint savings had amassed enough 
.^To make this book our own. Through 
several months. 

In spite of all temptation, we preserved 
Religiously thai vow ; but firmness failed. 
Nor were we ever masters of our wish. 

And when thereafter to my fathcr% 
houtt * 

The holi^ys returned me, there to find 
That golden store of books which 1 had 
left. 

What joy was n^e ! How often in the 
course 

Of those glad respites, though a soft west 
whid 

KufBed the waters to the angler's wish, 

, Par 9 whole day together, have I lain 


Down by thy side, O Derwent ! murmur- 
ing stream. 

On the hot stones, and in the glaring sun. 
And there have read, devotfring as 1 
read, 

I^frauding thf* day’s glory, desperate ! 
Till with a sudden ^ound of smart re- 
j^oach, ^ 

9. ich as an idler d^als with in his shame,- 
1 to tlic sport betook myself again. 

^ A gracious spirit o'er this earth pre- 
sides. 

And o’er the heart of man ; invisibly 
It comes, to works of iinreproved delight, 
Aiitl tendency benign, directing those 
W'ho care not, know not. think not what 
they do. 

The ttiles that charm away the wakeful 
night 

In Araby, rrimances : legends penned 
For solace by dim light of monkish lamps ; 
Fictions, for ladies of their love, devised 
By youthful sipiircs ; adventures endless, 
spun 

By tho dismantled warrior in old age. 

Out of the bowels of those very schemes 
In which his voutli did first extravagate ; 
These spread like day, and something in 
the shape 

Of these will live till man shall be no 
more. 

Duinb yearnings, hidden appetites, are 
ours, 

And ihev must have thoir food. Our child' 
hood sits. 

Our simple childhood, sits upon a throne 
That hath more pow'er than all the 
elements. 

1 guess not what this tells of Being past. 
Nor what it augurs of the life to come ; 

But so it is, and, in that dubious hour. 
That twilight when we first begin to see 
J'his dawning earth, to recognise, expect, 
And, in the long probation that ensues, 
The time of trial, ere we learn to live 
In reconcilement with our stinted powers; 
To endure this slate of meagre vassalage. 
Unwilling to forego, confess, submit. 
Uneasy and unsettled, yoke-fel|ows 
To custom, mcttlcsonse, and not yet 
tamed 

And humbled down : oh ! then we feel, 

* we feci, 

Wc know where we have friends. Ye ’ 
dreamers, then, 

Forgers of daring talcs ! we bless youthen. 
Impostors, drivellers, dotards, as the ape 
Philosophy will call you : then we feel 
With what, and how great might ye are 
in league, 

Who make our wish, our powejv our 
thought a deed, ■'' ' 
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An empire, a possession, — ye whom time 
And sea^ns serve ; all Faculties to whom 
Earth crouches, the elements are potter’s 
clay,'i- 

Space like a heaven tilled up with northern 
lights, fonfle. 

Here, nowhere, thfre, and evcrywhere\^at 

Relinquishing this^ofty eminence * 
For ground, though humbler, not tlie Ic^s 
a tract 

Of the same isthmus, which our spirit:.| 
cross 

III progress from their native continent 
To earth and human life, the Song might 
dwell 

On that delightful time of growing youth. 
When craving for tJie marvellous gives 
way 

To strengthening love for things that we 
have seen : 

When sober truth and steady sympathies. 
Offered to notice by less daring ix-ns, 

Take firmer hold of us, and words them- 
selves 

Move us with conscious pleasure. 

1 am sad 

At thought of rapture now for ever flf»wn; 
Almost to tears I soiuelimes could be sad 
To think of, to read over, many a page. 
Poems withal of name, which at that 
time 

Did never fail to entrance me, and are 
now 

Dead in my eyes, dead as a theatre 
Fresh emptied of spectators. Twice 
five years 

Or less 1 might have seen, when first my 
mind 

With conscious pleasure opened to the 
charm 

Of words in tuneful order, found them 
sweet 

For their own sakes, a passion, and ^ 
power ; 

And phrases pleased me chosen for de- 
light. 

For pomp, or love. Oft, in the public 
roads 

Yet unfrequented, while the morning 
light" to 

Was yellowing the hill tops, I went abroad 
With a dear friend, and for the better 
part ' 

Of two delightful hours we strolled along 
By the still borders of the misty lake. 
Repeating favourite verses with one voice. 


Or conning more, as happy as the birds « 
That round us chaunted. Well might we 
be glad. 

Lifted above-the ground by airy fancies, 
Moie bright than madness or the dreams 
of wine ; 

And, though full oft the objects of our 
love ^ 

^Were false, ai'd ip their splendour over- 

Ye» w'as there surely then novulgft powder 
Working within iis, — ^nothing less, in 
truth, t ^ 1 ^ 

Than that most noble attribute of man. 
Though yet iiniutored and "uordinate, 
Thai wish for something loftier, more 
adonicci, 

Than is She common aspect, daily garb. 
Of human life. What wonder, thfin, if 
sounds 

Of exultation echoed through the. groves ! 
For, imajfes, and senlinienls, and words, 
Aijd everything encountiTcd or pursued 
In that delicious world 4‘>f pttesy. 

Kept holiday, a never-eridiug show, 

Wilh music, ind&nse, festival, and doy^ers! 

Here must W'e pi.usc : " this only let me 
add, 

From heart -experience, and in humblest 
sense 

Of modesty, that he, who in his youth' 
A daily wanderer among woods and fields 
With living Nature hath been intimate, 
Not only in that raw unpractised time 
Is stirred to extasy, as others are, 

By glittering verse ; but further, doth 
receive. 

In measure only dealt out to himself. 
Knowledge and increase of enduring joy 
From the great Nature that exists in 
works 

Of mighty Poets. * Visionary power 
Attends the motions of the viewless winds, 
Embodied in the mystery of words : ' 

There, darkness makes abode, and all the 
host 

Of shadowy things work endless changes, 
— there. 

As in a mansion like their proper homer 
Even forms and substances are circum-' 
fused 

/ 3y that transparent veil with l^ht divine. 
And, through the tugiings ii\tricate of 
verse. 

Present themselves as objects recognised. 
In flashes, &ad with glory not their own. 
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CAMBRIDGE AND THE ALI^ 

The leaves were fading when to ESth- 
waite’s banks 

And the simplicities of cottage life 
1 bade farewell ; and, one among the 
youth • • • 

\Vno, summoned by that season, reunite 
As scattered birds troop to the fowltr’s 
. lure, , ^ m 

Went back to Granta s cldisters, not so 
prompt 

Or eager, though as gay and undepressed 
In mind, as when I thence had taken 
m flight • j 

A few short ihonths before. I mrned ifty 
face 

Without repining from the coves and j 
heights 


The deepest and the best, whaf keen re- 
search, 

Unbiassed, unbewil'd^ed, and unawed ? 

TheiPoet's soul v£s with me at that 
time ; . 

Sveet meditations, *the still overflow 
Qi present happiness, while future years 
Lacked not anticipations, tender dreams, 
fjo few of which have since been realised ; 
And some remain, hopes for my future 
life. 

Four* vears and thirty, told this very 
week. 

Have I been now a sojourner on earth. 
By sorrow not unsinitten ; yet for me 
Life's morning radiance hath not left 
the hills. 

Her dew is on the flowers. Those were 


Clothed in the ^unshine of the withering j the da vs 

8 . ^ i Which also first emboldened me to trust 

uittcd, not lotlf, the mmi n^^griinccnce j With firmness, hitherto out slightly 
f calmenalres and loudc( streams ; and 1 touched 

, . , , , ^ , i such a daring thought, that I might 

Frank-hearted n^aids of rocky Cumber- • leave - 

, i Some monument behind me which pure 

You and your not unwelcome days of , hearts 

™irth, . , , , ! Should reverence. The instinctive hum- 

f^elinquished, and your nights of revelry, . blcness. 

And in my own unlovely cell sate down ' Maintained even by the very name and 
In lightsome mood — such privilege has; . thought 


youth 

That' cannot take long leave of pleasant 
thoughts. 

• 

The bonds of indolent society 
Relaxing in their hold, henceforth I lived 
More to myself. Two winters may be 
passed 

Without a separate notice * many books 
Were skimmed^ devoured, or studiously 
' perused, 

%ut with no settled plan. I was detached 
Internally from academic cares ; 
v. Yet independent study seemed a course 
Of hardy disobedience toward friends 
And kindred, proud rebellion and unkind. 
This spurious virtue, rather let it bear 
A name it now deserves, this cowardice. 
Gave treacherous sanction to that over- 
love 

. Of freedoBi whichi^ncouALged me to turn 
From regulations even of my own 
As from restraints and bond^ Yet who 
can tell — 

Who knows what thus may have besn 
gained, both then 

" And at a later season, or preserved ; 

. What love of nature, what original 
strength 

J.Ol contemplation, what intuitive truths 


Of printed books and authorship, began 
To melt away ; atid further, the dread 
awe 

Of mighty names was softened down and 
seeiried 

Approachable, admitting fellowship 
Of modest sympathy. Such aspect now, 
Though not familiarly, mv mind put on. 
Content to observe, to achieve, and to 
, enjoy. 

All winter long, whenever free to 
choose. 

Did I by night frequent the College grove 
And tributary walks ; the last, and oft 
The only one, who had been lingering 
there . 

Through hours of silenc#, till the porter*5 
bell, 

I A punctual follower on the stroke of 
nine. 

Rang with its blunt unceremonious voice. 
Inexorable summons ! Lofty elms. 
Inviting shades of opportune' recess. 
Bestowed composure on a neighbourhood 
Unpeaceful in itself. A single tree 
With sinuous trunk, boughs exquisitely 
wreathed. 

Grew there ; an ash which Winter for 
h^self 
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Decked out with pride, and with out- 
landish grace : 

Up from the^ground. and almost to the 
top, ' 

The trunk and every master branch were 
green f 

With clustering lightsome 

twigs ^ ' I 

And outer spray prffusely tipped y\Kh 
seeds ^ 

That hung in yellow tassels, while ttvC I 
air * \ 

Stirred them, not voiceless. Often have 
1 stood 

Foot-bound uplooking at this lovely'tree 
Beneath a frosty moon. The hemisphere 
Of magic fiction, verse of niiiie perchance 
Mav never tread ; but scarcely Spenser*s 
" self 

Could have more tranquil visions in his 
youth, 

Or could more bright appearances create 
Of human forms with superhuman 
powt*rs, 

Than I beheld loitering on calm clear 
nights 

Alone, beneath this fairy work of earth. 

On the vague reading of a truant 
youth 

*Twere idle to descant. My inner judg- 
ment 

Not seldom differed from my taste in 
books, 

As if it appertained to another mind, 
And yet the books which then I valued 
most 

Are dearest to me now ; for, having 
scanned. 

Not heedlessly, the laws, and watched 
the forms 

Of Nature, in luat knowledge I possessed 
A standard, often usefully applied, 
Even when unconsciously, to thnigs re- 
moved 

From a familiar sympathy. — In fine, 

1 was a better judge of thoughts than 
words. 

Misled in estimating words, not only 
By compion inexperience of youth. 

But by the tra^e in classic niceties. 

The dangerous craft of culling term and 
phrase 

From languages that want the living 
voice 

To carry meaning to the natural heart ; 
To tell us what is passion, what is truth, 
What reason, what simplicity and sense. 

Yet may we not entirely overlook 
The pleasure gathered from the rudiments 
Of geometric science. Though advanced 
' In these inquiries, with regret I speak^ 


No farther than the threshold, there I 
found ■ 

Both elevation and composed delight : 
Witlf Indian *awe and wonder, ignorance 
*• pleased 

With its own struggles, did I meditate 
On the relation those abstractions bear 
To Nature’^ laws, and by what process 

, Itid, f 

Those immaterial agents bowqd thair 
c licads [man i^' 

Duly to servq the mind of earth-born 
From star ta slai^ from" kindred sphere' 
to sphere, 

From system on to system without end. 

« 

More frequently from the same soqrce J 
«' dreW’ • 

A pleasure quiet and profound, a tILense 
Of permanent and universal sway. 

And paramount belief ; there, recognised 
A t}'pe, for finite natures, of the one 
Siiprcme Existence, the* surpassing life 
Which —to theif^oundaiies df space and 
time, '• ‘ I.- c ’ 

Of mclatichol^' space and doleful f Ime, 
Superior and incapable of change, 

Nor touched by ittelterfiigs of passion — 
is, * 

And hath the name of, God. Transcen- 
dent peace. c 

And silence did awaitupon these thoughts^ 
That were a frequent comfort to my 
youth. 

*Tis told by one whom stormy waters 
threw, . 

With fellow-sufferers by the shipwreck 
spared, 

Upon a desert coast, that having brought 
To land a single volume, saved by chance, 

A treatise of Geometry, he wont. 

Although of food 'and clqthing destitute. 
And beyond common wretchedness de- 
pressed, ' 

To part from company and take this book 
(Then first a self-taught pupil in its» 
truths) 

To spots remote, and draw bis diagrams 
With a long staff uoon the sand, and thus 
Did oft beguile his sorrow, and almost 
Forget his feeling : so (j| like effect 
^From the same cause produced, *mid out- 
* ward things ^ , 

So different, may rightly be qompared,) 
So yras it then with me, and so wil) be 
With PoetS ever. Mighty is the charm , 
Of those abstractions ^to a mind besat . 
With images and haunted by herself, , , " 
And specially delightful unto me 
Was that clear synthesis built up aloft*«^. 
So gracefully; even then when it ap- 
peared 
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Not more tfiftn a mere plaything, or a toy 
To sense embodied : not (he thing it is 
in verity, an independent world. 

Created oat of pure intelligence. * 

Suoh dispositions then were mine un- 
earned 

By aught, I fear, of genuine clescrt — 
Mine, through heaven’s grafts and inborn 
. • aptitudes. * ' 

And nut to leave the story of that time 
Imperfect, with these habits must*be 
m joined, • t ■ 

Moods melancholy, fits or spleen, that 
loved 

A pensive sky, sad days, and piping winds. 
The twilight mo^ than datvn, autumn 
than spring ; I , 

A trensured and luxurious gloom of choice 
And inclination mainly, and the mere 
Redun^ncy of youth’s contcntediiess. 
— To time thus spent, add multitudes of 
hours • * • 

Pilfered awiay, ^y wha^thc Bard who 
• sang, , • .• 

Of the Enchanter Indoleace hath called 
*' G^d-natured lounging,” and bdiold a 
map • • 

Of my ooJlegiate life — far less intense 
Than duty called for, or, without regard 
T o duty, have sprung up of itself 

^y change of accidents, or even, to speak 
Without ui I kindness, in another place. 
Yet why take refuge in that plea ? — the 
fault. 

This I repeat, was mine : mine be the 
blame. 

• 

In summer, making quest for works of 
art, 

Or scenes renowned for beauty, 1 ex- 
plored 

That steainlet whose IjJue current works 
its way • 

Between romantic Dovedale’sspiry rocks; 
Pried into Yorkshire dales, pr hidden 
tracts 

? Of my own native region, and was blest 
Between these sundry wanderings with 

Above ^joys, that seemed another morn 
Risen on mid imon ; blest with the pre- 
sence, Friend I 

' Qf that sole Sister, her who hath beei% 
. long, • • 

. Dear to fhee also, thy true friend and 
Stine, 

, Now, after separation desola*le, 

- Restored to me-rsueh absence that she 
seemed 

A gift then first bestowed. The varied 
banks 

. , Of Binont, hitherto unnamed in song, 

. x: AttdMhat monastic castle ’mid taH tr^es. 
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Low standing by the margin of the stream, 

A mansion visited (as fame reports) 

By Sidney, where, in sight of our Hel vellvn, ' 
Or stormy Cross-fell, snatches die might 
pen 

Oiihis Arcadia, by fraternal love 
Inspired ; — that rlver^nd those moulder- 
; Hill towers " 

H ve seen us side hjy side, when, having « 
dumb 

T le darksome windings of a broken stair, 
|lud crept along a ridge of fractured wall, 
^ot without trembling, we in safety 
looked 

Fortlj, through some Gothic window’s 
open space. 

And gathered with one mind a rich re- 
ward 

From the far-stretching landscape, by the 
light 

I Of morning beautified, or purple eve ; 

I Or, not less pleased, lay on some turret’s 
head, 

Catrhmg from tufts of grass and hare- 
bell flowers 

Their faint'^st whisper to the passing 
breeze, 

i Given out while mid-day heat oppressed 
the plains. 

Another maid there was, who also shed 
A gladness o’er that season, then to me. 
By her exulting outside look of youth 
And placid under-countenance, first en- 
deared ; 

That other spirit, Coleridge ! who is now 
So near to us, that meek confiding heart. 
So reverenced by us both. O’er pa^s 
and fields 

In all that neighbourhood, through narrow 
lanes [woodsy 

Of eglantine, and through the shady 
And o’er the Border Beacon, and the 
• ^ waste 

Of naked pools, and common crags that 
lay 

Exposed on the bare fell, were scattered " 
love. 

The spirit of pleasure, and youth’s golden 
gleam. 

O Friend ! we had not geen th^ at that 
time. 

And yet a power is on me, and a strong 
^Confusion, and I seem to plant thee there. 
Far art thou wandered now iii^search of 
health 

And milder breezes, — ^melancholy lot 1 
But thou art with us, with us in the }mst» 
The present, with us in the times to come. 
There is no grief, no sorrow, no desi»atir« 
No languor, no dejection, no dismay. 

No absence scarcely can, there be, for 
those 
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Wfio love as we do. Speed thee well I 
divide 

With us thy pleasure ; thy returning 
strength. 

Receive it daily as a joy of ours ; 

Share with us thy fresh spirits, whether 
gift V h 

Of gales Etesian oi of tender tb .ugl.ts. 

*'■ I, too. have been*^ a wanderer ; it. 

alas ! V 

^ How different the fate of different mcr\ 
Though mutually unknown, yea nurscc.* 
€. and reared 

' As if in several elements, we were framed 
To bend at last to tlie same discipline. 
Predestined, if two beings ever were. 
To seek the same delights, and have one 
health. 

One happiness. Throughout this narra- 
tive. 

Else sooner ended, I have borne in mind 
For whom it registers the birth, and 
marks the growth. 

Of gentleness, simplicity, and truth, 
And joyous loves, that hallow innocent 
days 

Of peace and self-command. Of rivers, 
fields, 

And groves 1 speak to thee, my Friend ! 
to thee. 

Who. yet a liveried schoolboy, in the 
depths 

Of the huge city, on the leaded roof 
Of that wide edifice, thy school and home, 
Wert used to lie and gaze upon the clouds 
Moving m heaven ; or, of that pleasure 
• tired. 

To shut thiue eyes, and by internal light 
Sew trees, and meadows, and thy native 

* stream. 

Far distant, thusbeheld from year to year 
Of a long exile. Nor could 1 forget, 

, In this late portion of my argiin.ent. 
That scarcely, as my term of pupilage 
Ceased, had I left those academic bowers 
When thou wert thither guided. From 
the heart 

Of London, and from cloisters there, thou 
■ earnest. 

And dids;; sit d^wn in temperance and 
peace, ' 

A rigorous student. What a stormy 
course 

• .Then h.lloived. Oh ! it is a pang that 

calls 

For utterance, to think what easy ch.'ingo 
Of ciiT urn stances might to thee have 
spared 

> Aworldoi pain, ripened a thousand hopes. 
For ever withered. Through this retro- 
' spcct 

iOf 4 :ny coUegiatb life 1 still have had . 



Thy after-sojourn in the selftsame place 
Rreseiit beforr my eyes, have played with . 
times 

And- accidente as children do with cards, 
Or .as a man, who, when his house is buiLt;,’^ 
A frame locked up in wood and stone,' 
doth-. still. 

As impotent fancy prompts, by his fire- 
side, I , 

Rebuild it to his liking. I ha^ thou%'ht 
Of, thee, thy learning, gorgeous eloquence, 
Aiid all the strength and plumage of thy 
youth, I ' 

Thy subtle speculations, toils abstruse 
Among the schoolmen, and Platonic forms '1 
Of wild ideal pageantry, shaped out 
From things well -matched or ill,, an^ 

, word, for things, 

Tnc self-created sustenance of a mfad 
Debarred from Nature’s living images. 
Compelled to be a life unto hersYdf, 

And unrelentingly possessed by thirst 
Of grcahicss, love, aiic? beauty. Not 
alone, ^ v * 

Ah! surely, not in sin idleness . of heatt 
Should 1 have 'Seen the light of evening 
fade 

From smooth Canv>*s sll(;nt waters : had 
we met, 

F.vcn at that early time, needs must I 
trust 

In the belief, that mv maturcr age, 
Mv-calmer habits, and more steady voice. 
Would with an influence benign have 
soothed. 

Or chased away, the airy wretchedness 
That battened on thy youth. But thou 
hast trod 

A march of glory, which doth put to 
shame 

These vain regrets ; health suffers in thee, -, 
else 

Such grief for thee' would-be the weakest 
thought 

That ever harboured in the breast of man. " 

A passing word erewliile did lightly 
touch 

On wanderings of my own, that now em- 
braced 

With livelier hope a region wider far. 

£ When the third summer freed us from' 

• restraint, ^ ' 

.A. youthful friend, he too a mountaineer. 
Not slow to share my wishes, took his- 
staff. 

And sallying forth, we j 9 urneyed side by 
bide, 

Bound to the distant Alps. A hard/ 
-slight ^ ^ . 

Did this unprecedented course imply 
Of college studies and their set rewaads/ ^ 
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Nor had, in truth, the scheme been 
formed by me • 

Without uneasy forethou.nht of the pain, 
The censures, and ilhomeiung of #hose 
To whom my worldly interests were 
, dear. 

But Nature then was sovereign in my 
mind, • 


And mighty forms, st^izirlg; a youthfu^j 
: • fancy. 

Had given a charter to irregular hojjcs. 
In any age of uneventful calm 
• Among the nations, %iurffly would my 
heart 

Have been possessed by similar desire ; 
But Europe at that time was thrilled 
with jov, , • 

Tirance standing on the top ^f goldtn 
^oiirs. 

And human nature seeming born again. 

Lightfy equipped, and but a few brief 
looks • * • 

Cast on thft whgtc cliffy of our native 
shore* , • - • 

From the receding vesjel’s deck, we 
chanced 


To land at Calais on ^le very eve 
Of that great federal day ; and there wc 
saw, 

In a mean citv, and among a few, 

<How bright a face is worn when joy of one 
Is joy for tens of millions. Southward 
thence 

We held our way, direct through liamlets, 
towns. 

Gaudy with reliques of tJiat festival. 
Flowers left fa wither on triumplial arcs. 
And window-garlands. On the public 
roads. 

And, once, three days successively, 
through paths 

By which our toilscffiie journey was 
'abridged, * 

^mong sequestered villages wc walked 
And found benevolence and blessedness 
Spt^ad like a fragrance eveiy where, when 
spring 

Hath left no comer of the land untouched ; 
Where elms for many and many a league 
in files 

With their thior umbrage, on the stately 
roads i| 

Of that great kingdom, arustled o'er oulP 
heads, ^ 

For ever ifear us as we paced along : 
How sweet at such a time,” with such 
delight 

On every side, *in prime of youthful 
strength, 

Xq feed a Poet*s tender melancholy^- 
' 'And fond conceit of sadness, with the 
^und 


Of undulations varying as might please 
The wind that swayed them ; once, and 
more than once. 

Unhoused beneath the evening star we 
saw 

D.^ces of liberty, and in late hours 
0/ darkness, dances >1 the open air 
Di ftlyJ prolonged, chough grey-haired 
■ lookers on • 

M ght waste their oreath in chiding.- 
Under hills — 

^he vine-clad hills and slopes of Bur- 
/ gundy. 

Upon the bosom of the gentle Saone 
We ^rlirled forward with the flowing 
stream. 

Swift Rhone ! thou wert the wings on 
which we cut 

A winding passage with majestic ease 
Between thy lc)fty rocks. Enchanting 
show 

Those woods and farms and orchards did 
present, 

And single cottages and lurking towns. 
Reach after reach, succession without 
end 

Of deej) and slatelv vales ! A lonely pair 
Of strangers, till day closed, we sailed 
along 

Clustered together with a men*y crowd 
Of those emancipated, a blithe host 
Of travellers, rhieflv delegates, returning 
From the great spousals newly solemnised- 
At their chief city, in the sight of Heaven. 
Like bees they swarmed, gaudy and gay 
as be.es : 

Some vapoured in the iinruliness of joy. 
And with their swords flourished as if to 
fight 

The saucy air. In this proud company* 
We landed — took with them our evening 
meal. 

Guests welcome almost as the angels 
were 

To Abraham of old. The supper done. 
With flowing cups elate and happy 
thoughts 

We rose at signal given, and formed a 
ring 

And, hand in hand, danced round and 
round the board ; , “ 

All hearts were open, every tongue was 
loud 

•Vith amity and glee : we bore a name 
Honoured m Prance, the name of English- 
men, 

And hospitably did they give us hail, 

As their “orerunners in a glorious course ; 
And round and round the board' we 
danced again. 

With these blithe friends our voyage we 
renewed 

At early dawn. The monastery bells 
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Made a. sweet Jingling in our youthful These courts of mystery, where a Stet> 
ears ; advanced* 

The rapid river flowing without noise. Between the portals of the shadowy rooks 
And eacht uprising or receding spire Leaves ^behind life’s treacherous 

Spake with a sense of peace, at intervals » vanities. 

Touching the hearts amid the boisterous For penitential tears and trembling hopes 
crew V \ Exchanged — to equalise in God’s pure 

By whom we were encompassed. *Takliig sight ' 

< leave ( i (Monarch and (pGi^sant : be the houstf fe- 

Of this glad throng, foot-travellers sidewy deemed ^ • 

side. \ Wi^h its unworldly votaries, for Ihe sake 

Measuring our steps in quiet, we pursuA Of conquest oyer sense, hourly achieved 
Our journey, and ere twice the sun had Through faith add meditative reason,-*. 

set resting 

Beheld the Convent of Chartreuse, and Upon the word of heaven-imparted truth,’ 
there Calmly triupiphant ; and for humbler 

Rested within an awful aolitude : claim ^ 

Yes ; for even then no other than a place O^ that iinaginative impulse sent 
Of soul-aflecting solitude appeared From these majestic floods, yon slfming 

That far-famed region, though our eyes cliffs, 

had seen. The un transmuted shapes of many worlds. 

As toward the sacred mansion we ad- Cerulean ether’s pure inhabitants, 

vanced. These forests unapproadiable by death. 

Arms flashing, and a military glare That shall endure as long as rhan endures. 
Of riotous men commissioned to expel To think, hope, to woilship, and to fe61. 
The blameless inmates, and belike sub- To struggle* to'be lost within himse^ 
vert lu trepidation, from the blank abyss 

That frame of social being, which so long To look with bodily ej'es, and be con- 
Had bodied forth the gbostlinoss of things soled.” ' 

In silence visible and perpetual calm. Not seldom since that moment have 1 
— “ Stay, stay your sacrilegious hands ! ” wished , 

— ^The voice That thou, O Friend ! the trouble or the' 

Was Nature’s, uttered from her Alpine calm 

throne ; Hadst shared, when, from profane regards 

1 heard it then and seem to hear it now — apart, 

“ Your impious work forbear, perish what In sympathetic jrcverence we trod 

may, The floors of those dim cloisters, till that 

Let this one temple last, be this one spot hour. 

Of earth devoted to eternity ! ” From their foundation, strangers to the 

She ceased to speak, but while St. Bruno’s presence 

pines ' Of unrestricted and unthinking man. 

Waved their dark tops, not silent as they Abroad, how cheeringly the sunshine lay 
waved. Upon the opcn’lawn^! Vallonibre’s 

And while below, 'along their sevei a1 beds. groves 

Murmured the sister streams of Life and Entering, we fed the soul With darkness 
Death, thence 

' Thus by conflicting passions pressed, my Issued, and with uplifted eyes, beheld^ 
heart [zeal ! In different quarters of th^e bending sky. 

Responded; “Honour to the patriot’s The cross of J esus stand erect* as if 
Glory and hope to new-born Liberty Hands of angelic ^ powers had fixed it “ 
Hail to file mighty projects of the time ■' there, . jur 

Discerning sword that J ustice wields, do Memorial reverenced by a thousand 
thou 4 storms ; 

Go forth and prosper; and, ye purging "fet then, from thq^, undiscr^/minating 
fires, sweep ^ , 

Up to the loftiest towers of Pride ascend. And rage of one State-Whirlwind, inse- 
Fantied by the breath of [angry Rrovi- cure. ' ‘ 

, ,^dence. ' 

. But oh i if Past and Future be the wings 'Tis not my present purpose to retrace 
On whose support harinoxiiously con- That variegated journey step by 

joined \ march it was of military speed. ^ 

Moves the great spirit of human know- And Earth did change her Images and , 
Jedge, spare forms . ' 
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Before us, fast as. clouds are changed in 
heaven. ’ 

Day after day, up early and down late, 
From hill to vale we dropp^, Ironi^ vale 
to hill 

Mounted — from province on to province 
swept, ^ 

Keen hunters in a chase of fnurteen'weeks, 
E^er as birds of prey, £)r as a ship • 
ijpbn the stretch, when winds Jirc blow- 
ing fair : • , 

^ Sweet coverts did we cross of pastoral 
• Jife, * . 

Enticing valleys, greeted them and left 
Too soon, while yet the very flash and 
gleam " ■ * 

salutation we#e not passed .away. 

Oh ! sorrow Torthe youth who could ha>e 
Seen 

Unchastened, unsubdued, iinawed, un- 
• rai^d 

To patriarchal dignity of rnind^ * 
And pure simplicity of wish and will, 
'l^use sanctiflhcd^hbodes M peaceful man. 
Incased (fhohgh to hardgliii/born, and 
atompassed round 

With danger, \;fir>iiig as the seasons 
chagge,) * 

Pleased with his daily task, or. if not 
pleased, 

^<9onteiited, from the moment that the 
dawn 

(Ah ! surely not without attendant gleams 
Of soul-illumination) calls him forth 
To industry, b)'glistcniiigs flung on rocks. 
Whose evening shadows lead him to re- 
pose. « 

Well might a stranger look with bound- 
ing heart 

Down on a green recess, the first I saw* 
Of those deep haunts, qfi aboriginal vale. 

/ Quiet and lorded over and possessed 
naked huts, wood-built, and sown 
, like tents 

Or Indian cabins over the fresh lawns 

. And by the river side. j 

I That very day, j 

From a bare ridge we also first beheld 
Unveiled the summit of Mont Blanc, and 
grieved 

To have a soulless image on the eye ^ 
That had usurped upon a living though y 
That newer more;, could* be. The w'on- 1 
drous.Vale 

. Of Chamouny stretched far^elow, and 
soon 

With its dumb cataracts and streams of 
ice. 

A motionless array of mighty waves, 

Five rivers broad and vast, made rich 
amends. 

And reconciled us to realities : 


There small birds warble from the leafy 
trees. 

The eagle soars high in the element, 
There doth the reaper bind the yellow 
sheaf, • [sun. 

Tile maiden spread the haycock in the 
A^fiile Winter like well-tamed lion 
r wfilks, 

D scending from tlie mountain to make 
sport 

/ moiig the cottages by beds of flowers. 

Whate'cT in this wide circuit we beheld. 
Or heard, was fitted to our unripe state 
Of intellect and heart. With such a 
book 

Before our eyes, we could not choose but 
read 

Lessons of genuine brotherhood, the plain - 
And universal reason of mankind. 

The truths of young and old. Nor, side 
by side 

Pacing, two social pilgrims, or alone 
Each with his humour, could we fail to 
abound 

In dreams and fictions, pensively com- 
posed : 

Dejection taken up for pleasure's sake, 
Andigildcd syinpatliics, the willow wreath. 
And sober posies of funereal flowers, 
Gathered among those solitudes sublime 
From formal gardens of the lady Sorrow, 
Did sweeten many a meditative hour. 

Yet still in me with those soft luxuries 
Mixcd|something of stcni.niood, an under- 
thirst 

Of vigour seldom utterly allayed : 

And from that source how different a sad- 
ness 

Would issue, let one incident|make known. 
When from the Vallais we had turned, 
and clomb 

Along the Smiplon's steep and rugged 
• road. 

Following a band of muleteers, we reached 
A halting-place, where all together took 
Their noon-tide meal. Hastily rose our 
guide. 

Leaving us at the board ; awhile we 
lingered, 

Then paced the beaten « downward way 
that led 

Right to a rough stream's edge, and there 
broke off ; 

The only track now visible was one 
That from the torrent’s further brink 
held forth 

Conspicuous invitation to ascend 
A lofty ir.ountain. After brief delay 
Crossing the unbridged stream, that road 
we took, 

And clomb with eagerness, till anxious 
fears 
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Intruded, for we failed to overtake The melancholy slackening that ensued 

Our comrades gone before. By fortunate Upon those tidings by the peasant given 
chance, ’ Was soon dislodged. Downwards we 

While e\^ry . moment added doubt to tiurried fast, 

doubt, • And, with the half -shaped road which ^ 

A peasant met us, from whose mouth we had missed, ■ 

learned \ I Entered a narrow chasm. ^ The brook.- 

That to the spot which had perplJxedlus and ro5d 

first • I aWerc fellow-ibra^Ilcrs in this gloomy 

We must descend, and then* shmild raid strait, - ' 

the road, \ Aivi with them did we journey sev^al' 

Which in the stony channel of the streaim hours ^ ^ L 

Lay a few steps, and then along its bank*-? ; At a slow •pacA The immeasurable’'^ 
^nd, that our future course, all plain to i height 

sight, , ' Of woods decaying, never to be decayed,';? 

Was dowriwards, with the current of that : TIfb stationary blasts of waterfalls, '■* 
stream. ' And in the narrow rr.tit at every tyrn 

Loth to believe what we so grieved to | Winds tlrwarting winds, bewildered and ' 
hear, 1 forlorn, • 

For still we had hopes that pointed to the ' The torrents shooting from the clear blue 


clouds, skv, • , 

We questioned him again, and yet again, TJie roeljs that muttered close upon our 

But every word that from the peasant's ears. • 

lips ! Black drizzlinp^^crags H^at ^lakc by the 

Came in reply, translated by our feelings, I wav-sldb • • • 

Ended in tliis , — that ar had crossed the if a voice* W’ere in them,' fhqpsick- 
Alps. i sight 

: And giddy prospett of the raving stream,; 

Imagination — here the Pow'cr so-called | The unfettered clouds and region of the ’ 
Through sad incoiii pet ‘Mice of human j Heavens, 

speech, ! Tumult and peace, the darkness and tlvi 

That awful Power rose* from the mind's light — 

abyss W'ere all like workings of one mind, the 

Like an unfathered vapour that enwraps, features 

At once, some loruiv traveller. I was Of the same face, blossoms upon one tree; 


lost ; 

Halted without an effort to break through ; 

But to my conscious soul I now can say — 

" I r^iSognise thy glory ; ” in such 
^ength 

Of iSurpation, when the light of sense 

Goes out, but with a flash that has^re- 
vealcd 

The invisible world, doth greatness make 
abode. 

There liarbours ; whether we be young 
or old. 

Our destiny, our being's heart and home. 

Is with infinitude, and only there ; 

With hope it is, hope that can never die. 

Effort, mid expectation, and desire. 

And something evermore about to be. 

Under such banners militant, the soul i 

Seeks for no trophies, struggles for n<f 
spoils 

That may attest her prowess, blest in 
thoughts [ward, 

. That are their own perfection and re- 
' ./Strong in herself and in beatitude 
.That hides her, like the mighty flood of 
\* Nile [clouds 

i ^ Poured from his fount of Abyssinian 
• fertilise the whole Egyptian plain. . . 


Characters of the great Apocalypse, 

The types and symbols of. Eternity, 

Of first, and last, and midst, and without 
end. 

That night our lodging was a house, 
that stood 

Alone within the«valley, at a point 
Where, tumbling from ^loft, a torrent 
swelled • 

The rapid stream whose margin we had 
trod ; * 

A dreary mansion, large beyond all need. 
With high and spacious rooms, deafened 
and stunned 

By noise of waters, making innocent sleep , 
Lie melancholy among weary bones. 

9 Uprisen betimes, our journey we re- 
newed, • 

Led by the stream, ere nooii-day maj^- 
nified 

Into a lordly river, broad and deep. 
Dimpling along in silent majesty, 

With mountains for its neighbours, and 
in view 

Of distant mountains and their snowy 
tops, 

, 1 Sm p. X5t.-^£d. 
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And thus proceeding to Locarno’s Lake, And that meanwhile, by no uncertain 
Fit resting-place for such a visitant. %>ath, 

Locarno 1 spreading out in width^ like Along the winding margin of the lake. 
Heaven, , Led, as before, we should behold the 

How dost thou cleave to the poetic heart, scone 

Bask in the sunshine of the memory ; Hi‘shed in profound repose. We left 
And Como ! thou, a treasiirs whom the . S th^ town ^ 

earth ^ 1 OOGravedona with this hope ; but soon 

Kefps to herself, confiitcd as in a depth" W‘re lost, bewildered among woods im- 
Of Abyssinian privacy. I spake j rnense, 

Of thee, thy chestnut woods, and garoten | A^d on a rock sate down, to wait for day. 

• plots • j • j in open place it was, and overlooked. 

Of Indian corn tended IJy dark-eyed “ rom high, the sullen water far beneath, 

maids ; I On which a dull red image of the moon 

Thy lofty sleeps, and pathways roofied j Lay bvdded. changing oftentimes its form 
with vines, ^ Like an uneasy snake. From hour to 

Wincbiig froi^i hmiSse to bouse, fyiin to\\u hour 

tp town, We sate and sate, wondering, as if the 

Sole link that binds them to each other ; night 

walks, j Had been ensnared by witchcraft. On 

L“ugue alter league, and cloistral avenues, I the rock 

Where silence dwfdls if music b<‘ not therv: j At last we stretched our weary limbs for 
While yet a goutlj iin disciplined in verse, sleep. 

Through ^)ns} ambition of .that lK»ur 1 But could noi sleep, tormented by the 
strove stings 

To cifaiit your praise ; nor can approach Of insects, which, with noise like that of 
you now u ^ noon, 

"jitlngroetcil by a more melodious Song, Filled all the woods : the cry of unknown 
Where tones of Nature smoothed by birds ; 

learned Art ' The inoiiiitains more by blackness 

••fay flow in lasting current. Like a visible 

breeze .And their own si/e, than any outward 

Or sunbeam over your domain I passed light ; 

In niotiou without pause ; but ye Jiave The breathless wilderness of clouds ; the 
left * clf^ck 

Your beauly with me, a serene accord That told, with unintelligible voice. 

Of f^r s and colours, passive, yet cii- The widely parted hours ; the noise of 
dowed streams. 

In their submissiveness witli power as And sometimes rustling motions nigh at 
sweet hand. 

And gracious, almost might I dare to say. That did not leave us free from personal 
As virtue is, or goodness ; sweet as love, fear : 

Or the rcmembi^nce of a generous deed. And, lastly, the withdrawing moon, that 
Or mildest visitations of pure thought, ’* set 

When God, the giver of all joy, is thanked Before us, while she still was high in 
F»cligioUsly, in silent blessedness ; heaven ; — 

K Sweet as this last herself, for such it it. These were our food ; and such a sum- 

mcr's night 

With those delightful pathways we Followed that pair of golden clays that shed 
advanced, On Como’s Lake, and all that vund it 

' For two days’ space, in presence of the lay, 

Lake, Their fairest, softest, happiest influence. 

That, stretching far aiqong the Alps,* 

assuifled ^ But here I must break off, and bid fare- 

A character more stern. The second well 

night, J To davs, each offering some new sight, or 

From sleep awakened, and misled by fraught 

sound • With some untried adventure, in a course 

• Of the church clock telling the hours with Prolonged till sprinklings of autumnal 

strokes snow 

Whose import then we had not learned. Checked cur unwearied steps. Let this 
we rose [nigh, alone 

By tnoonlight, doubting not that day was Be mentioned as a parting word, |hat not 
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til hollow oicultatiuiip dealing out 
' Hyperbcd.es of praise comparative ; « 

Not rich one moment to be poor for ever : 
Not prostate, overborne, as if the mind 
lierself were nothing, a mere pensioner 
On outward forms-*-did we in prese|ice 
stand \ 

Of that magnificent region, oh 
front • 

■^Of this whole Song is written that Itoy 
heart 

Must, in such Temple, needs ha\'c offeniV 
' A dillerent worship. Finally, whate'er 
1 saw, or heard, or felt, was but a stream 
That flow'ed into a kindred stream : a 
gale. 

Confederate with the current of the soul. 
To speed my voyage ; cv'ery sound or 
sight, 

In its degree of power, administered 
To grandeur or to teudeniess, — to the 
one 

Directly, but to tender thoughts by 
means 

Less often instantaneous in effect ; 

Led me to these by paths that, in the 
main. 

Were more circuitous, but not less sure 
Duly to reach the point marked out by 
Heaven. 


Oh, most beloved Friend ! a glorious 
time, 

A happy time that was ; triumphant 
looks 


Were then the common language of all 
eyes ; • 

As if awaked from sleep, the Nations 
"liailed ' 

Thl^ir great expectancy : the fife of war 
I Was then a spirit-stirring sound indeed, ' 
I A blackbird’s whistle in a budding grove. 

' We left the Swiss exulting in the fate 
UOf their near neighbours ; and, when 
I shortening fast •' *" 

! Our pilgrimage, nor distant far ^rom 
home, • j ^ 

We crosised the Brabant armies on the 
fret 

For battle in the cause of Liberty. 

A *’striplmg 4 scarcely of the household 
theiY • « ^ 

(A sociarlifc, I looked upoif these things 
As from a distance ; heard, and* saw, 
.and felt, 

W'as touched, but with no intimate epn- 
4 cern. ; 

I seemed to move aloiiff them, as a bird 
Moves througlrthe air,V>r jffe a fish pur- 
sues ‘ ^ • • 

Its sport, or feeds in its proper elerncnt ; 

I wanted not that joy, J did not need 
Such help ; the ^v^er-liviiig unhorse. 
Turn where I might, was opening out its 
glories. 

And the independent spirit of pure youti^, 
Called forth, at every season, new de- 
lights 

Spread round my stops like sunshine o’er 
green fields. 


BOOK SEVENTH 


RESIDENCE IN LONDON 

Six changeful years have vanished since 1 
first 

Poured out (saluted by that quickening 
breeze 

Which met me issuing from the City’s ^ 
walls) 

A glad preamble to this WrbC : 1 sang 

Aloud, with fervour irresistible 

Of shor^-lived transport, like a torrent 
bunting, • 

From a black thundcr-cloud, down 
Scafell's side 

To rush and disappear. But soon brok9 
forth 

(So willed the Muse) a less impetuous 
stream, • 

That flowed awhile with un abating 
strength. 

Then stopped for years ; not audible again 

Before last primrose-time- Beloved 
Friend ! 

t The City of.Qoilar, in Lower Saxony 


The assurance which then cheered some 
heavy thoughts 

On thy departurc^^o a foreign land 

Has failed ; too slowly .moves the pro- 
mised work. 

Through the whole summer have I beeif 
at rest, 

Patfly from voluntary holiday, • 

And part through outward hindrance. 
But I heard, 

After the hour of sunset yester-even, 

Sitting within doors between light and 
dark, 

choir of red-breasts gathered some- 
where neaf • 

My threshold, — minstrels from the dis- 
tant woods 

Sent in on Winter’s service, to announce. 

With preparation artfiil and benign. 

That the rough lord had left the surly 
North 

On his accustomed journey. The de 
light. 

Due to tills timely notice, unaware^ 



RESIDENCE IN LO^’DON 


Sn 


. Smotft me, and, U&tenitlg, I in whispers 
said, 

“ Ye heartsome Choristers, ye and 1 will 

be I, «i 

Associates, and, unscared by bliistcri&g 
winds. 

Will chant together.” Thereafter, as the 
shades * 

Of twilight deepened, goingiforth, I spied 
A tiow-worm undcrneafli a dusky plume 
Or canopy of vet unwithered fern. ^ 
Clear-shining, like a hermit's taper seen 
•Through a thick*forest'l Silence touched 
me here 

No less than sound had dune before ; the 
child 

Of Summer, lingejrlug, shini/ig, by hcr- 
^ Self, \ -I 

The. vuiceless worm on the unfrequented 
hills. 

Seemed split on the same errand with the 
* choir 

Of Winter that had whrbled at ihy doo/. 
And the wh(qlc y^var brealjicd tenderness 
• and l<*ve., • • 

t 

Th5 last night's genial feeling over- 
flowed •• , 

Upon tilts morning, and iny favourite 
grove, 

Tossing in sunshine its dark boughs aloft, 
if to make the strong wind visible. 
Wakes in me agitations like its own, 

A spirit friendly to the Poet’s task. 

Which we will now resume with lively 
hope, 

Nor checked by aught of tamer argument 
That lies befoi^e us, needful to be told. 


! 

Returned from that excursion,^ soon 1 j 
bade j 

Farewell for ever to the shelterod seats . 
Of gowned students, quitted hall and j 
bower, • • 

And every comfort of that privileged ! 
ground. 

pleased to pitch a vagrant tent 
among 

' The uiifenced regions of society. 

Vet, undetermined to what course of 
life 

1 should adhere, ahd seeming to possessu 
A little space of intermediate time J 
At full oommandp to iLoiidon first I 
turned, 

Tn no disturbance of excessi>je hope, 

By personal ambition uncnslaved, 

Fnigal as there was need, and, though 
self-willed. 

From dangerous passions free. Three 
years had flown 

1 See p. 504.— £ 4 . 


Sinde I had felt In heart and soul the 
shock 

Of the huge town's first presence, and had 
paced J, 

Her endless streets, a transient vistant : 
Now, fixed amid that concourse of man- 
kind ^ 

Wbcire. Jieasure whirls about incessantly, 
Ar p life and labour pem but one, I filled 
Ap ■ idler's place ; an idler well content 
Ti yliavc a lioiisj (what matter for a home ?) 
T^at owned him ; living cheerfully 
J abroad 

with unchecked fancy ever on the stir, 
Ard all my young affections out of doors. 

There was a time when whatsoe'er 
is feigned 

Of airy palaces, and gardens built 
By Genii of romance ; or hath in grave 
Authentic history been set forth of Rome, 
Alcairo, Babylon, or Persepolis ; 

Or given upon report by pilgrim friars, 
Of golden cities ten months' journey deep 
Among Tartarian wilds — fell short, far 
short. 

Of what my fond simplicity believed 
And thought of London — held me by a 
chain 

Less strung of wonder and obscure de- 
light. 

Whether the bolt of childhood’s Fancy 
shot 

For me beyond its ordinary mark, 

'Twere vain to ask ; but in our flock of 
boys 

Was One, a cripple from his birth, whom 
chance 

Summoned from school to London ; 
fortunate 

And envied traveller ! When the Boy 
returned, 

After .short absence, curiously I scanned 
His mien and person, nor was free, in 
sooth. 

From disappoiiitiiicnt, not to find some 
change 

In look and air, from that new region 
brought. 

As if from Fairy -land. Much I ques- 
tioned him ; ' , ’• 

And every word he uttered, on my ears 
Fell flatter than a caged parrot’s note. 
That answers unexpectedly awry. 

And mocks the prompter’s listening. 
Marvellous things 

Had vanity (quick Spirit that appears 
Almost a>; deeply seated and as strong- 
In a Child’s heart as fear itself) conceived 
For my eiLjoymcnt. Would that I could 
now 

Recal what than I pictured 10 myself. 

Of mitred Prelates* Lords in ermine clad; 
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^ The King, and the King's Palace, and. 
^ not^last, 

Nor least. Heaven bless him ! the re- 
nowned Lord Mayor : 

Dreams not unlike to those which once 
begat 

A change of purpose in vouiig Whittilig- 
ton, . ' ■ ,^1 

When he. a friendless and a drooping bj^y, 
Sate on a stone, and heard the bells splak 
out \ 

Articulate music. Above all, one thought 
Baffled my understanding : how m*;^ 
lived 

*Even next-door neighbours, as we say, 
yet still • 

Strangers, not knowing each the otlier's 


O, wond’roiis power of words, by simple 
faith 

Licensed to take the meaning that we 
love ! 

Vauxhall and Ranelagh ! I then had 
heard 

Of your green groves, and wilderness of 
lamps 

Dimming the stars, and fireworks magi- 
cal, 

And gorgeous ladies, under splendid 
domes, 

Floating in dance, or warbling high in air 

The songs of spirits ! Nor had Fancy ted 

With less delight upon that other class 

Of marvels, broad-day wonders per- 
manent : 

The River proudly bridged ; the dizzy 
top 

And Whispering Gallery of St. i’anFs ; 
the tombs 

Of Westminster ; the Giants of Guild- 
hall ; 

Bedlam, and those carved maiii;» 9 ,s at 
the gates. 

Perpetually recumbent ; Statues— iiini?. 

And the horse under him — in gi,d -d 
pomp 

Adorning flowery gardens, 'imd vast 
s^quares ; 

The Monument, and that Chamber of 
the*Tower 

Where EnglancFs sovereigns sit in long 
array. 

Their steeds bestriding, — every inimiq 
shape 

Cased in the gleaming mail the monarch 
wore. 

Whether for gorgeous tournament ad- 
dressed, 

.Or life or death upon the battle-field. 

Th'ssf bold imaginations in due time 

.;Had vanished, leaving others in their 
stead : 


And now I looked upon the living scene 
Familiarly pej-used it ; oftentimes, 

In spite of strongest disappointment, 

, pleased , 

Th,rough courteous self-submission, as a 
tax 

I*aid to the object by prescriptive right . 

c 

Rise up, thf u monstrous ant-hill on the 
• plain 

Of a too busy world ! Before me flow, 
Tlfc)u endless stream of men and m^ing 
things 1 •' i * « 

Thy cvery-ddy appearance, Jis it strikes — 
With wonder heightened, or sublimed by 
, awe — 

On stranger*,, of all ages ; the quick dance 
O^f culouu-., lights, and lormtj ; theddaieil^' 
iug cliii ; , 

The comers and the goers face to face, 
Face after face ; the string of dazzlin^ 
wares, * ' 

Shop aflvr shop, vrith sjjmbols, blazoned 
iiaiiu's, ^ , 

And all tljc ti'jfdesmaiife Ijonjiurs ovar- 
ii ead : , 

Here, fronts of houses, like a titlc-ffage. 
With letters huge inscribed from top 
to toe, ' f 

Stationed above the door, like guardian 
saints ; 

There, allegoric shapes, female or malAr 
Or phvsiognoiiiies of real men, 

L'lnd -warriors, kings, or admirals of the 
sea, 

Boyle. SJiakspcarc, Newton, or the at- 
tractive head 

Of some quack-doctor, famdus in his day. 

Meanwhile the roar continues, till at 
length, 

FIscaped as from an enemy, wc turn 
Abrupt Iv into some sequestered nook. 
Still as a sheltered place When w'inds blow 
loud ! ,, 

At leisure, thcncc, through tracts of thin 
resort. 

And sights and sounds that come at 
intervals, 

Wc lake our way. A raree-show is here. 
With children gathered round ; another ^ 
street 



Of monkeys on his &ack ; a minstrel 
band 

Of Savoyards ; or', single and alone. 

An English ball ad -singer. Private courts. 
Gloomy as coffins, and unsightly lanes 
Thrilled by some female vendor's scream, 
belike 

The very shrillest of all London cries. 
May then entangle our impatient steps i 
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Conducted through those labyrinths, ! And every character of form and face : 

unawares, • ■ t'*'- x *u 

- To privileged regions and inviolate. 

Where from their airy lodges studious j 
lawyers . • i 

Look out on waters, walks, and gardens • 
green. 


Thence back into the thforig, until we 
, • reach, • • 

Following the tide that slackoii*» by 
degrees. • 

» Some half -freqiien ted ftceife. where wider 
streets 

Bring straggling breezes of suburban air. 
Here files of ballads dangle from dgad 
walls ; • 

"^dviSrtisemQfits, of giant-size. high 

Pres^forward, in all colours, on the sight: 
These, bold in conscious merit, lower 
do^gn ; 

Tflatt fronted W'ith a most imposing word. 
Is, i>crad venture, one* in inasquftrade. • 
As on tlu^ br^denin^ causeway wo 
• adva^c^ • . • 

Behold, turned upwards, a face hard and 
*troug 

lineaments, and re^ with over-toil. 

*Tis one •ncountered here and everywhere ; 
A travelling cripple, by the trunk cut 
short, 

•Snd stumping on his arms. In sailor's 
garb 

Another lies at length, beside a range 
Of well-formed character.s, with chalk 
inscribed 

ITpou the smooth flat stones : the Nurse 
is here, * 

The Bachelor, that loves to sun himself. 
The military Idler, and the Dame. 

That field -ward takes her walk with 
decent steps. 

Now homeward through the thickening 
• hubbub, where 
See, among less distinguishable shapes. 
The begging scavenger, with hat in hand : 
The Italian, as he thrids his way with 
care. 

Steadying, far -seen, a frame of images 
Upon his fhead ; with basket at his 
breast 

The Jew ; the stately and slow-moving 
Turk, ^ ^ 

With freight of slippers piled beneath his 
arm !• 

Enough ; — the mighty concourse I 
surveyed • 

With no unthinking mind, well pleased 
to note 

Among the crowd all specimens of man. 
Through all the colours which the sun 

' b&tOWSr 


! The Swede, the Russian from the genial 
south. 

The Frenchman and the Spaniard ; from 
i reniote 

■ Aiperica, the Huntcr-Indiaii ; Moors, 

' Milays, Lascars, the^artar, the Chinese, 
A^d Negro Ladies in white muslin gowas 

i\t leisure, theii,*I viewed, from day 
/ to dav, 

j 'Aie spectacles within doors, — birds and 
j/ beasts 

! Of every nature, and strange plants con- 
I veiled 

! Fronf every clime : and, next, those 
j sights tliat ape 
j The absolute presence of reality, 

! I'’x])ressing, as in iinrrtir. sea and land, 
j And wbat earth is, and what she has to 
show. 

‘ I do not here allude to subtlest craft, 
; By means refined attaining purest ends. 

, Hut mutations, fondly made in plain 
I Confession of man’s weakness and hia 
U>ves. 

Whether the Painter, whose ambitious 
skill 

Submits to nothing less than taking in 
A whole horizon’s circuit, do w'lth power. 
Like that of angels or commissioned 
spirits, 

Fix us upon some lotty pinnacle. 

Or 111 a ship) on waters, with a world 
Of life, and life-like mockery beneath. 
Above, behind, far stretching and before; 
Or more mechanic artist represent 
By >cale exact, in model, wood or clay, 
From blended colours also borrowimj 
hell). 

Some miniature of famous v spots or 
things,— 

St. Peter’s Cluircli ; or, more as])iriiig ami, 
hi rnicroscopie vision. Koine herself ; 

Or, hajily, some clu)ice rural haunt, — the 
Falls 

Of Tivoli ; and, high upon that steep. 
The Sibyl's mouldering Temple : every 
tree. 

Villa, or cottage, lurking among rocks 
Throughout the landsc^e ; tuft, ston^ 
scratch miuiite — 

All that the traveller sees when he is 
» there. 

Add to these exhibitions, mute and still. 
Others of wider scope, where living men. 
Music, and shifting pantomimic scenes* 
DivtwsifiBd the allurement. Need I fear 
To mention by its name, as in degree. 
Lowest of these, and humblest in attempt. 
Yet richly graced with honours of her 
own, 


LX • 
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Half-rural Sadler’s Wells ^ Though at 
that tilde 

Intolerant, as is the way of youth 
Unless be pleased, here more than 
once ' 

Taking my scat, 1 saw (in)r l)liish to acjd, 
With ample recoi.ipense) giants ahd 
dwarfs, * t 

Clowns, conjurors, pi-sture-mastcrs, har- 
lequins, 

Amid the uproar of the rabbleiiient. 
Perform their feats. Nor was it mean, 
delight ^ 

To Watch crude Nature work in untaught 
minds ; 

To note the laws and progress of belief ; 
Though obstinate on this way, yet on that 
How willingly we travel, and’ how far ! 
To have, for instance, brought upon the ! 
scene 

The champion. Jack the Ciaiit-killer : I 
Lo ! I 


He dons his coat of darkness ; on the 
stage 

Walks, and achieves his wonders, frt)in 
the eye 

Of living ’Mortal covert, as the moon 
Hid in her vacant interluuar cave.'* 
Delusion bold ! and how can it be 


wrought ? 

The garb he wears is black as death, the 
word 

“ Invisible ” flames forth upon his chest. 

Here, too, were “ forms and pressures 
of the time,” 

Rough, bold, as Grecian comedy dis- 
played 

When Art w*as young ; dramas of living 


Both stricken, as she entered or withdrew* 
V/ith admiration of her modest mien 
And carriage, marked by unexampled - 
j^ace. " 

We* since that- time not unfamiliarly , 
Have seen her,— her discretion have ob^'^ - 
served,^ 

Her iust opin^ins, delicate reserve, 

Her patience, and humility of mind 
Unspoiled by commendation and iae 
excess 

Of public notice — an offensive ligh% 

To a meek spl^-it suflering inwardly. •' 

From this memorial tribute tv) my 
theme 

t was returning, wh n, with sundr 3 (< 
forms 

Commingled — shapes which mot roe in 
the way 

That we must tread — thy image r«^^ac 
f again, 

Maiden of BultermercV She lives in 
ptiacc * ' , 

l^pon the spot where she was 'born aii'd 
reared ; 

Without contarnination^doth she live 
III quietness, with.mt anxiety : 

Beside the. mountain chapel, sleeps in 
earth 

Her new-born infant, fearless as a lamb* . 
That, thither driven from some unshel- 
tered place. 

Rests underneath the little rock-like pile. 
When storms are raging. Happy are 
they both— 

Mother and child ! — These, fecliogs, in 
themselves 

Trite, do yet scarcely seem so when 1 


^ ^men, think 

And rec^t things yet warm w'ith life , On those ingenuous moments of our 
a sea-light, youth 

Shipwreck, or some domestic incicleiit Ere we have learnt by use to slight the 
Divulged by Truth and magnified b/ crimes 

Fame; And sorrows of the wo^ld. Those simple' 

Such as the daring brotherhood of late days 

Set forth, too serious theme for that light Are now my theme ; and, foremost o1 
place — the scenes, 

1 mean, O distant Friend ! a story drawn Which yet survive in memory, appears 
From Q'iT own ground, — the Maid of One, at whose centre sate a lovely Boy, 
ButtermenS— A sportive infant, who, for six months* 

And how, unfaithful to a virtuous wife space. 

Deserted and deceived, the Spoiler cama ^ot more, had been of age to deal about 
And wooed the artless daughter of th" Articulate prat tile— Cltfld as beautiful 

. As ever clung around a mother’s neck. 

And wedded her, m cruel mockery Or father fpndly gazed upon with pride. 
Of love and marriage bonds. These There, too, conspicuous for stature tall 
words to thee And large dark eyes, beside her infant 

Must needs bring back the moment when stood 

we first. The mother ; but, upon her dbedcs 

.Ere the broad world rang with the diffused, 

. maiden’s name, j False tints too well accorded wflh the 

.'^Beheld her scrvmg at the cottage inn ; I glare 
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From play-house lustres thrown without 1 heard, and for the first time in my life, 
reserve • The voice of woman utter blasphemy — 

On every object near. The Boy had Saw woman as she is, to open shame 

been • • Abandoned, and the pride of i^blic vice ; 

The pride and pleasure of* all looker5-on 1 shuddeicd, for a barrier seemed at once 

In whatsoever place, but seemed in this 'I'h.rown in that from humanity divorced 
A sort of alien scattered froij^ the clouds. H.imanity, splitting Ahe race of man 
Of lusty vigour, more than infantine Ii/J tvf^in, yet leaving the same outward 
He was in limb, in chc^k a summer rose* form. a 

JiRl three parts blown — a cottage-child Distress of mind ensued upon the sight, 
— if e’er, • i*ind ardent meditation. Later years 

By cottage-dooronbr^zy^noimtain side, itrought to such spectacle a milder sad- 
Or in some sheltering val«t, was seen i 9 ness, 

babe Feelings of pure commiseration, grief 

By Nature's gift so favoured. I’pon a For tjic individual and the overthrew 
board « • Of her soul’s bc aiil \ : farther I was then 


^)ecHed with refreshments had^his child 
been placed, ^ • 

Hts #tth* stage in the vast theatre. 

And there he sate surrounded with a 
9 IhrAng 

Of chance spectators, chiefly •dissnhg.c 
men • 

Ajid shanit^e'.s/ womelf, treated and 
carcs^eef; 

Ate,a1rank. and with the fruit and glasses 
■played. 

While o^ths aiicT lau^ter and mdcceiit 
speech 

Were rife about him as the songs of birds 
•intending after showers. The mother 
now • 

Is fading out of memory, but I see 
The lovely Boy as 1 beheld him then 
Among the wretched and the falsely gay. 
Like one of those who walked with hair 
uiisitigeck 

Amid the fiery furnace. Charms ;uid 
spells I 

Muttered on black and spiteful instiga- 
tion 

Have stopped, as sgme believe, the 
kindliest gaowths. 

^h, with how diflerent spirit might a 
prayer 

Have been preferred, that this fair 

" creature, checked 

By special privilege of Nature's love, 

' Should in his childhood be detained for 
ever ! 

But with its universal freight the tide 
Hath rolled along, and this bright inno- 
cent, ^ f 

Mary ! may now 4^ve lived till he could 
look • 

With envy on thy nameless babe that 
sleeps, 

Beside the mountain chapel, undisturbed. 

Four rapid years had [scarcely then 
been told 

. ^ince, travelling southward from our 

pastoral hiUs» 


But seldom led, or wl^ht*d tc) go ; in truth 
The s«)rrow of the j^assioii stopped me 
there. 

But let me now, less im ved, m order 
take 

Our argument, lilnoiigh is said to show 
How casual incidents of real life. 
Observed where pastime only had been 
sought. 

Outweighed, or piil to flight, the set events 
.\nd measured passions of the stage, 
albeit 

By Siddons trod in the fulness of her 
power. 

Yet was the theatre iny dear delight ; 

The very gilding, lamps and painted 
scrolls, 

And all the mean upholstery of the place. 
Wanted not animation, when the tide 
Of pleasure ebbed but to return as fast 
With the over-shifting figiire.s of the scene. 
Solemn or gay : whether some beauteous 
dame 

Advanced in radiance through a deep 
recess 

Of thick entangled forest, like the moon 
Opening the clouds : or sovereign kuig. 
announced 

With flourishing trumpet, came m full- 
blown state 

Of the world’s greatness, winding round 
w'ith train 

Of courtiers, banners, and a length of 
guards ; • 

Or captive led in abject weeds, and jing- 
L ‘ ling 

^is slender manacles : or romping girl 
Bounced, leapt, and pawed the air ; or 
mumbling sire, [up 

A scare -crow pattern of old age dressed 
In all the, tatters of infirmity 
All loosely put together, hobbled in. 
Stumping upon a cane with which he 
smites, 

From time to time, the solid boards, and 

makes them 
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Prate somewhat loiudly of thr whereabout Solicit' our regard ; but when 1 think 
Of one -50 overloaded with his years. Of these* I feel the imaginative power 
But what of this ! the laugh* the grin. Languish within me ; even then it slept* 
grimace* Whtfn* pressed by tragic sulTerings, the 

The antics striving to outstrip each other, • heart 

Were all received, the least of them not Was more than full ; amid xny sobs and 
lost* S tears 

With an unmeasured welcome. 'Ihrofcgh : It slept, eVen in the pregnant season of 
the night* ^ youth. ■ 

Between the show, and inany-heaAed > For though I was most passionaCel} 

\ I * moved 

Of the spectators, and each several no'ok ; And vi(‘lded all changes of thel|icene 
Filled with its fray or brawl, how eagerlv ! With an oba.>quidas prolnptiiess, yet the** 
And with what flashes* as it wen*, the ! storm 


mind 


! Passed not beyond the suburbs of the 


Turned this way — that way ! sportive and , " mmd 

alert . Save when realities oi act and rni^n, ^ 

And watchful, as a kitten when at play. The incr&'natkm of the spirits that move 
While winds arc eddying round her. In harmony amid the Poet’s world, « 
among straws Rf)se to ideal grandeur, or, called forth 

And rustling leaves. Enchanting ago By power of contrast, made me ?'*.cognise, 
and sweet ! .^s at a^glance, the things which I had 

Romantic almost, looked at through a ' shaped, 

space. And yet not sha^^ed, had seed and scarcely 

How small, of intervening years! For seen,* * * i r, t ’ 

then, When, havinff closed the mighty Shak- 

Thoiigh surely no mean prfigrcss had speare’s page, 

been made I mused, and thfi ught*'^ and felt, in soli- 

In meditations holy and sublime, tude. 

Yet something of a girli>>h child-likc 

glf'»ss Pass we from entertainments, that qye 

Of novelty survived for scenes like these ; such ^ 

Enjoyineht haply handed down from Professedlv, to others titled higher, 
times Vet, in the estimate of youth at least* 

When at a country-playhouse, some rude More near akin to those than na 
barn imply, — 

Tricked out for that proud use, if I per- I mean the brawls of lav'yers in their 
chaiicc courts 

Caught, on a summer evening through a Before the ermined judge* or that great 
chink stage 

In the oJd wall, an unexpected glimpse Whci'e senators, tongue-favoured men. 
Of daylight, the bare thought of where I perform* 

was - Admired and envued. ph ! the beating 

Gladdened me more than if I had been heart, 

led When one among the prime of these roile 

Into a dazzling cavern of romance, up* — 

Crowded with Genii busv among works One, of whose name from childhood wc 
Not to be looked at by the common sun. had heard 

Familiarly* a household term* like those. 
The patter that detains us now may The Bedfords. Glosters* Salsburys, of old 
seem* t Whom the fifth Harry talks of. Silence I 

To many* neither dignified enough hush ! 

Nor arduous* yet will not be scorned. This is no trifler* jio short-flighted wit» 
them* * No stammerer bf a n^ute* painfully 

Who. looking inward, have observed the Delivered. No ! the Orator Jjath yoked 
ties The Hour^ like yotmg Aurora, to his car : 

That bind the perishable hours of life Thrice welcome Presence 1 how can 
Each to the other* and the curious props patience e’er « 

By which the world of memory and Grow weary of attending on a track 
thought That kindles with such glory I All are 

Exists and is sustained. More lofty charmed* 

themes. Astonished ; like a hero in romance, 

SttCb at dQ wear a prouder face, He winds away his never-ending born t 
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Wcards follow words, sense seems to follow >^^ere its admonishments, nor lightly 
sense : ■ heard 

What memory and what logic ! till the The awful truths delivered thence by 
strain • *1 tongues # 

Transcendent, superhum cUi as it seemed. Endowed with various power to search 
Grows tedious even in a young man’s ear. the soul ; 

ostentation, domineering, oft 

Genius o. Burke . forgave the pen round forth harangues, how sadly out 
seduced • • of place !— , 

. 1 ^ specious wonders, dhd too slow to tell There have 1 seen a comely bachelor. 

Of what the ingenuous, what bewildered i-resh from a toilette of two hours, 
men, • ascend [up. 

Beginning to« mistitist *^heir boastful^ rostrum, with ‘,eraphic glance look 
guides, "And, in a tone elaborately Iom 

And wise men, willing to grow wiser, beginning, lead his voice through many 
caught, - , - • maze 

Kapt auditors ! Jrom thy ihust eloquent A minuet course ; and, winding up his 
•tonguqj-- % ^ mouth, 

No\)^ mute, for e\'cr mute in the cold p'rom time to time, into an orifice 
grave. Most delicate, a lurking eyelet, small, 

I see lym, old, but vigorous in age, — | And only not invisible, again 
Stand like an oak whose ^stag-horn j Open it out, diiTusing thence a smile 
branches utart • of rapt irradiation, exquisite. 

Out of Its ieaf^ brow, ihe more to awe Meanwhile the Evangelists, Isaiah. Job, 
Ihe youyg^' bPethreii of tha grove. Rut Moses, and he who penned, the other day, 
• The Death of Abel, Shakspeare, and the 

Wlnle he forewarns, denounces, launches Bard 

forth, • ^ [rights. Whose genius spangled o'er a gloomy 

Against® all systems built on abstract theme 

Keen ridicule j the majesty proclaims with fancies thick as his inspiring stars, 
Of Institutes and Laws, hallowed by And Ossian (doubt not— ’Us the naked 
'■ time; truth) 

Declares the vital power of social ties Summoned from streamy Morven — each 
Endeared by Custom ; and with high aiul all 

disdain. W'oiild, in their turns, lend ornaments 

Exploding upstart Theo^ 5 ^ insists and flowers 

Upon the aUcgiancc to which men arc To entvMiic the crook of eloquence that 
bom — , , . , helped 

Some— sav at once a froward multitude— This pretty Shepherd, pride of all the 
Murmur (for truth is hated, where not plains, 

loved) To rule and guide his captivated flock. 

As the winds fret within the iEolian cave. 

Galled by their momreh’s chain. The i glance but at a few conspicuous marks, 
times werfl big ; reaving a thousand others, that, in hall, 

• With ominous change, which, night by Court, theatre, conventicle, or shop, 

night, provoked bi public room or private, park or street, 

JCeen struggles, and black clouds of Each fondly reared on his own pedestal, 

. passion raised ; Looked out for admiration. Folly, vice. 

But memorable moments intervened. Extravagance in gesture, mien, and dress. 

When Wisdom, like the Goddess from And all the strife of singularity. 

Jove’s brain. Lies to the ear, and lie%to evc^^ sense — 

Broke forth in armour of resplendent of these, and of the living shapes they 
words, % wear. 

Startling the .Could a youtfc,4There is no end. Such candidates for 

ancP one • regard, 

In ancient story versed, whose breast had Although well pleased to be where they 
heaved • were found. 

Under the weiglit of classic eloquence, i did noi hunt after, nor greatly prize. 
Sit, see, and beaxv unthankful, uninspired? Nor mac.c unto myself a secret boast 

Of reading them with quick and curious 
Nor did the Pulpit’s oratory fail eye ; 

To achieve its higher triumph. Not un- But, as a common produce, things tbftt 
felt ere 
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To-day, to-inorrow will he, touU of them Until the shapes before my eyes became 
Such willing note, as, on some errand A secoiid-sighti procession, such as glides 
bound Over still iiioiiiitaiiis, or appears in 

That askbCK>t speed, a traveller might be- ■ fireanis : i* 

stow And once, far-travelled in such mood, 

On sea-shells that bestrew the s;indy beyond 

beach, \ The reach of common indication, lost 

Or daisies swarming throiigli Iho fw/ds of.j Amid the infiving pageant, I was smitten 
June. ,‘\bnii)tlv, with rhp view (a sight not rare) 

But foolisliiioss and niadrirs^ in parado, who, with iipriRht fate, 

Though most at home in this tlicir dr:jr ^bjod. propped against a wall, upon his 
domain. ‘■.'’•'"I ^ ^ 

Are scattered cverywheri;, no rarities. \ Wearmn a weitten* pappl^ to explain 
liven to the rudest novice of the Schools. I st«>ry, whence he came, and who he 
'Me, rather, it eraplovcd. to note, andkeep 

In memory, those individii.,1 Mi;hts j ^ I’V spectacle ray mind turned 

Of courage, or integritv, nr Initli, i . round ^ ^ 

"Or tenderness, which there, set olf by foil, I with iiie might of watem; ; and apt 
Appeared more touching. One will I j * 

select ; ‘ 5*f‘‘‘mcd of the utmost we can 

A Father— for he bore that sacred name — I hn"W, , , , . , 

Him saw I, sittiiif; in an open squari-. | our-.elves and of the universe ; 

Upon a corner-stoiiR of that Joiv n ail, *,1'^ ■'hape of thatMiimovine; man. 

Wherein we.rc fi.xcd the iron jid'c-. tJial fa'ie and «ughf^e^s eyes, I 

fenced gazed,* . * • 

A spacious grass-plot : there, in .silence, i if admonish from another woric}. 


This One Man, with a sickiv babe out- 
stretcheci I 

Upon his knee, w'hoiu he had thiLh<*r 
brought I 

For sunshine, and to breathe the* fresher i 
air. 


Though niareeJ Mpc>n Mic base of out- 
Wtird things, i ■' 

Structures like these the excited spirit 
mamlv 

Hnilds for herself ; scenes dilTereiit there* 
are. 


Of those who passed, and me who looked i that take, with small inter- 


at him, 


nal Jidp. 


He took no heed ; but in Ins brawny arms j Foss*'ssion of the faculties,- the peace 


JThe Artiftrcr was to the elbow bare. That comes with night ; IhQ deep solem- 
Aud from his work this moment had been nily ^ . 

stolen) nature s intermediate hours of rest, 

He held the child, and, bending over it, great tide of human life stands 

As if he were afraid both of tin* sun ^ ^ 

And of the air, which he had eonn* to seek, business of the dav b> come, unborn. 

Eyed the poor babe with love urnitter'ablo. gone by, lockec^ up, as jn the 

'■ grave ; (earth. 

As the black storm upon tlie iiioiiiitaiii The blended calmness of the heavens and ^ 
top Moonlight and stars, and empty streets, 

ts oft" the sunbeam in the vallev, so and .sounds, » 

lat huge fermenting mass of human- Unfrequent as in deserts ; at late hours 
kind Of winter evenings, when unwholesome 

rves as a solemn back-ground, or relief, rains 


Sets oh' the sunbeam in the vallev, so and .sounds. 

That huge fermenting mass of human- Unfrequent as in deserts ; at late hours 
kind Of winter evenings, when unwholesome 

Serves as a solemn back-ground, or relief, rains 

To singl^forins yid objects, whence they .Arc falling hard, with people yet astir, 
draw. The feeble salutation from the voice 

For feeling and contemplative regard, f/f some unhappy woman, now and then 
More than inherent liveliness and power. < Heard as we pais. ^wh^n no <me looks 
How oft, amid those overflowing streets. about, ' 

Have X gone forward with the crowd, and Nothing is listened to. But these, I fear. 


Unto myself, " The face of every one 
That passes by me is a mystery ! ” 


Are falsely Catalogued ; things that are, 
are not. 

As the mind answers to them, or the heart 


Thus have I looked, nor ceased to look, i Is prompt, or slow, to feel. What say 


oppressed 


you, then. 


3y thoughts of what and whither, when To times, when half the city shall break 
and how, 1 out , 
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Full of one passion, vengeance, rage, or | The Bust that speaks and moves its 
fear ? • 1 goggling eyes. 

To executions, to a street on fire. The Wax-work, Clock-work, all the mar- 

Mobs, riots, or rejoicings ? • From fhese 1 vellous craft ^ 

sights • • Of modern Merlins. Wild Beasts, Puppet- 

Take one, — that ancieni festival, the | shows. 

Fair, ■ All out-o’-the way, faj^fetched, perverted 

Holden where martyrs siifft^ed in past , things, 

time, ^ AH freaks of riatijre, all Promethean 

AriH named of St. Bartnoloinew ; there, | thoughts 

see • ; Ot man, his dullness, madness, and their 

A work completed to our h:yids, that lays, : • feats 

"•if any spectacle* on earth can do. '/vll jumbled up together, to compose 

I’he whole creative powers of man | A J Parliament of Monsters. Tents and 
asleep ! — | IJofiths 

For once, the Muse’s help wil^wc iiiipk^e. Meanwhile, as if the w’hole were one vast 
^nd ^he shall lodge us. wafted on her ; mill, 

wings, • * • I '^re vomiting, receiving on all sides, 

Abov^ the press and danger of the crowd, : Men, Women, three-years’ Children, 
Upon some showman’s platform. What ! Babes in arms. 

, a slwick I 

For eves and ears ! what anar^liv ai^l ' Oh, blank coiifnskni ! true epitome 
din, • I < )f what the mighty C'ltv is herself. 

Barbarian afid jftfcriiaL^-a phantasma, ; To thousands upon thousands of hersons^ 
Mfnistrouj^'n f olour, motion, .slfape. sight, , Living amid the sarin; perjx'tnal whirl 
loniid ' * ' Of trivial objects, melted and reduced 

Below, the open sjiace, through every j To one identity, by differences 

nook * • That have no law,’ no ineanmg, and no 

Of the wfilc area* twinkles, is alive I end — 

With heads ; the midway region, and : Oppression, under which even highest 
above, ! minds 

Is thronged with staring pictures and ! Must labour, whence the strongest ure> 
huge scrolls, | not free. 

Dumb prorlaruations of the Prodigies ; But though the picture weary out the eye, 
With chattering monkeys dangling from By nature an unmanageable sight, 
their poles, It is in)t w'holly so to him who looks 

And childreiit whirling in their round- lii steadiness, w'ho hath among least 
abouts ; things ■ 

With those that stretch the neck and An under-sciise of greatest ; sees the parts 
, strain the eyes, As parts, but with a feeling of the whole. 

And crack the voice in rivalship, the , This, of all acquisitions, first awaits 
crowd ^ I On sundry and most widely different. 

Inviting ; with buffoons against biiffouiis j modes 

Grimacing, writhing, screaming, — him ; (M education, nor with least delight ^ 
who grinds On that through which 1 passed. Atteii- 

The hurdy-gurdy, at the fiddle W'eaves, | tion springs, 

Kattles the salt-box, thumps the kettle- And comprehensiveness and memory 
drum, flow'. 

And him who at the trumpet puffs his From early converse with the w'orks of 
chee)f$, , God . 

The silver-collared Negro with his timbrel. Among all regions ; chiefly where appear 
Equestrians, tumblers, womqn, girls, and Most obviously simjdicity and power. 

boys, ^ j) Think, how the everlasting streams and 

Blue-breeqhcd, pt^^-^sfbd, with high- * woods, 

towering plumes. — Stretched and .still stretching far and 

All moveables of wonder, from all parts, wide, exalt 

Are here — Albinos, painted Indians, The roving Indian, on his desert sands : 

Dwarfs, • What grandeur not unfelt, what pregnant 

The Horse of knowledge, and the learned show 

Pig' Of beauty, meets the sun-burnt Arab’s 

The Stone-eater, the man that swallows eye : 

fire, And, as the sea propels, from ;ione to zone* 

Giants* Ventriloquists, the Invisible Girl, Its currents ; magnifies its shoals of life 
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Beyond all compass ; spreads, and sends With order and relation. This, if stilly' 
aloft [and aspects | As* hitherto, ia freedom I may speak> 

Armies of clouds. — even so, its powers I Not violating any just restraint, 

Shape for<viankind, by principles as fixed, ) As may be h»ped, of real modesty, — 
The views and aspirations of the soul ; This did 1 fee\, in London’s vast domain. 
To majesty. Like virtue have the forms ' '’^he Spirit of Nature was upon me there r 
Perennial of the aveient hills : nor less < The soul of Beauty and enduring Life 
The changeful language of their cotunten: : Vouchsafed^hvr inspiration, and diffused. 

ances ^ j ^Through me^re lines and colours, and 

Quickens the slumbering mind, and aids j the press ' «• 

the thoughts, ' Of, self -destroying, transitory tltin^, 

However multitudinous, to move • ! Composure, and ennobling Harmwy. 

V 

BOQK EIGHTH 

« 


KETROSPECT.— LOVE OF NATURE 
LEADING TO LOVE OF MAN 

What sounds are those, Hclvellyn, that 
are heard [air 

Up to thy summit, through the depth of 
Ascending, as if distance had the power 
To make the sounds more audible ? What 
crowd 

Covers, or sprinkles o’er, yon village 
green ? 

Crowd seems it, solitary hill ' to thee. 
Though but a little family ol men. 
Shepherds and tillers of the ground— 
betimes 

Assembled with their children and their 
wives, 

And here and there a stranger inter- 
spersed. 

They hold a rustic fair — a festival. 

Such as, on this side now, and now oii 
that. 

Repeated through his tributary vales, 
Helvellyn, in the silence of his rest. 

Sees annually, if clouds towards either 
ocean 

Blown from thei*- favourite resting-place, 
or mists » 

Dissolved, have left him an unshrruded 
head. 

Delightful uay it is for all wh<j dwell 
In this secluded glen, and eagerly 
They give it welcome. Long ere heat of 
nopn, 

From byre or field tlie kine were brought ; 
the sheep 

Are penned in cotes ; the chaffering is 
begun. • 

The heifer lows, uneasy at the voice 
Of a new master ; bleat the flocks aloud. 
Booths are there none ; a stall or two is 
here ; 

A lame man or a blind, the one to beg. 
The other to make music ; hither, too, 
Fromtar, with basket, slimg upon her arm. 
Of hawker’s wares — books, pictures, 
combs, and pi, is — 


Some aged woman fii.^ls her way again. 
Vaar aftiT year, a punctuaKvisitanl ! 
There also stands a speech-maker b? rote. 
Pulling the strings of his boxed raree- 
show' ; • 

And in the lapse of many years may come 
Prouder itinerant, inouiAebarik, or he 
Whose wcmdersfciii a co^recFw'ain lie hid. 
But one llfere is, the lovelic«t •f them .111, 
Some sweet lais of the valley, lookirj-g out 
For gains, and whn that sec‘s her would 
not buy ? ■■ ' 

Fruits of her father's Qicharc^ are her 
wares, 

Audi with the ruddy produce, she wa%s 
round * 

Among the crow'd, half pleased with, half 
ashamed 

Of her new office, blushing restlessly. 

The children now are rich, for the olchto* 
day , 

Arc generous as the young ; and, if con- 
tent 

AVith looking on, some ancient wedded 
pair 

Sit in the shade together, while they gaze, 
“ A cheerful sniifb unbepds the wrinkled 
brow. 

The days departed start again to life, ■ 
And all the scenes of childhood reappear. 
Faint, but more tranquil, like the chang- 
ing sun 

To him who slept at noon and wakes at 
eve.”^ 

Thus gaiety acid cheerfulness prevail. 
Spreading from young to old, from old to 
> young, . 

And no one seem?' want' lys share. — 
Immense * ' ^ 

Is the recess, the circumambient world 
Magnihceift, by whicii they are embraced : 
They move about uQpn the soft green 
turf: [seem, 

How little they, they and their doings, 

1 These lines are from a descriptivie Poem — 

I “Malvern Hills*' — by one Of Wordsworth's 
oldest friends, Mr. Joseph Cottle. — £4. 
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And all that they can further.or obstruct ! 
Through utter weakness jfitiably dear. 

As lender infants are : and yet how great ! 
For all things serve them: ftieiA the 
morning light • • 

Loves, as it glistens on ll|e silent rocks ; 
And them the silent rocks, which now 

from high | * 

Look down upon tlif^i ; the reposing 

■ • clouds ; 

The wM biooks prattling from invisible 
haunts ; ^ 

And old Heive^lvn, conscieiis of the stir^ 
Which animates this day their calm abode. 

With deep devotion. Nature, did I feel. 
In tliat enormoi^ City’s turbulent world 
^Of Tnon an^l things, what beri|lit I o^Jed 
To ihee, and those domains of lural 
peace, 

Where to the sense of beauty first my 
■ heart 

Was opened ; iract more exqiflsitelv ftiir 
Than that fiime<J paradise of ten thousand 
• trepi « • . ■ 

Or Gehors matchless gardens, for delighl 
Of ftie Tartarian dynasty composed 
(Beyond that iriight)^waU, not fabulous, 
China's* stupendous mound) by patient 
toil 

Of myriads and boon nature’s lavish help; 
'^There, in a clime from widest erniure 
chosen. 

Fulfilling (could enchantment have done 
more ?) 

A sumptuous di'eam of flowery lawns, 
with domes 

Of plc.isure Ipriiiklcd over, shady dells 
For eastern monasteries, sunny mounts 
With temple,s crested, bridges, gondolas. 
Rocks, dens, and groves of foliage taught 
to melt 

Into each other theirobsequious hues. 
Vanished and Van^ishing in subtle chase, 
• Too fine to be pursriicd ; or standing forth 
In no discordant opposition, strong 
..And gorgeous as the colours side by side 
Bedded among rich plumes of tropic 
birds ; 

And mountains over all, embracing all ; 
And all the landscape, endlessly enriched 
With waters running, falling, or asleep. 

But lovelier far than this, the par adits 
' Where ^ was rearea ; hi Nature's prinfl-^ 
tive ^ifts * 

Favoured no less, and more to every sense 
Delicious, seeing that the sifli and sky. 
The elements, ai^d seasons as they change. 
Do find a worthy fellow-labourer there — 
Man free, man working for himself, with 
choice 

.Of time.' and place* and object ; by his 
wants, 


His comforts, native occupations, cares. 
Cheerfully led to individual ends 
Or social, and still followed by a train 
Unwooed, unthought -of even-vsimplicity. 
And beauty, and inevitable grace. 

Yea, wlien a glimj»se of those imperial 
, ia:)wers 

Would to a child lig transport over-great. 
When but a half^our’s roam through 
such a place 

Would leave behind a dance of images, 
/That shall break in upon his sleep for 
weeks ; 

livcji then the common haunts of the 
green earth. 

And ordinary interests of man. 

Which they embosom, all without regard 
As both may seem, are fastening on the 
heart 

Insensibly, each with the other’s help. 
l*'or me, when my affections first were 
led 

From kindred, friends, and playmates, to 
partake 

Love for the human cr<‘ature’s absolute 
self, 

That noticeable kindliness of heart 
Sprung out of fountains, there abounding 
most. 

Where sovereign Nature dictated the 
tasks 

And occupations which her beauty 
adorned. 

And Shepherds were the men that pleased 
me first ; 

Not such as Saturn ruled ’iflid Latian 
wilds, «' 

With arts and laws so tempered, that 
their lives 

Left, even to us toiling in this late day, 
A bright tradition of the golden age ; 
Not such as, 'mid Arcadian fastnesses 
Sequestered, handed down among them« 
selves 

Felicity, in (Grecian song renowned ; 

Nor such as — when an adverse fate had 
driven, 

From house and home, the courtly band 
whose fortunes 

Filtered, with Shakspgare’s gflnius, the 
wild woods 

Of Arden — amid sunshine or in shade 
■ Culled the best fruits of Time's uncounted^ 
hour.s. 

Ere Phnebe sighed for the falseOanymede;' 
Or there where Perdita and Florizel 
Together danced, Queen of the feast, and 
King ; 

Nor such as Spenser fabled. True it is. 
That 1 had heard (what he perhaps bad 
seen) 

OI maids at sunrise bringing in from far 
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Their May-bush, and along the streets in Like one of these, where Fancy might 
flocks run wild, t 

Parading with a song of taunting rhymes. Though under skies less generous, less 
Aimed at tii^e laggards slumbering within serene : p 

doors ; These, for her ^owii delight had Nature 

Had also heard, from those who yet rc- framed 

meinbered. ^ ' A plcasurc-gro/iiid, diffused a fair 

Tales of the May-pole dance, and waaaths , lianse •*' f 

that decked , Of level pasturt, islanded with groves 

Porch, door-way, or kuk-pillar ; and of And banked with \^oody risings ; but tlic. 

youths, , Plain . * 

Each with his maid, bciore the sun wa-. Endless, here opening w'ldely ouHt* and 
up, i there • • 

By annual custom, issuing forth in troops, bhut up in lesser lakes or beds of lawn 
*To drink the waters of some sainted well. And intricate recesses, creek or bay 
And hang it round with garlands. l‘ove Shekered within a shelter, where at 
survives ; large . i. . . * 

But, for such purjjose, flowers no longer Tht shephferd strays, a rolling hut his 
grow : home. •• 

The times, too sage, perhaps too proud. Thither he comes w'ith spring-time, there 
have dropped abides • 

These lighter graces ; and the rural ways All siimm^, and at sunrise ye may heifr 
And manners which my chiUlhoud flageolet to liquid notes of love 

looked upon Attuned, or sprightly hfeiresctinding far. 

Were the unluxuriant produce of a life Nook is then none, nor tr!ictrjf ihat vasf 
Intent on little but substantial needs, space *■ . 

Yet rich in beauty, beauty that was lelt. Wht*re passage opens, but the same shall 
But images of danger and distress, have « * 

Man suffering among awful lowers and : In turn its visitant, felling tlftre his 
Forms ; I hours 

Of this I heard, and saw enough to make i In unlaborious pleasure, with no task « 
Imagination restless ; nor was free. More toilsome than to carve a becchen 
Myself from frequent jierils ; nor were bowl 

tales For spring or fountain, which the 

Wanting,— the tragedies of former times, traveller finds, [will 

Hazards and strange escapes, of which ' When through the region he pursues at 
the rbtks | His devious course. A glinyise of such 

Immutable, and cverflowng streams, | sw-eet life 

Where’er I roamed, were speaking 1 1 saw when, from the melancholy walls 
monuments. Of Goslar, once imperial, I renewed 

I My daily walk along that wide cham- 
Smooth life had flock and shei)herd in ! paign, 
old time, I That, reaching to hhr gates, spreads east 

Long springs and tepid winters, on the * and west, 

banks ^ And northwards, from beneath the ■ 

Of delicate Galesus ; and no less | mountainous verge 

Those scattered along Adna’s myrtle i Of the Hercynian forest. Yet, hail to 
shores : you 

Smooth life had herdsman, and his snow- Moors, mountains, headlands, and ye 
white herd hollow vales, . 

To triumphs and^o sacrificial rites Ye long deep channels for the Atlantic's 

Devoted, on the inviolable .stream voice, 

Of rich Clitumnus ; and the goat-herd lowers of my native region ! Ve that < 
lived • • seize • ^ * 

As calmly, underneath the pleasant The heart with firmed grasi^T Your 
brows snows and streams 

Of cool Lucretilis, where the pipe was UngovernabUi, and your terrifying winds, 
heard That howl so dismally foi^him who treads 

Of Pan, Invisible God. thrilling the rocks Companionless your awful solitudes ! 

With tutUlary music, from all harm There, 'tis the shepherd's task the winter 

The fold protecting. I myself, mature long 

In manhood then, have seen a pastoral To wait upon the storms : of their ap- 
tract .. proach 
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Sagacious, into sheltering CQ\Ts he drives In’ size a giant, stalking through thick 
His flock, and thither frvni the homo fog, 

stead bears His sheep Jike (ireenland bears ; or, as 

A toilsome burden up tlie*craggy t^'ays, , he stepped y 

. And deals it out, their regular noupish- ■ Be3'oiid the boundary line of some hill- 
ment . ! shadow. 

Strewn on the frozen snoiv. And when j His form hath flashefJ>upon me, glorified 
the spring 1 • j,Sy tkr deep radiance of the setting sun : 

Looks out, and all the pastures danc^ ■ Or him have I desryied iii distant sky, 
with lambs, A solitarv object and sublime, 

Andwhentheflock, with warmer weather. Above all height! like an aerial cross 
climbs ! S>Lationed alone upjm a spiry rt)ck 

Higher and hi/Jher, itim T^s ollice leads jOi the Chartreuse, for worship. Thus 
To watch their goings, whatsoever track < was man 

The wanderers choose. For this ho quits | Mmiobled oiitv\ardIy before my sight, 
his home ^ ^ And thn'> iny heart was early introduced 

At da^'-spring, a^id no sooner doth tlu 1 To an unconscious love and reverence 
^ sun • ^ • j Of human nature ; hence the human 

Begift to strike him with a fire-like heal, i form 

Than, he lies down ui)(.)n some shining To me became an indev of delight, 

rock, Of grace and honour, powf*r and worthi- 

Afld breakfasts with bis dog. Wlien ness. 

they have 'Stolen, * I Meanwhile this creature — spiritual al- 

As is Iheir a pittoiice from strict ! most 

• tirne^ • * ■ • I As those of books, but more exalted far ; 

Forjest not needed or erffchaiige of love, • Far more i>f an imaginative form 
Then from his couch he starts ; and now j Than the gay Coriii of the groves, who 
his feet • m I livi-'. 

Crush oftt a livelier fragrance from the | For liis own fancies, or to dance by the 
flowers hour, 

. Qf lowly thyme, by Nature’s skill en- Tii coronal, with PhvllLs in the midst — 
wrought J Was, for the purposes of kind, a man 

111 the wild turf : the lingering dews of W'ith the most common ; husband, father ; 

morn learned. 

Smoke round him, as from hill to lull he Could leach, admonish ; sufTered with 
hies, the rest 

His staff protending like a hunter’s spear. From vice and folly, wretchedness and 
Or by its aid leaping from crag to crag, fear ; 

And o’er the braw'ling beds of uri bridged Of this I little saw, cared less for it, 
streams. But soinclhiiig must have felt. 

Philosophy', methinks, at Fancy’.s call. Call ye these appearances — 

Might deign to follow him through what Which I beheld of shepherds in rny youth, 
he does • This sanctity of Nature given to man — 

Or sees in his day’s march ; himself he shadmv, a delusion, ye who pore 
• feels, Lbes. On the, dead letter, miss the. spirit of 

In those vast regions where his service things ; 

freeman, wedded to his life of hope Who.se truth is not a motion or a shape 
And hazard, and hard labour inter- Instinct with vital functions, but a block 
changed Or waxen image which y'oursclvcs have 

With that majestic indolence so dear made. 

To native man. A rambling school -boy. And ye adore ! But blqiised be the God 
thus Of Nature and of Man that this was so ; 

I felt his presence in his own domain, % That men before my inexperienced eyes 
As of a lojd and n^asAr, ftr a power, ^ f^id first present themselves thus purified, ' 
Or genius, jinder Nature, under God, Removed, and to a distance that was fit : 
Presiding ; and severest solitude And so w'e all of us in some degree 

Had more conunanding looKs when he Are led to knowledge, wheresoever led, 
was there. ^ And howsoever ; were it otherwise. 

When up the lonely brooks on rainy days And we found evil fast as we find goo 4 
Angling I went, or trod the trackless hills In our first years, or think that it is found. 
By mi^s ^bewildered, suddenly mine eyes How could the innocent heart bear up 
Have glanced upon him distant a few and live ! 

steps. But doulily fortunate my lot ; not here 
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Alone, that something of a better life 
Perhaps was round me than it is the 
privilege 

Of most to move in, but that first I looked 
At Man through objects that were great 
or fair ; 

First communed wjth him by their help. 
And thus 

Was founded a syre safeguard ana 
defence 

Against the weight of meanness, selfish 
cares. 

Coarse manners, vulgar passions, Iha^ 
beat in 'I 

On all sides from the ordinary world ‘ 
III which we traffic. Starting from this 
point 

I had my face turned toward the truth, 
began 

With an advantage furnished by that 
kind 

Of prepossession, without which the soul 
Receives no knowledge that can bring 
forth good, 

No genuine insight ever comes to her. 
From the restraint of over-watchful eyes 
Preserved, I moved about, year after 
year. 

Happy, and now most thankful that niy 
walk 

Was guarded from too early intercourse ' 
With the deformities of crowded life. 

And those ensuing laughters and con- 
tempt 

Self-pleasing, which, if we would wish to 
think 

With a due reverence on earth's rightful 
lord. 

Here placed to be the inheritor of heaven. 
Will not permit us ; but pursue the mind. 
That to devotion w'illiiigly would rise, 
Into the temple and the temple’s heart. 

Yet deem not. Friend ! that huiiiaii 
kind with me 

Thus early took a place pre-eminent ; 
Nature herself was, at this unripe time, 
But secondary to my own pursuits 
And animal activities, and all 
Their trivial pleasures ; and when these 
had drooped 

And gradually expired, and Nature, 
prized 

For her own sake, became my joy, evei. 
then — 

And upwards through late youth, until 
not less 

Than two-and- twenty summers had been 
told— 

W^s Man in my affections and regards 
Subordinate to her, her visible forms 
And viewless agencies : a passion, she, 
A rapture often, and immediate Jove 


Ever at band ; he, only a delight 
Occasional,' ar accidental grace, 

His hour being not yet come. Far less 
41 ad then 

Th« inferior , creatures, beast or bird,* 
attuned 

Mv spirit to ?,hat gentleness of love 
(Tht)ugh thfjj had long been carefully 
observed, ) 

Won from me those minute obeisamics 
Of, trnderriess, which I may number now 
With my first blessings. Nevertecless, V 
on thesft ' 

The light ol beaiitv did not fall in vain. 
Or grandeur circurnfuse them to no end. 

I3iit wlien that first, poetic faculty 
()^ plaiiiifiiiagmation and swvert;, ' ^ 

No longer a mute influence of the so#'l, 
Ventured, at some rash Muse’s earnest 
call, 

To try her strength among harmonious 
* words ; •' 

And to book-notions and tli»> rules of art 
Did knowii^gly conform itseM ; lihcrc came 
Among the siUiple shapes of hum£^'^ life 
A wilfiilness of fancy and conceit ; 

And Nature and/ her i/bjects beautified 
These fictions, as in some sort/ in their 
turn, 

They burnished her. From touch of tljj^ 
"new power * 

Nothing was safe : the elder-tree that 
grew 

Beside the well-known charnel-house had 
then 

A dismal look : the ye^’^-t^ee had its 
ghost, 

That took his station there for ornament : 
The dignities of plain occurrence then 
Were tasteless, and truth’s golden mean, 
a point 

Where no suffiefent pleasure could be 
found. 

Then, if a widow, staggering with the 
blow 

Of her distress, was known to hav'C 
turned her steps 

To the cold grave in which her husband 
slept, 

. One night, or haply more than one, 
through pain 

Or half -insensate impotence of mind. 

The fact was caUt,ht at greedily, and 
there 

She must be visitant the whole year 
through. 

Wetting the turf with ^ever-ending tears. 

Through quaint obliquities 1 might 
pursue 

These cravings; when the fox-glove, 
pne by one, 
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Upwards through every stag^c of the tall 
stem, ^ 

Had shed beside the public way its bells. 
And stood of all dismantled, save the last 
Left at the tapering lac^der's top, «lhat 
seemed . 

To bend as doth a slender blade of grass 
Tipped with a rain-droa,* Fancy loved 
to scat, * 

.Beneath tiie plant des'^oiled, but cresletl • 
still 


of sickliness, disjoining, joining, things 
Without the light of knowledge. Where 
the harm. 

If, when the woodman languished with 
disease 

Induced by sleeping nightly on • the 
grourifc! j 

Wit^n his sod -built cabin, Indian- wise, 
T I called the pangs (»| disappointed love, 

: And all the sad etcetera of the wrong, 
To help him to his grave. Meanwhile 


With this last relic, soon itself to falf, | • the. man. 

Some vagrant*inoth>r, vfl^ost; arch little If not alr<‘adv from the woods retired 
ones, To die at home, was haplv as I knew. 

All uticuiiccnied by her dejected plight. ; Withering 'oy slow degrees, ’mid gonth 
Laughed as with rival eageriies.-^ ^leir ! *airs, 

hands • Birds, running streams, and hills so 

Gathered the piirple cups tliat ro^nd i beautiful 

'■them lay, . On golden c\'eniiigs, while the charcoal 

Strewing the turfs green slope. ! pile 

^ A diamond light ; Breathed up its smoke, an image of his 

(Whene’er the summer sun, ^declining, j ghost 

smote •• * • ‘ Or spirit that full soon must take her 

A smooth pack \yet w'it Inconstant springs) ! flight. 

• was^icwi * . # \ Nor shall wo not be tending towards 

Sparkling from out a iopse-clad bank ' that point 

^tliat rose I Of cound humanity to which our Tale 

Fronting our 0c)tta{{g. Oft beside the Lead', though by sinuous ways, if here I 
hearth shew 

Seated, with open door, oftefi_ and long j How Fancy, in a season when she wove 

‘1 Those slender cords, to guide the uncon- 


Upon this restless lustre have I gazed, 

“ 'T'hat made my fancy restless as itself. 
*Twas now for me a burnished silver 
shield 

Suspended over a knight’s tomb, who lay 
Inglorious, buried in the dusky wood : 

An entrance now into some magic cave 
Or palace bTiilt by fairies of the rock ; 
Nor could I have been bribed to disen- 
chant 

The spectacle, by visiting the spot. 

Thus wilful Fancy, in no hurtful mood, 
Engrafted far-fetcheck shapes on feelings 
bred * 

• By pure Imagination : busy Power 
She was, and with her ready pupil 
• turned 

Instinctively to human passions, then 
Least understood. Yet, ’mid the fer- 
vent swarm 

'Of these vagaries, wdth an eye so rich 
As mine'^as through the bounty of a 
grand - % 

And lovely region,^ h^d forms distinct ^ 
To steady me:**each airy thought re- ^ 
volved 

Round a substantial centre, which at 
once 

. Incited it to mofion, and controlled. 

I did not pine like one in cities bred. 

As was thy melancholy lot. dear Friend I 
Great Spirit as thoii art, in endless 
dreama 


scions Boy 
For the Man’s sake, could feed at Nature’s 
call 

Some pc'iisive niusiiigs which might well 
beseem 

Matiircr years. 

A grove there is whose boughs 
Stretch from the western marge of 
Tliurston-inerc, 

With length of shade so thick, that whoso 
glides 

Along the line of low -roofed water, moves 
As ill a cloister. Once — while, in that 
• shade 

Loitering, 1 watched the golden beams 
of light 

Flung from the setting sun, as they re- 
pt)sed 

In silent beauty on the naked ridge 
Of a high eastern hill-— thus flowed my 
thoughts 

In a pure stream of words fresh from the 
heart : 

Dear native Regions, wheresoe’er shall 
close 

My mortal course, there will I think on 
you ; 

Dying, will cast on you a backward look ; 
Even as this setting sun) (albeit the Vale 
Is no where touched by one memorial 
gleam) 

^ See p. 
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Uoth ^ith the fond remains of his last ' Analogy to .uproar and misrule, 
power ' Disquiet, danger, and obscurity. 

Still linger, and a farewell lustre, sheds I 

On the dear mountain- tops where first I It knight be told (but wherefore speak 
he rose. ! ‘of things, 

; Common to all ? ) that, seeing. I was led 
Enough of humlijo arguments ; recal. ■ Gravely to fconder— judging between 
My Song ! those high emotions whirJi thy good '' I 

vf>ice '-And evil, not as for the mind’s delight 

Has heretofore made known; that ' fjut for her guidance — one w'ho was to 
bursting forth As .sometimes to the best of feeble^eaus 

.Of sympathy, inspiring and inspired.* i did. by human sympathy imifeUed : 
When everywhere a vital pulse was felt, ^ And, through dislike and most offensive 
And all the several frames of things, like pain, 

stars, ; w.'is to tlie truth conducted ; of this 

Through everv magnitude distinguishable. - faith 


Shone mutually iiidelUed, or half lost : Never forsaken, that, by acting well, ^ 
Each in the other’s blaze, a galaxy Ai d uiidi^stauding, 1 should^lcarn to love**- 

Of life and glorj’. In the midst stood j I'lie end tif life, and everything we kaiow. 
Man, 


Outwardly, inwardly contoiuplattd. ; ^rave Teacher, stern Preceptr-ss ! for 
As, of all visible iiatiures, crown, though . tipics 

born , , . , , , ; Thtuicanst put on an aspect most severe ; 

Of dust, and kindred to the worm; a ! L„ndon. thee^I wjUiiif ly r!-tiirn. 

„ ®®^ug. JCrcwh lie iiiy verse playecl idly with tffe 

Both in perception and discernment, I flowers *’ i- 

first ■ Enwroiiglit upon thy mantle; satisfied 

In every capability of rapture, • with that amiisenT nt, dhd a simple look 

Through the divine, effect of power and of child-like inquisition now rfnd then 

\ , . , . . ■ Cast upwards on thy countenance, to 

As, more than anything we know, lusti-icl , detect i . 

With godhead, and, by reason and by will, I inner meanings wJiich might ha/-* 

Acknowledging depeiidoiicy sublime. ; bour there'. 


Ere long, the lonely mountains left, I 
moved. 

Begirt, from day to day, with temporal 
shapes 

Of vice and folly thrust u))oii my view% ' 
Objects of sport, and ridicule, and scorn, ! 
Manners and characters discriminate. | 
And little bustling passions that eclipse, I 
As well they might, the irnpersbnated ! 

thought, I 

The idea, or abstraction of the kind. I 

An idler among academic bowers. 

Such was niy new condition, as at large 
Has been set forth ; yet here the vulgar 


But how could 1 in mood so light indulge. 

Keeping such fresh remembrance of the 
day, 

When, having thridded the Ipng labyrinth 

Of the suburban villages, I first 

Entered thy vast dominion ? On the 
roof 

Of an itinerant vehicle I sate. 

With vulgar men about me, trivial forms 

Of houses, pavem^t, streets, of men and 
things, — 

Mean shapes on every side : but, at the* 
instant. 

When to myself it fairly might be saidi 
, The threshold now is overpast, (how 


light strange 

Of present, actual, superficial life, ; That aught external to the Jiving mind 

Gleaming through colouring of other : Should have such mighty sway^! yet so it 
times, I was,) 

Old usages and local privilege, j A weight of ages did at once descend ' 

Wgswclcomed, softened, if not solemnised.^ I Upon my heart i no' thought embodied. 
'This notwithstanding, being brought ; no 

more near ' Distinct remembrances,' but weight and 

To vice and guilt, forerunning wretched- power,— 

ness. Power growing under freight : alas 1 I 

1 trembled, — thought, at times, of human feel 

life That I am trifling : 'twas a moment’s 

With an indefliiite terror and dismay, pause, — 

Such as the storms and angry elements All that took place within me came and 
Had bred in me ; but gloomier far, a dim • ' went * 
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As in, 9 moment ; yet with Time it dwells, 
And grateful memory* as aching divine. 

The curious traveller, wh^, from 9pen 
day, 

Hath passed with torches id to some huge 
cave, I 

The Grotto of Antiparos, &rsthe Den 
In old time haunted by ithat Danish 
..jWitcli, • Fvault^ 

Vordas ; he looks around and secs the 
on all sides ; sees, or thiiTks 
he sees, • j • 

Erelong, the massy roof above his head, j 
That instantly unsettles and recedes, — ! 
Substance and shadow, light and dai^k- \ 
ness, all ■ | 

^flComiAingled^ making up a canqpy 
Of shapes and forms and tendencies to | 
snape 

That shift and vanish, change and inter- 1 

^ chaHgc 

Like spectres,— i/erinent silent And sul»- ; 

blime ! ^ ^ fless. 

That aftei^a^hcrt space worlis less and ! 
Till, every clTort. cverj' mol ion gone, ; 
The feene before him stands in jierfect | 
view • 

Exposed,»and lifeless as a written b(»ok ! — 
But let him pau'<e awhile, and look again. 
And a new quickening shall succeed, at 
first 

Beginning timidly, then creeping fast, 

Till the whole cave, so late a senseless 
mass, 

Busies the eye with images and forms 
Boldly assembled,— here is shadowed 
forth • 

From the projections, wrinkles, cavities, 
A Vnriegated landscape, — there the shape 
Of some gigantic warrior clad in mail, 
The ghostly semblance of a hooded monk. 
Veiled nun, or pilgrim resting on his 
staff ; • 

£trange congregation ! yet not slow to 
meet 

Eyes that perceive through minds that 
can inspire. 

Even in such sort had I at first been 
moved, 

Nor otherwise continued to be moved. 
As I explored the va^ metropolis. 

Fount of my countnfs destiny and thijj 
world’s*i - ^ * * 

That grea^ emporium, chronicle at once 
And burial-place of passions^ and their 
home 

Imperial, their chief living residence. 

With strong sensations teeming as it 
did 

Of past and present, sudi a place must 
needs 


Ha^e pleased me, seeking knowledge at 
that time 

Far less than craving power ; yet know- 
ledge came, ’ 

Sought or unsought, and influx^ of power 
Came, of themselves, or at her call de 
rived ^ 

In fitv^f kindliest aj^prehensiveness, 
J^rom all sides, when whate’er was in 
Itself '* 

Capacious found, or seemed to find, in 
» me 

A correspondent amplitude of mind ; 
4>iich is the strength and glory of ou.” 
youth ! 

The h\unan nature unto which I felt 
That 1 belonged, and reverenced with 
love. 

Was not a punctual presence, but a spirit 
Difi'used through time and space, with 
aid derived 

Of evidence from monuments, erect, 
Prostrate, or leaning towards their com- 
mon H'st 

111 earth, the widely scattered wreck sub- 
lime 

Of vanished nations, or more clearly.drawn 
From bonks and what they picture and 
record. 

’Tis true, the history of our native 
land. 

With those of Greece compared and 
popular Ronie, 

And in our high -wrought modern nar'^ 
ratives 

Slript of their harmonising soul, the life 
Of inaniiers and familiar incidents, 

Had never much delighted me. And 
loss 

Than other intellects had mine been used 
To lean upon extrinsic circumstance 
Of record oi tradition ; but a sense 
Of what in the Great City had been done 
Aiid suflered, and was doing, suffering, 
still. 

Weighed with me, could support the test 
of thought ; 

And, in des]:>ite of all that had gone by. 
Or was departing never to return. 

There 1 conversed with majcdty and 
power 

Like independent natures. Hence the 
• place 

Was thronged wdth impregnations like 
the Wilds 

In which my early feelings had been 
nursed — 

Bare hiPs and valleys, full of caverns, 
rocks, 

And - aucible secluslonsi dashing lakes. 
Echoes and waterfalls, and pointed 
crags 
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That into music touch the passing wind. 
Here then my young imagination found 
No uncongenial clcnicnt ; could here 
Among new objects serve or give com- 
mand. 

Even as the heart's occasions might 
require, , 

To forward reason's else too-scrypulous 
march. 

The effect was, still ftiore cle^’ated views 
Of human nature. Neither vice nor 
guilt, 

Debasement undergone by body or mind. 
Nor all the misery forced upon my sight? 
Misery not lightly passed, but suinetmies 
scanned 

Most feelingly, could overthrow my 
trust 

111 what we may lieconie ; induce belief 
That I was ignorant, had been falsely 
taught, 

A solitary, who with vain conceits 
Had been inspired, and walked about in 
dreams. 

From those sad scenes when meditation 
turned, 

Lo ! every thing that was indeed divine 
Retained' its purity inviolate. 

Nay brighter shone, by this purtenlous 
gloom 

Set off : such opposition as aroused 
The mind of Adam, yet in Paradise 
Though fallen from bliss, when in the 
East he saw 

^ Darkness ere day's mid course, and 
morning light 

J From Milton, pAi-.idist' Lost, xi. 204. — EU. 


More orient in the western cloud,. that 
drew ' 

O’er the blue firmament a radiant white. 
Descending slow with something heavenly 
> fraught. , 

Add also, that among the multitudes 
Of that huya city, oftentimes was seen 
Affectiiigly sit ft>rth, more than else- 
> where c 
Is possible, the unity of man, 

One spirit ov'er ignorance and v1||e 
Predominant, ( in good and evil hearts: 
One sense f6r moral judgments, as one 
eve 

For the sun's light. The soul when 
smitten thus 

By a suhjime idea, wlti*ncesot*'er ■ 
Vouchsafed for union or 'communion, 
feeds 

On the pure bliss, and takes her rest with 
God. 

‘ Thii.s from a very early age, O Friend ! 
My thoughts Ly slo\>vKJ.grc(tlatjoiis had 
been Gkrawn ’ ^ 1 

Ti> human-kiriu, and to the good ar^d ill 
Of human life : Nature had led mo on ; 
And oft amid the 1:1 busy hum ** I seemed 
To traved independent of her ''help. 

As if 1 had forgotten her ; but no. 
The world of human-kind outweigh^J^ 
not hers (love, 

In my habitual thoughts ; the scale of 
Though filling dail}', still was light, com- 
pared 

With that in which her mighty objects 
lay. 
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Evkn as a river, — partly (it might seem) 

Yielding to old remem braiiccj, and 
swayed ! 

Ill part by fear to shape a way direct. 

That would engulph him soon in the 
ravenous sea — 

Turns, and will measure back his course, i 
far back, , I 

Seeking the very regions which he crossed | 

In his first outset ; so have we, my i 
Friend ! * 

Turned and returned with intricate delay. 

Or as a traveller, who has gained the 
brow 

Of some aerial Down, while there he 
halts 

.FciC breatbing-time, is tempted to 
rev'iew 

.. The region left behind him ; and, if 
aught 


Deserving notice have escaped regard, 
Or been regarded with too careless eye. 
Strives, from that height, with one and 
yet one more. 

Last look, to make the best amends he 
may : 

So have wc lingered. Now we start 
afresh 

With courage, and new hope risen on our 
toil. 

Fair greetings to this shapeless eagerness, 
Whene’er it comes 1 needful in work so 
^ long, - 

Thrice needful to the argument which 
now 

Awaits us ! Oh, how much unlike the 
past ! 

Free as a colt at pasture on the hill, 
I ranged at large, through London’s wide. 
cSomsiuit 

Month after mc^h . Obscurely did X live*' 
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Not seeking frequent intercourse with 
men, • 

By literature, or elegance, \>r ratikr 
Distinguished. Scarcely was a yeag thus 
spent * 

Ere I forsook the crowdecK solitude, * 
With less regret for its luxufridus pomp. 
And all the niccly-guardct ^hows of art. 
Than for the humble boctc-stalls in the 
Q streets, • • 

Exposed to eye and hand where'er I 
turned. • 

France liired^rie fofth ;*ihe realm th.it 
1 had crossed * 

So lately, journeying toward the snow- 
clad Alps. • 

But now,relinqu^hingthe sA'ip and staff, 
And* all enjoyment which tlnft su!nin«r 
lauii , 

Sheds rrmnd the steps of those who meet 
th(^ day 

With motion constant as his o\v^i, 1 went 
Prepared to sotouni in a pleasant toi'^ii. 
Washed b-^ th» current, of the stately 
• l.oirfi. • - • 

Tl^rough Paris lay my readiest course, 
and there , 

Sojourn^ig a few da^, I visited 
In haste, each spot of old or recent fume, 
The latter cdiiefly ; from the field of Mars 
Oown to the suburbs of St. .-Antony, 

And fr<nn Mont Martyr southward to the 
Dome 

Of Genevidve. In both her clamorous 
Halls, 

The National Synod and the Jacobins, 

I saw the Revolutionary Power 
Toss like a ship at anchor, rocked by 
storms : 

The Arcades I traversed, in the F’alace 
huge 

Of Orleans ; coasted^ round and round 
the line • 

Of Tavern, Brothel, (jamiiig-house, and 
Shop, :Lwalk 

Great rendezvous of worst and best, the 
Of all who had a purpose, or had not ; 
I stared and listened, with a stranger's 
ears. 

To Hawkers and Haranguers, hubbub 
wild ! 

And hissing Fact ionics with ardent eye^ 
In knots, or pairs, on^ingle. Not a UxR 
Hope takes, or Qmibt^r Fear is forced 
to wear, 

But seemed there present ; fyid I scanned 
them all, 

Watched every gesture uncontrollable. 
Of anger, and vexation, and despite. 

All side by side, and struggling face to 
face. 

With gaiety and dissolute idleness. 
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Where silent zephyrs sported with the 
dust 

Of the Bastille, I sate in the open sun. 
And from the rubbish gathered up a 
Slone, ^ 

And pocketed the relic, in the guise 
Of an enthusiast ; yet, in honest truth, 

I looked for sometlif&g that I could not 
• fthd. 

Affecting more eml^tioii than I felt : 

For 'tis most certain, that these various 
sights, 

However potent their first shuck, with 
me 

Appeared to recompense the traveller’s 
pains 

Less than the painted Magdalene of Le 
Dnin, 

A beauty exquisitely wrought, with 
hair 

Dishevelled, gleaming eyes, and rueful 
cheek 

Pale and bedropjied with overflowing 
tears. 

Bui hence to my more permanent abode 
I hasten ; there, by novelties in stH'ech, 
Domestic nianiiers, customs, gestures, 
looks. 

And all the attire of ordinary life, 
Attention was engrossed ; and, thus 
amused, 

I stood 'mid those concussions, uncon- 
cerned. 

Tranquil almost, .mil careless as a flower 
Cilassed 111 a green -house, or a parlour 
shrub 

That spreads iis leaves in unmolested 
peace, 

W'hile everv bush and tree, the country 
through. 

Is shaking to the roots : indifference this 
W'hich mav seem strange : but I was 
unprepared 

With needful knowledge, had abruptly 
passed 

Into a theatre, whose stage was filled 
And busy with an action far advanced. 
Like others, 1 had skimmed, and some- 
times read 

With care, the master pamphlets of the 
day ; • 

Nor wanted such half-insight as grew 
wild 

*Upon that meagre soil, helped out by' 
talk 

And public news ; but having never seeii 
A chronicle that might suffice to show 
Whencs the main organs of the public 
power 

Had sprung, their transmigrations, when 
and how 

Accomplished, giving thus unto events 

MM. 
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A form and body ; all things were to fue 
Loose and disjointed, and the affections 
l^ft 

Without a vital interest. At that time. 
Moreover,** he first storm was overblown. 
And the strong hand of outward violence 
Locked up in quiet. For myself, I fear 
Now in connection t^ith so great a theme 
To speak (as I must be compelled do). 
Of one so unimportant ; night by night 
Did 1 frequent the formal haunts of men. 
Whom, in the city, privilege of birth 
Sequestered from the. rest, societies 
Polished in arts, and in punctilio versed ; 
Whence, and from dc'e.per causes, all 
discourse 

Of good and evil of the time was shunned 
With scrupulous care ; but these restric- 
tions soon 

Proved tedious, and 1 gradually witli- 
diew 

Into a noisier worm, and thus ore long 
Became u patriiJt : and my heart was all 
Given to the people, and my l<wc was 
theirs. 

A band of military Officers, 

Then stationed in the city, were the chief 
Of iny associates : some of Ihest; wore 
swords 

That had been seasoned in the -wars, and 
all 

Were men well-born ; the chivalry of 
France. 

In age and temper difTcring, thev had yet 
One spirit ruling in each heart ; alike 
(Save only one, hereafter to be named) 
Wore bent upon undoing what was done : 
This was their rest and only hojje ; there- 
with 

No fear had they of bad becoming worse. 
For worst to them was come : nor would 
have stirred, 

Or deemed it worth a moment's fiiought 
to stir, 

In any thing, save only as the act 
Looked thitherward. One, reckoning by 
years. 

Was in the prime of manhood, and ere- 
while 

He had ^atc lord in many tender hearts : 
Though heedles!( of such honours now, 
and chan^d : 

His temper Was quite mastered by the 
times, ' 

And theyfhad blighted him, had eaten 
away 

The beauty of his person, doing wrong 
Alike to body and to mind : bis port. 
Which once had been erect and open, 
now 

Was stooping and contracted* and a 
face* 


Endowed by Nature with her fairest gifts 
Of symmetry and light and bloom, ex- 
pressed, / 

As much as any that was ever seen, 

A ravage out of season, made by thoughts 
Unhealthy ap.d vexatious. With the 
luiur," ; 

That from theSress of Paris duly brought 
Its freight of^Sblic news, the fever came, 
A punctual visitant, to shake this man, 
Disarmed his voice and fanned his yi^ll^w 
cheek 

Into a Ihousai^^ co^iirs ; while m* read. 
Or mused, hit-' sworn was 'haunted by his 
touch 

Contmually, like an uneasy place 
In his own bc^dy. ’Twas in truth an hoiii 
Of universal ferment ; ;nildest men 
W^re agitated ; and commotions, strife* 
Of passion and opinion, filled the .vails 
Of peaceful houses with unquiet sounds. 
The soil of common life, ivas. at that time, 
Ttv) hot to tread upon. Oft said I then. 
And not then only, “ U nat a mockery 
this ® 

Of history, the past and that to conic ! 
Now do I feel how all men are deceived, 
Reading of nations and their works, in 
faith, I 

Faith given to vanity and emptiness ; 

Oh ! laughter for the page tliat would 
reflect 

To future times the face of what now is!” 
The land all swarmed with passion, like 
a plain 

Devoured by locusts, — Carra, Ciursas, — 
add 

A hundred other names, forgotten now* 
Nor to be heard of more ; yet, they yrere 
powers. 

Like earthquakes, shocks repeated day 
by day. 

And fdt through every nook of town and 
field. 

Such *was the state of things. Mean- *' 
while the chief 

Of my associates stood prepared for flight 
To augment the band of emigrants iq 
arms 

Upon the borders of the ^hine, aitd 
leagued 

With foreign foes mustered for instant 
• war. tj, 

This was their vinatsgvlsod 'indent* gnd 
they 

Were waiting witl^ the whoUs of their 
desires 

The moment to depart,* 

An Engjiisl^mqn, 
Bom in a land whose very name appeared 
To license some unruliness gf migd ; 

A stranger, with youth’s further pr^vileige* , 
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And the indulgence that ^ half-learnt I Than, talents, worth, and prosperous 
speech \ industry. [first 

Wins from the courteous ; I, who had Add unto this, subservience from jthe 
been else • • ‘To presences of God's mysterious power 

Shunned and not tolerated, freely lived | Made manifest in Nature’s st)vereignty, 
With these defenders f^fhe Crown, and | And fellowship with venerable books, 
talked, I i To sanction the pjftud workings of tbe 

And jicard their imtionsf: •nor did they^ •aoul, 

disdain • j And mountain lil)|:rty. It could not be 

The wish to bring fnc over to their ! But that one tutored thus should look 
cause. • ! with awe ^ 

j^'fpon the faculties of man, receive 

Hut though* untanght*i>y thinkin*., or ] (tiadly the highest promises, and hail, 
by li(«)ks ' As liest, the government of equal rights 

To reason well of polity or law, ; Aiit^ individual worth. And hence, O 

And nice distinctions, tii. ill *)n (A'cry \ Friend ! 

^tongue, ^ " If at the first great outbreak I rejoiced 

Of fiatiiraWrights and civil ; Rnd to »cts Less than might well befit my youth, 
Of iKitions and their passing iiilerests, the cause 

(If with unworldly cuds and aims com- lii part lay here, that unto me the events 
pqfed) Secm€*d 'nothing out of nature's certain 

Almost indifforeiit, even the course, 

tale * A gift that was come rather late than 

Prizing bu^lit^ otherwise than I prized soon. 

Tales of.ith» poot^, us it iiKifle the lieait No wonder, then, if advocates like these, 
Be^ high, and filled ^he fancy with Inflamed by passion, blind with pre- 
fair forms, judice, 

Old heroes andlthciivufferings and their And stung with injury, at this riper day, 
doAis ; Were impotent to make my hopes put on 

in the regal sreptuo. and the pom]> The shape e.f theirs, my understauding 
JJf orders and degrees, I nothing found beud 

'Then, or had ever, even in crudest vouth. In honour to their honour : zeal, which 
That dazzled me, but rather ^what I yet 

mourned Had slumbered, iu>w in opposition burst 

And ill could brook, beholding that the Forth like a Polar summer : every word 
best They uUered was a dart, by counter- 

Kulcd not, ^nd feeling that they ought winds 

to rule. Blown back iii^oii themselves ; their 

reason seemed 

For, bivn in a poor district, and which Confusiou-stricken bv a higher power 
yet ' Than human understanding, their dis- 

Retaineth iiKjre of ancient homeliness, course 

Than any othej- nook*of English ground. Maimed, spiritless ; and, in their weak- 
It was rtiy fortune scarcely to have seen, ness strong, 

■ Through the whole tenor of my school- 1 triumphed. 

day time. Meantime, day by d.iy, the roads 

The face of one, who, whether boy or Were crowded with the bravest youth 
man, of France, 

Was vested with attention or respect And all the promptest of her spirits. 
Through claims of wealth or blood ; nor linked 

was it least | In gallant soldiership, ;md posting on 

Of many benefits, in later years Tomeet the war upon her frontier bounds. 

Derived from acader^c institutes • Yet at this very moment do tears s^art 
And rules# that held soinetliiii? ^Into mine eyes I do not say I weep — 

up tc> view * I wept not then, — but tears have dimmed 

Of a Republic, where all stood thus far niy sight. 

Upon equal ground ; that w'c were In meinory of the farewells of that time, 
brothers all, Dornesiic severiiigs, female fortitude 

In honour, as in one community, At dearest separation, patriot love 

Scholars and gentlemen ; where, further- And self-devotion, ana terrestrial hope« 
mate. Encouraged with a martyr's confidence t 

Distlncflon open lay to all that came. Even files of strangers merely seen out 
And wealth and titles were in less esteem oncT, 
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And for a mnident, men from far iwlth 
sof-ind 

Of music* martial tunes* and banners 
■ spread. 

Entering tfiJe city, here and there a face. 
Or person singled out among the rest, 

Yet still a stranger ^and beloved as such : 
Even by these passing spectacle^ my 
heart ^ * 

Was oftentimes u^jliftcd, and they 
seemed 

Arguments sent from Heave.ri to prov'* 
the cause 

Good, pure, which no one could stand 
- up against. 

Who was not lost, aband(jned, selfish, 
proud. 

Mean, miserable, wilfully depraved, 
Ilater perverse of equity and truth. 

Among that band of Officers vva> one. 
Already hinted at, of otlier mould — 

A patriot, thence rejected by the rest. 
And with an oriental loathing spurned. 
As of a different caste. A meeker man 
Than this lived never, nor a more benign. 
Meek though enthusiastic. Injuries 
Made him more gracious, and his nature 
then 

Did breathe its sweetness out most 
sensibly. 

As aromatic flowers on Alpine turf. 

When foot hath crushed them. He 
through the events 

Of that great change wandered in perfect 
faith, Itale 

As through a book, an old romance, or 
Of Fairy, or sonic dream of actions 
wrought 

Behind the summer clouds. By birth 
he ranked 

With the most noble, but unto the poor 
Among mankind he was in 'srvice 
bound. 

As by some tie invisible, oaths professed- 
To a religious order. Man he loved 
As man : and, to the mean and the 
obscure. ! 

i. And all the homely in their homely > 
works, 

Transfersed a courtesy which had no air ! 
Of condescensiorf ; but did rather seem I 
A passion and a gallantry, like that ; 

Which he, a soldier, in his idler dav ^ 

Had paid to woman : somewhat vain he 
was, I 

Or seemed so, yet it was not vanity, | 
But fondness, and a kind of radiant joy j 
Diffused around him, while he was intent ! 
On works of love or freedom, or revolved 
Complacently the progress of a cause, 
Whereof he was a part : yet this was 

J 


’ And placid, and took nothing from the 
man * - 

That was dcKghtful. Oft in solitude 
Wit^him di(^ I discourse about the end 
Of qivil government, and its wisest forms ; 
Of ancient loyjlty, and chartered rights. 
Custom and hlibit, novelty and change ; 
Of self-respefftt and virtue in the few 
For patrinioiital honour set apart, 
Aridignorance in labouring multitud**' 

For he. to all intolerance indisposed, 
Halaiired these contemplations his 
mind ; ^ i. & 

' And J. who Sit that time was scarcely 
dipped 

Into the turmoil, bore a sounder judg- 
iiirnt r [me. 

Than late* days allowcci : carried about'' 
With less alloy tf> its integrity. 

The exjierieiice of past ages, as, through 
help [way 

Of books and common life, it makes sure 
Tc youthful minds, by objects over near 
Not jjressed upon, nor dazzled or misled 
By struggling wiYh the cRJWfj fpr present 
ends. 

a 

But though not deaf, -*ior obstinate to 
find c 

Ivrror without excuse upon the side 
Of them who strove against us, more 
delight ^ * 

We took, and let this freely be confessed, 

In painting to ourselves the miseries 
Of royal courts, and that voluptuous life 
Unfeeling, where the man who is of soul 
The meanest thrives the most ; where 
dignity. 

True personal dignity-^ abideth not ; 

A light, a cruel, and vain world cut off 
From the natural inlets of just sentiment, 
From lowly sympathy and chastening 
truth ; 

Where good and evil interchange their 
names, [paired (■- 

And thirst for bloody spoils abroad is 
With vice at home. We added dearestL 
themes — 

Man and his noble nature, as it is 
The gift which God has placed within his 
power. 

His blind desires and steady faculties 
apable of clear troth, the one to break 
ondage, the othi^r Vq build lijierty 
On firm foundations, irfaking sAcial life, 
Through knowledge spreadings and im- 
perishable, 

As just ill regulation, and as pure 
As individu^ in the wfee and good. 

We summoned up the honourable deeds 
Of ancient Storv, thought of eadi bright 
spot, 
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That would be found in all recorded time, Dfd Dion hold with Plato ; ripened thus 
Of truth preserved and err^ passed away ; For a Deliverer’s glorious task, — and such 
Of single spirits that catchlhe flame from He, on that ministry already bound. 
Heaven, « • Held with Eudemus and Ti^onides. 

And how the multitudes of men will ieed Surrounded by 'adventurers in arms, 
An4 fan each other; thought of sects. When tho3e two vessels with their daring 
how keen i freight, 

They are to put the appifopriate nature ^Ford^e Sicilian Tyrant’s overthrow, 
on, Sailea from Z;}^yiithus, — philosophic 

T>,iuniphant over evert obstacle | war, 

Of custom, language, country, love^ or* Led by Philosophers. With harder fate. 

hate, ! Though like ambition, such w'as he, O 

And what they do *nd buffer for their , Friend ! 

creed ; f Ot whom I speak. So Beaupuis (let the 

How far they travel, and how long en- '■ name 

dure ; • Staiitl near the worthiest of Antiquity). 

How quickly mighty Nati<flis have been ■ Fashioned his life ; and many a lon^ 
^ormcc^ • I • ' disci»ursc, 

om least beginnings ; how, together i With like persuasion honoured, we 
locked ! maintained : 


By nevj opinions, scatteied tribes have 
made 

One body, spreading wide as*clouds*in 
heaven* ^ ^ 

To aspir.'^.Uqps men of our cl^wl minds 
Did wc appeal ; and, fmally, beheld 
A liting coiilirniation of the whole 
Before us, in a iK'oplafrom the depth 
Of shameful inibccilify uprisen, 

Fresh as the moriiiiig star. Elate we 
looked 

■'fjpoii their virtues ; saw', in rudest men, 
Self-sarnficc the firmest ; generous love. 
And continence of mind, and si'iise of 
right, 

Uppermost in the midst of fiercest strife. 

Oh, sweet*it is, in academic groves, 

Or such retirement. Friend ! as wc have 
known I 

In the green dales beside our Kotha's < 
stream, | 

Greta^ or Derwent, or«ome nameless rill, ; 
T^o ruminate, ^ith interchange of talk, | 
• On rational liberty, and hope in man, ' 
Justice and peace. But far more sw'cot 
such toil— 

Toil, say I, for it leads to thoughts 
abstruse — ■ 


He, on his part, accoutred for the worst. 
He perished fighting, in supreme com- 
mand, 

Upon the borders of the unhappy Loire, 
For liberty, against deluded men. 

His fellow country-men ; and yet most 
blessed 

In this, that he the fate of later times 
Lived not to see, nor what we now be- 
hold. 

W'ho have as ardent hearts as he had 
then. 

Along that very Loire, with festal 
mirth 

Resounding at all hours, and innocent 
yet 

Of civil slaughter, was our frequent walk t 
Or in wide forests of continuous shade. 
Lofty and over-arched, with open space 
Beneath the trees, clear footing many a 
mile — 

A solemn region. Oft amid those haunts. 
From earnest dialogues I slipped in 
• thought. 

And let remembrance steal to other 
times. 

When, o’er those interwoven roots, moss- 
clad. 


If nature then be standing on the brink 1 .And smooth as marble or a waveless sea. 
Of some great trial, and w'e hear the voice j Some Hermit, from his ^ell forth-strayed. 
Of one devoted, — one whom circum- i might pace 

stance f • , In sylvan meditation undisturbed ; 

Hath called upon^to i^mbody his deep PAs on the pavement of a Gothic church 
senft Walks a lone Monk, when service hath 

In action,* give it outwardly a shape, expired, 

And that of benediction, tm the world. In peace and silence. But if e’er was 
Then doubt is not, and truth is more than heard, — 

truth, — ' Heard, though unseeen, — a devious 

A hope it is, and a desire ; a creed traveller. 

Of zeal, by an authority Divine Retiring or approaching from afar 

Sanctioned, of danger, di^culty, or death. With speed and echoes loud of trampling 
Such conversation, under Attic shades. hoofs 
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From the hard floor reverberated, then 
It was Angelica thundering through the 
woods ' 

Upon herj^alfrey, or that gentle maid 
Erminia, fugitive as fair as she. 

Sometimes methought 1 saw a pair of 
knights % 

Joust underneath the trees, tlialt^is in, 
storm I 

Rocked high above their heads ; anon, 
the din 

Of boisterous inerrimenl, and musieV 
roar. 

In sudden proclamation, burst from 
haunt , 

Of Satyrs in some viewless glade, with 
dance 

Rejoicing <i’er a female in the midst, 

A mortal beauty, their unhappy thrall. , ....... 

The width of those liiige forests. *iint(j me i Daily upon me, mixed with pity too 
A novel scene, did often in this way • .And hn-e ; for where hope is, there lo^’C 
Master niy fancy while I w'andered on ^ will he 

With that revered companion. And For the abject multitude.*' And when we 
sometimes — chanced • ^ 

When to a convent in a mt'adow green. One day to^meet a hungcr-bKtc-vi girl, " 
By a brook-side, we came, a roofless pile. Who crept aloifg flttiiig her Janguidtgait 
And not by reverential touch of Time Unto a heifer’s motion, by a cord 
Dismantled, but by violenee abrupt — Tied to her arm, aid picking thus from 
In spite of those heart-bracing colloquies, the lane • [hands 

In spite of real fervour, and of that Its sustenance, while the girl with pallid 
Less genuine and wrought ujj within W.is busy knitting in a heartless inoo4 
myself — Of solitude, and at the sight my friend 

I could not but bewail a wrong so harsh. In agitation said, “ ’Tis against that 
And for the’Matiii-bcII to sound no more That wc are fighting,” I with him believed 
Grieved, and the twilight taper, and the That a bonignarit spirit was abroad 
cross W'Jiich might not be withstood, that 

High on the topmost pinnacle, a sign poverty , 

(How welcome to the weary traveller’s Abject as this would iu a Ijttle time 
eyes !) Be found no more, that we should sec 

Of liosjutality and peaceful rest. the earth 

And when the partner of those varied Unthwarted in her wish to recompense 
walks , The meek, the lowly, patient child of toil. 

Pointed upon occasion to the site All institutes for eVer bloated out 

Of Romorentin, home of ancient kings. That leg^fised exclusion, empty pomp 
To the imperial edifice of Blois, Abolished, sensual state and cruel power* * 

Of to that rural castle, name now slipped Whether by edict of the one or few ; 
From my remembrance, where a lady And finally, as sum and crown of all, * 
lodged. Should sec the people having a strong 

By the first Francis wooed, and bound hand 

to him In framing their own laWs ; Ivhence 

In chains of inytual passion, from the better days 

tower, To all mankind. But, these things set 

As a tradition of the country tells, # apart, V 

Practised to commune with her royal^ Was not this single (9E.nfldenqK: ^ough 
knight To animate the mind \hat‘ evjer turned 

By cressets and love-bcacons, mter- A thought to human welfare ? That 
course henceforth 

'Twixt her high -seated residence and Captivity by mandate Di(jthout law 
his , Should cease ; and open accusation 

Far off at Chambord on the plain To sentence in the hearing of the wond, 
beneath ; And open punishment, if not the air- 

Evi^fi here, thbiigh less than With the Be free to breathe iii, and the hel^i uf 
peaceful house man 


Religious, 'mid those frequent monuments 
Of Kings, tl^ir vices and their better 
deeds, ' 

Iniaf^Tiation, potent to inflame 
At times witlL vltuous wrath and noble 
scorn, 1 . 

Did also often mitigate the force 
Of civic i)refallice, the bigotry, 

So call it, of a youthful patriot’s mind ; 
And on these spbts with many gleaflu 
, I looked ^ 

Of chivalrous delight. Yet not thWless, 
Hatred of abs^iliit" tule, Adhere will of one 
'‘Is law for all, and of that barren pride 
111 them who, by immunities unjust, 
BotF.veen the sovereign and the people 
stand. , 

llaL hoJpef and not theirs, laid stronger 
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pread nothing. 'From this height I shall 
not stoop « 

To humbler matter that dk'tained us oft 
In thought or conversation^ public acts. 
And public persons, atid cmittions 
wrought ■ 

Within the breast* as cvertvarying winds 
Of record or report swept! over us : 

But 1 might here, instead, '-^icat a talc,^ 
Told by my Patriot fn^d, of sad events 
Tii^t prove to what low depth had 
struck the roots, • 

^ How widely spread the hpughs, of that 
• old tree * 

Which, as a deadly mischief, and a foul 
And black dishonour, P'rance was wearv 

of. , 

** Olf, happy time of youthAl lov'+s. 
tthus 

The story might begin,) oh, balmy time. 
In which a love-knot, on a lady's brow. 
Is laircr than the fairest star inaHeavcg ! 
So nii|;ht — and^dth that prelude did be- 
gin • / • 

Hie recopd r* and, in faithfnPvcrse, w«is 
gjiven • 

The doleful sequel. 

• dJut our little bark 
On a iftroiig river boldly hath been 
launched ; 

^d from the driving current should we 
turn 

To loiter wilfully within a creek. 
Howe’er attractive. Fellow voyager ’ 

^ See “ Vaudracour and J alia,*' p. yfi. — Kd. 
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Wquld’st thou not chide ? Vet deem 
not my pains lost : 

For Vaudracour and J ulia (so were named 

The ill-fated pair) in that plain tale will 
draw ^ 

Tears from the hearts of otticrs, when 
their own 

j Shall beat tk; more** ThoU, also, there 
L hfenvst read, 

‘ At leisure, how’ the 4 ‘namoiired youth was 
driven. 

By public power abased, to fatal crime. 

If ature’s rebellion against monstrous law; 

Henv, between heart and heart, oppression 
' thrust 

Her mand.'ites, severing whom true love 
had joined. 

Harassing both ; until he sank and 
pres‘«ed # 

The conch his fate had made for him ; 
supine, 

Save when the stings r>f vi[>eroiis remorse. 

Trying their strength, enforced him to 
start up. 

Aghast and praycrless. Into a deep 
wood fkind ; 

Hi fled, to shim the haunts of human 

There dwelt, weakened in sjurit more and 
inrire ; 

Nor could the voice of Freedom, which 
through Fiance 

P'ull speedily resounded, public hope, 

' Or personal memory of his own worst 
wrongs. 

Rouse jiliii : but, hidden in those gloomy 
shades, * ^ 

j His clays he wasted,- -an imbecile mind. 
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Jt was a l>eautiful and silent day 

That overspread the countenance of earth. 

Then fading with unusual quietness,--- 
V A day as beautiful as e’er was given 

■, 'To soothe regret, though deepening what 
it soothed, 

' When by the gliding Loire I paused, and 
cast 

UdoU I^jis rich domains, vineyard aiicL 
tilth. ^ ? 

Green nneaSqW'Wwd, and maiiY-col- 
oured«woods, 

Again, and yet again, a farewell look : 

Then, from the quiet of that scene passed 
on* • 

Bound to the fierce Metropolis. From 
his throne 

The King had fallen, and that invading 
boat — 


Presumptuous cloud, on whose black 
front was written 

The tender mercies the dismal wind ' 
That bore it — on the plains of Liberty 
Had burst innocuous. Say in bolder 
words. 

They — who had come date as eastern 
hunters 

Banded beneath the- Great Mogul, when 
he 

Ercivhilo went fc^rth fre^nf Agra or LahorCi 
Rajahs and Omrahs in his train, intent 
ffo drive their prey enclosed within a ring 
Wick* as a province, but, the signal giyen* 
Before the point of the life-tbreatetiing 
spear 

Narrowing itsdf by moments — they, raah 
men . 

Had seen the anticipated quarry turnc4 
Into avciigers, from whose wrath they 
fled 

I In tortor. Uisappointmeui and dismay 
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Remaiaed for all whose fancies had run 
wild 

With evil expectations ; confidence 
And perfect triumph for the better cause. 

The Sta!t, as if to stamp the final seal 
On her security, and to the world 
Show what she wa«^ a high and fearless 
soul, *•' 

Exulting in defiancei^or heart-stung 
By sharp resentment, or belike to taunt 
With spiteful gratitude the batlic'd I^eaguc, 
That had stirred up her slackeiiiiTg 
faculties 

To a new transition, when the King was 
crushed, , 

Spared not the empty throne, and in 
proud haste 

Assumed th^body and venerable name 
Of a Kepubuc. Lamentable crimes, 

'Tis true, had gone before this hour, dire 
work 

Of rnassaens in whicli the senseless sword 
Was prayed to as a judge ; hut these 
were past. 

Earth fiee from them for ever, as was 
thought, — 

Ephemeral monsters, to be seen but once ! 
Things that could only sliow themselves 
and die. 

Cheered with this hope, to Paris 1 re- 
turned. 

And ranged, with ardour heretofore unfclt. 
The spacious city, and in progress passed 
The prison where the unhappy Monarch 
lay, • 

Associate with his children and his wife 
111 bondage ; and the palace, lately 
stormed 

With roar of cannon b>' a furious host. 

I crossed the square (an empty area then') 
Of the Carrousel, where so late had lain 
The dead, upon the dying hcai^^d, and 
gazed 

On this and other spots, as doth a man 
Upon a volume whose contents he knows 
Are memorable, but from him locked up. 
Being written in a tongue he cannot read. 
So that he questions the mute leaves with 
pain. 

And half upbraids their silence. But 
that night t 

I felt most deeply in what world 1 was. 
What ground I trod on, and what air ^ 
breathed. 

High was my room and lonely, near the 
roof 

Of a large mansion or hotel, a Iodide 
That would have pleased me in more quiet 
times : 

Nor was it wholly without pleasure then. 
With uuextinguished taper I kept watch, 
Reading at intervals : the fear gone by 


Pressed on me almost like a fear to come. 

I thought cd Uiose September massacres, 
Divided fronf me by one' little month. 

Saw f them and touched : the rest was 
, conjurea up 

From tragic fij tions or true history. 
Remembrance^ and dim admonishments. 
The horse taught his manage, and no 
star ' 

Of wildest courar: but treads back feis 
own steps ; 

Fof the spent hurricane the air ‘Jtovides 
As fierce a sm.'cesior ; tf-ie tide retreats 
,But to rclurrf out of its hiding-place 
In the great deep ; all things hai-e second 
, birth ; 

The earthquake is not satisfied at once ; 
A^d m tl|!s way I wrofight ijpon inVself,^ 
Uiitil 1 seemed to hear a voice that fried. 
To the whole city. “ Sleep no more.’* The 
trance 

Fled with the voice to which it hWgi'reii 
* birtif ; t. 

But vainly comments of,a calmer mind 
Promised spft peace ana^swfC‘^ forgetful- 
ness. * 

The place, all hushed and silent as itVas, 
Appeared unfit for the W'pose of night, 
Defenceless as a wood where tigers roam. 

With early morning towards the Pala^ 
walk ^ • 

I Of Orleans eagerly I turned ; as yet 
I The streets were still ; not so those long 
Arcades ; 

There, '-nid r jeai of ill-matched sounds 
and cries, 

That greeted me on entering, I could 
hear 

Shrill voices from the hawkers in the 
throng, ^ - 

Bawling, “ I^eniinciation of the Crimes 
Of Maximilian R(V.)espierre ; ” the hand, 
Prompt as the vqice, held forth a printed 
speech, t 

The same that had been recently pro- 
nounced, t 

When Robespierre, not ignorant for what 
mark 

Some words of indirect reproof had been 
Intended, rose in hardihood, and dared 
The man who had an ill surmise of him 
To bring his charge in openness ; where- 
• at, , ^ [stirred,. 

When a dead pause en^ue^’, and nd one 
111 silence of all present, from his seat 
Lniivct walked single through the avenue. 
And took his station in the Tribune, say- 
ing, » 

“ I, Robespierre, accuse thee ! ’’ Well is 
known ■ 

The inglorious issue of that charge, and 
"how ^ 
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He, who had launched the startling thun- 
derbolt, Y 

The one bold man, whose ^ice the attack 
had sounded, • • 

Was left without a follower to discharge 
His perilous duty, and rjtire lamenting 
That Heaven’s best aid |s wasted upon 
men i • 

Who to themselves are false. 

- 1 Bat these are thinj^s 

Of which I speak, only as they yere 
storm ! 

Or sunshine toi my Jlidi\^dual niiiitl, j 
No further. Let me th^ii relate that^l 


III some sort seeing with iny i3rt)i)er eyes 
That Liberty, and Life, andPDe.'ith would 
^oori . • 1 • 

To tj^e remotest corners of the land 
Lie in the arbitrement of those who ruled 
The caoital City ; what was struggled 
for; 

And by what combatants victory mdst 
be woi^; - . I 

TShc indcrisk^n^n their i5arl»whost aimj 
Seemed best, and the straightforward 
•path of those 

Who in attack ar in jefence ^^'cre strong 
Through their impiety — mv inmost soul 
Was agitated ; yea, 1 could almost 
. Have v^rayed that throughout earth upon 
• all men, 

By patient exercise of reason inade- 
Worlhy of liberty, all spirits filled 
With zeal expanding in Truth’s holy 
light, 

The gift of tongues might fall, and power 
arrive * 

From the four quarters of the winds to 
do 

For France, what without help she could 
not do, 

A work of honour ; ^hink not that to 
this • I 

•1 added, work of safety : from all doubt ! 
Or trepidation fur the end of things | 
was I, far as angels are from guilt. 


Yet did I grieve, nor only grieved, 
but thought 

Of opposition and of remedies : 

An insignificant stranger and obscure. 
And one, moreover, rlittle graced wit% 
power ^ ^ • • 

Of etpauenc^ev&i in my native speech. 
And aU unfit for tumult or intrigue. 

Yet would I at this time with willing 
heart 

Have undertakefi for a cause so great 
Service however dangerous. I revolved. 
How much the destiny of Man had still 
Hung upon single persons ; that there 
was» 


Transcendent to all local patrimony. 

One nature, as there is one sun in heaven ; 
That objects, even as they are great, 
thereby " 

Do come within the reach Cf humblest 
eyes : 

That Man is only woak through his mis- 
itjrust • 

And want of hope where evidence divine 
Proclaims to him that hope should be 
most sure ; 

Nor did the inexperience of niy youth 
Preclude conviction, that a spirit strong 
In hope, and trained to noble aspirations, 
A spirit thoroughly faithful to itself. 

Is fot Society’s unreasoning herd 
A domineering instinct, serves at once 
For way and guide, a fluent receptacle 
That gathers up each petty straggling 
rill ■ 

And vein of waiter, glad to be rolled on 
In safe obedience ; that a mind, whose 
rest 

Ts where it ought to be, in self-restraint. 
In circumspection and simplicity, 

FalU rarely m entire discomfiture 
Below its aim, or meets with, from with- 
out, 

A treaeWiPry that foils it or defeats ; 

And, lastl> , if the means on human will, 
Frail human will, dependent should be- 
tray 

Him who too boldly trusted them, I felt 
That *mid the loud distractions of the 
U'orid 

A sovereign voice subsists within the soul, 
.\rbiter undisturbcii of right and wrong. 
Of life and death, in majesty severe 
Enjoining, as may best promote the aims 
Of truth and justice, either sacrifice. 
From whatsoev'pr region of our cares 
Or our infirm affections Nature pleads. 
Earnest and blind, against the stern de- 
cree. 

• 

On the other side, 1 called to mind 
those truths 

That are tlie common-place^ of the 
scluiols — 

(A theme for boys, loo hackneyed for 
their sires,) 

Yet, with a rcvelation’s^iveliness. 

In all their comprehensive bearings 
» known 

And visible to philosophers of old. 

Men who. to business of the world un- 
trained, 

Lived in the shade; and to Harmodius" 
known 

And his compeer Aristogitoii, known 
To Brutus — that tyrannic power is weak* 
Hath neither gratitude, nor faith, nor 
love. 
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Nor the support of good or evil met\ 

To trust in ; that the godhead which is 

Can never utterly be charmed or stilled ; 
That nothing hath a natural right ^to last 
But equity and reason ; that all else 
Meets foes irreconcilable, and at^best 
Lives only by varieK^v of diseasc*r 

Well might my wishes be intensh, my* 
thoughts • 

Strong and perturbed, not doubting at 
that time •, 

But that the virtue of one paramount 
mind 

Wcjuld have abashed those impious crests 
— have quelled 

Outrage and bloody power, and — in de- 
spite 

Of what the People long had been and 
were 

Through ignorance and false teaching, 
sadder proof 

Of immaturity, and — in the teeth 
Of desperate opposition from witliont — 
Have cleared a passage for just govern- 
ment. 

And left a solid birthright to the State, 
Redeemed, according to example given 
By ancient lawgivers « 

In this Iraiiie of mind. 
Dragged by a chain of harsh iioct'ssity. 

So seemed it, — now I thankfully acknow- 
ledge. 

Forced by the graci<»iis providence of 
Heaven, — 

To Kiigland 1 returned, else (though 
assured 

That I both was and must be of small 
weight. 

No better than a landsman on the deck 
Of a ship struggling with a hideous storm) 
Dnpbtless, I should have thou made com- 
mon cause 

With some who perished ; haply perished 
too, • 

A poor mistaken and bewildered oHer- 

iiig, — 

Should to the breast of Nature have gone 

backr 

With all my resolutions, all inv hopes, 
A Poet only to myself, to men 
Useless, and ev(!n, beloved Friend ! a 
soul 

To thee unknown ! 

Twice had the trees let fall 
Their leaves, as often Winter had put on 
His hoary crown, since I had seen the 
surge 

Beat against Albion's shore, since ear of 
mine 

Had caught the accents of my native 
speech 


Upon our native country's sacred nound. 

A patriot of ^the world, how cbulqi glide 
Into cornmuny-n with her, sylvan shades, 
Erewhile my fuiieful haunt ? It pleased 
rfie more < 

To labidc in the great City, where 1 
found I 

The general ar still busy with the stir 
Of that first fnemorable onset made 
y a strong levy of humanity 
pon the traffickers in Negro blood ; 

JilfiqrL which, though defeate^ had 
recalled ^ 

To notice old \fbrgdtten itiinciples, 

'And through the nation spread a novel 
heat 

Of virtuous feeling. For myself, I owri 
That this particular strife had wapted 
c powe/ 

To rivet my affections ; nor'did now 
Its unsuccessful issue much excite 
Mv sorrow ; for I brought with «rne the 
\ faith 

That, if France prospcitid, good men 
would not long \ 

Pay frmtlo#s- worship to ht,mi:nity, • 
And this most loLtcn branch of liufiiaii 
shame, 

Object, so seemed iki of silperfluous pains. 
Would fall together with its pardlt tree. 
What, then, were my emotions, when in 
arms ^ ^ 

Britain put forth her free-born strength 
• in league, 

Oh, pity and shame I with those con- 
federate Powers ! 

Not in mv single self alone I found, 

But in the minds of all ingenjuous youth, 
Change and subversion from that hour. 
No shock 

Given to my moral nature had I known 
Down to that very moment ; neither 
lapse 

Nor turn of sentifnent yiat might be 
named 

A revolution, save at this one time ; 

All else was progress on the self -same 
path • • 

On which, with a diversity of pace, 

I had been travelling : this a stride at 
once 

Into another region. As adight 
And pliant harebell, swinging in 
# breeze N ^ 

*<fli some grey nock-*-its bjgth^lMe — 
so had 1 • t ^ ^ ’ 

Wantoned, fast rooted on the ancient 
tower ■ 

Of my beloved country,, wishing qqt 
A happier fortune than to wither there ; 
Now was I from that pleasant station 
torn fioice4 

And tossed about in whirlwind. I re- 
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Yea, afterwards — truth iiio^t painful to 
record ! — a 

Exulted, in the triumph If my soul. 
When Englishmen by thousands were 
o’erthrown, . • 

Left without glory on themeld, or driv’cn. 
Brave hearts ! to shainfful flight. It 
was a grief. — • • 

Grief cal I it not,’ t was any thing but that,-— 
conllict of sensatitJhs without iiaiiic. 
Of which he only, who may love the ^ight 
Of a village steeple, as I do, can judge. 
When, in thc«congif*gat1yii bending all 
To their great Father, prayers wer# 
offered up. 

Or praises for our country’s vicloait's ; 
And, ’mid the simple wtir^hiopcrs, per- 
' *chancQ • » • 

I on^y, like an uninvited guest 
Whom no one owned, sate silent, shall 
I ^dd. 

.Fed on the day of vciigeai\pc yet to 
come. • ' * 

• Oh ' i 4 u<^ l^ive they to accuuiu for, 

who could tear, • 

By violence, at one decisive rent, 

From the best^youtii in Ent,larid their 
dear pride, 

Their joy, in England ; this, too, at a 
^ time 

Tn which worst losses easily might wean 

• The best of names, when patriotic love 
Did of Itself in modesty give way. 

Like the Precursor when the Deity 

Is come Whose harbinger he was ; a 
time , 

In which apostasy from ancient faith 
Seemed but conversion to a higher creed ; 
Withal a season dangerous and wild, 

A time when ^^age Experience would 
have snatched 

Flowers out of any hedge -row to com- 
pose • 

• A chaplet in contempt of his grey locks. 

• When the proud fleet that bears the 

red-cross flag 

In that unworthy service was prepared 
^To mingle, I beheld the vessels lie, 

A brood of gallant creatures, on the deep ; 
I saw thefn in their rest, a sojourner 
Through a whole ixKinth of calm and 
glassy Jays^ ^ • • 

In that tlelighmil island which protects 
Their place oi convocation^there I 
heard, * 

Each evening, pacing by the still sea- 
shore, 

A sdoaitory sound that never failed, — 
The sunset cannon. While the orb went 
d(7Wh 

In tha tranquillity of nature, came 


Tfiat voice, ill reciuiem ! seldom heard 
by me 

Without a spirit overcast by dark 
Imaginations, sense of woes lo Come. 
Sorrow fur human kind, and pain of 
heart. 

Iq France, the infcn, who, for their des- 
ecrate ends. 

Had plucked up nffercy by the roots, were 
glad 

pf this new enemy. Tyrants, strong be- 
fore 

In wick(;d pleas, were strong as demons 

lJt)W ; 

And* thus, on cverv side beset with foe' 
The goaded land waxed mad ; the crimes 
of lew 

Spread into madness of the many ; blasts 
Fnnn hell came sanctified like airs from 
heaven. 

The sternness i»f the just, the faith of 
thiise 

Who doubted not that I*rovidence had 
times 

Of vengeful retribution, theirs who 
throned 

The human Uiiderstaiidmg paramount 
.\nd made of that their God, the hopes 
of men 

Who were content to barter short-lived 
pangs 

For a j)aradise of ages, the blind rage 
Of insolent tempers, the light vanity 
Of iiitcTiiieddlers, steady purposes 
Of the suspicious, slips "of the indiscreet. 
And all the accidents of life were pressed 
Into one service, busy with one work. 
The Senate stood aghast, her prudence 
quenched. 

Her wisdom stifled, and her justice scared. 

Her frenzy only active to e.\toI 

Past outrage's, and shape the way for new. 

Which no one dared to oppose or mitigate. 

• 

Domestic carnage now filled the whole 
year 

With feast-days ; old men from the 
chimney-nook. 

The maiden from the bosom of her love. 
The mother from the cradle of her babe. 
The warrior from the fi?ld — all perished, 
all— 

•Friends, enemies, of all parties, ages, 

I ranks, 

' Head after head, and never heads enough 
I For those that bade them fall. They 

I fojnd their joy, 

Thev made it proudly, eager as a child, 

I flf like desires of innocent little ones 
I Mav with such heinous appetites be corn* 
pared,) 

j Pleased in some open field to exercise 
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A toy; that fnimics with revolving wings 

The motion of a wind-mill ; though the 
air 

Do of itself blow fresh, and make the 
vanes 

Spin in his eyesight, that contents him 
not. 

But, with the playtniiig at arm's length, 
he sets " ' 

His front against tftc blast, and runs 
amain. 

That it may whirl the faster. 

Amid the depth 


For sacrifice, and struggling with fond 
mirth “ ^ 

And levity im dungeons, where the dust 
Was jaid with tears. Then suddenly the 
, scene 

Changed, andl the unbroken dream en- 
tangled me 

In long oratvDt^s, which I strove to plead 
Before unjust tribunals. — with a voice 
Labouring, a brain confounded, aniWlt 
, sense, 

I Death -like, of treacherous desermn, felt 
In the last plv>5 of^refuga* — my own soul. 


Of those enormities, even thinking minds ^ t i 

Forgot, at seasons, whence they had their ■ ^^en I began m youths delightful 
bcina ■ i prune 

Forsot tffat such a sound was ev..r heard 1 To nii’sclf to Nature, when that 

Her^^,7r!eU‘’^nthork^^ wn.neh?‘'' i At.d 1, ..""passion overcame lac first', ' 
Nor could have been, without her l&d <='’'‘">“6 mont, was 

The "iCstrlous wife of Roland, in tho .Tr""L ‘I* oppression. But, (>• Poiyer 
>imir I Supreme ! 

; Without Whose call thi<i world would 


Of her composure, felt that agony. 

And gave it vent in her last words. O ' 
Friend ! i 

It was a lamentable time for man, I 

Whether a hope had e’er been his or not ; 
A woful time for them whcise hopes sur- 
vived 


cease to breitthe, ^ 

Who from Cue fountain of Ttlv ^race dost 
I till ■ rt 

' The veins that branch through every 
. frame of life, ' 

'i Making man what he is. creatuiVi divine, 

• Tn single or in social CTninciicc, 

: Above the rest raised infinite ascents 

• When reason that enables him to be 
’ Is not sccpieitcred — what a change is 

The Herculean Commonwealth had put ' What countenance to promote this second 
forth her arms, 


The shock ; most woful for those few who 
still 

Were flattered, and had trust in human 
kind : 


And throttled with an infant godhead's 
might 

The snakes about her cradle ; -that was 
well. 

And as it should be : yet no cure for them 

Whose souls were sick W'ith pain of whaL 
would be 

Hereafter brought in charge against man- 
kind. 

Most melancholy at that time, O Friend ! 

Were my day-thoughts, — my nights were 
miserable : 

Through months, through years, long 
after the last beat 

Of those atrocities, the hour of sleep j 

To me came rarely charged with natural 
gifts. 

Such ghastly visions had I of despair 

And tyranny, and implements of death|; 

And innocent victims sinking under fear. 

And momentary hope, and worn-out 
prayer, 

Eacli in his separate cell, or penned in 
crowds 


love : 

The first vras service paid to things which 
lie 

Guarded within the bosom of Thy will. 

Therefore to serve was high beatitude ; 

Tumult was theretoc gladness, and the 
fear 

Ennobling, venerable : sleep secure, 

And waking thoughts more rich than 
happiest dreams. 

But as the ancient Prophets, borne 
aloft 

In vision, yet constrained by natural laws'* 

With them to take a troubled humaik 
heart, 

iWanted not consolations, nor a creed 

Of reconcilement, then they de- 

nounced. 

On towns and cities, wallowing in the 
abyss 

Of their offences, punisiiment to come ; 

Or saw, like other men, with bodily eyes, 

Before them, in some desolated place. 

The wrath consummate and the threat 
fulfilled ; 
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So, with devout humility be it said. Under worst trials, was I driven to think 

So, did a portion of that wirit fall Of the glad times when first I traversed 

On me uplifted from the v 4 itagc-ground France 

Of pity and sorrow to a st^^te of being A vonthfiil pilgrim : above all reviewed 
That through the time’s exceeding fierce- , That eventide, when under windows 
ness saw i i bright 

Glimpses of retribution, ^rrible, ' With happv faces 7nd with garlands 

And in the order of sublime behests : | liung. 

But, even if that were not, amid the awe And ^through a rainbow-arch that 
Of .unintelligible chastisement , "j spanned the street. 

!jlot only acquiescences of faith ^ Triumphal pomp for libcrtv confirmed. 

Survived, but daring sympathies w’ith I placed, a dear companion at iny side, 
power, « • • . The town of Arras, whence with promise 

Motions not treacherous oif profane, else 4 high 

why Issued, on delegation to sustain 

Within the folds of no ungentle breast, ' Humfinity and right, that Kobespierre, 
Their dread vibration t^i tins hour pro- He who thereafter, and in how short 


hmgecl^ * \ , 

Wild^lasts of music thus could find their 
way 

Into the midst of turbulent events; 
So^that ti'urst tempests might be listened 

to. # • » 

Then was ^le ^uth rjjceived into my 

That, unaer heaviest sov'ow earth can 
firing, 

If from the aflilirtion somewl eie do not 
gro^' 

Honour which could not else have been, 
a faith, 

elevation, and a sanctity. 

If new strength be not given nor old 
restored. 

The blame is ours, not Nature's. When 


time ! 

Wielded the sceptre of the Atheist crew. 
When the calamity spread far and wide — 
And this same city, that did then appear 
To outrun the rest in exultation, groaned 
Under tJie vengeance of her cruel sou. 
As Lear rejiroached the winds — I could 
almost 

Have <iiiarrclled with that blameless 
spectacle 

For lingering yet an image in rny mind 
To mock me undei such a strange reverse. 

I O Friend ' few happier moments have 
I been mine 

: Than that which told the downfall of this 
i Tribe 

So dr<‘aded, so abhorred. The day de- 


a taunt 

Was taken up by scoffers in their pride. 
Saying, “ BeTiold the harvest that we 
reap 

From popular government and equality,” 
I clearly saw that neither these nor aught 
Of wild belief engrafted on their names 
By false philosophy caused the woe, 
Biit a terrific reservoir of guilt 
^nd ignorance filled up from age to age. 
That could no longer hold its loathsome 
charge, 

• But burst and spread in deluge through 
the land. 


1 serves 

; A separate record. Over the smooth 
; sands 

Of Leven’s amjile estuary lay 
■ My journey, and beneath a genial sun, 

With distant prospect among gleams of 
1 sky 

And clouds, and iiiterniingling mountain 
i tops, 

one inseparable glory clad, 

' Creatures of one ethereal substance met 
, 111 consistory, like a diadem 
i Or crown of burning seraphs as they sit 
i In the empyrean. Underneath that 


pomp 

And as the desert hath green spots, the 1 Celestial, lay unseen the pastoral vales 
sea Among whose happy fields I .had grown 

Small islands scattered amid stormy; up 

waves, iJjFrom childhood. On the fulgent spec* 

So that disaEH«0ii$*^eTiod did not want { taclc, 

Bright sprinklings of all human excellence, . That neither passed away nor changed. 
To which the silver wands pf saints in ! 1 gazed 

Heaven j Hnrap!: ; but brightest things are wont 

Might point., with rapturous joy. Yet | to draw 

not the less, j Sad opposites out of the inner heart, 

For those examples* in no age surpassed, ; As even their pensive infi.uence drew 
Of fortitude and 'energy and love, I from mine. 

And human nature faithful to herself 1 Henv could it otherwise ? for not in vain 
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That very moniing had I turned a?side Longing for skit! to paint a scene to 
To seek the ground where, ’mid a throng bright J 

of graves. And cheerful, but the 'foremost of the 

An honoured teacher of my youth was '*barid ' 

laid, A? lie approached, no salutation given 

And on the stone were graven by his In the familLr language of the day, 
desire Cried, “ RoiSespierre is dead t ” — nor 

Lines from the churchyard elegy qf-GraV; was a 'doubt. 

This faithful guide^ speaking from his After strict question, left within my 
death-bed, mind " 

Added no farewell to his parting conns^^l, Tb.at* ho and his supporters;^ ^11 were 
But said to me, “My head will soon lie fallen. 

low : * 

And when 1 saw the turf that covered* (’ireat was iny transport, deep my 
him, I gratitude 

After the lapse of full eight y(‘ars, tho^e T<* everlasting Justice, by this tlat 

words, I Made luipiiicst. “ Co, me now, ye golden 

With sound of voice and connti ii.incc of ; u timts,” ‘ 

the Man, \ Sai<l I forth-ponring on those open sands 

Came back upon me. so that some few 1 A hymn dI triumph ■- “ as the morning 
tears L»'>w | comes 

Fell from me in my own desjiite. But ; From oiiJt the bosom of the night, come 
I thought, still traversing that wide- ! ’ ye : •• 

spread plain, i Thus far our tw.st is Tififcd ; behold ! 

With tender pleasure of the verses graven i They wh^*» with clumsy" tVespcratmii 
Upon his tombstone, whispering to my- brouglit ' , 

self : A river of Blood, and preached that 

‘He loved the Poets, and, if now alivx*, nothing else^ 

Would have loved me, as one not desti- Could cleanse the Augean stable, by the 
tutc* iiiiglit 

Of promise, nor belying the kind hope i Of their f)wn helper have been swep^ 
That he had formed, when I, at his com- { awav ; 

maud. Their madness stands declared and 

Began to spin, with toil, my earliest visible . 

songs. Elsewhere will safety now be sought, and 

earth 

As 1 advanced, all that I saw or felt March hnnly towards righdeousiiess and 
Was gentleness and peace. Upon a small peace.” — 

And rocky island near, a fragment stood Then schemes T framed more calmly, 
(Itself like a sea rock) the low remains when and how 

(With shells encrusted, dark with briny The madding factions might be tran- 
weeds) qniUised, 

Of a dilapidated structure, once And how througli hardships manifold 

A Romish chapel, wliere the vested and long 

priest The glorious renovation would proceed'. 

Said matins at the hour that suited Thus interrupted by uneasy bursts 
those Of exultation, I pursued my way 

Who crossed the sands with ebb of morn- Along that very shore which I had 
ing tide. skimmed 

Not far from that still ruin all the plain lu former days, when — spurring from the 
Lay spotted wjth a variegated crowd Vale 

Of vehicles and {ravellers, horse and foot. Of Nightshade, and St/Mary*s moulder- 
Wading beneath the conduct of their ing faiu‘, 

guide ' VAnd the stone abbot; 'd[feE,.cirpuit made 

In loose procession through the shallow : In wantnniic.ss of heart, u joyous baud 
stream I Of school-boys hastening to their distant 

Of inland waters ; the great sea mean- home ’* 

while , Along the margin of th,e moonlight sea — 

Heaved at safe distance, far retired. I ' We beat with thundering hoofs the level 
paused, ! sand. 
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BOOK ELEVENTH 


.FRANCE ^ 

CONCLUDED | « 

Fbom that time forth, Authority * in 
France j 

Put on a milder face ; Terif)r had ceased. 
Yet everything was waiiting(*that might 
give j 

Gl/Jrage to them who lonkecl for good by 
light , 

Of rational Experience, for the shoots 
"*Aiid hopeful bloftiuriis of a ?gcoiid spring : 
Yet, in me, confidence wms uniiupaircd ; 
The Senate’s language, and the jniblic 
acts > 

And measures of the Governnterd. lliough 
** both • • • 

Weak^ and of heartless onicii, liad not 
jiower 

To rlaiin^ me ; in the People was my 

t^lI.•^t : « p 

And, ill the virtues \/hich mine i‘yes had 
seen, • ^ • 

I ^new thiit^'ound external *cou Id not 
t^kc • 

Life from the younc Kepublic ; that new 

f<»PS’ • • 

Would oiflv follow', in the path of shame. 
Their brethren, and her triumphs be m 
,* the end 

Great, universal, irresistible. 

This intuition led me to confound 
One victory with another, higher far, — 
Triumphs of unambitious peace at home. 
And noiseless fortitude. Beholding still 
Resistance string as heretofore, I thought 
That what was in degree the same was 
likewise 

The same in quality, — that, as the worse 
Of the tyvo spirits then at strife remained 
Untired, the better, surely, would pre- 
serve , ♦ 

The heart that first had roused him. 

• Youth maintains. 

In all conditions of society, 

Cbrnmunion more direct and intimate 
With Nature, — hence, oft times, with 
reason too — 

Than age or manhood, even. To Nature, 
then, 

Power had reverted ; habit, custom, law. 
Had left an iiiterregnurn’s open space < 

- For her tn_iiir|¥r| iilJiBiit irr, uncontrolled. 
Hence could 7s^ bow Babel -like their 
task. 

Who, by the recent deluge stbpified. 
With their whole ftcmls went culling from 
the day 

Its petty promises, to build a tower 
For their own safety ; laughed with xny 
oompem 


At gravest heads, by enmity to France 
Distempered, till they found, in every 
blast . 

Forced from the street -distuiming news- 
man’s horn, 

For her great cause rgcrird or prophecy 

¥ i utt'jr ruin. How might we believe 
hat wisdom could, pin any shape, come 
near 

Men clinging to delusions so in.sane ? 

Afid tims, experience proving that no 
few 

^Of our opinions had been just, w'e took 
Like ,tTc*dit to ourselves where less was 
clue. 

And thought that other notions w'erc as 
sound. 

Yea, could not but be right, because we 
saw 

That fof>Iish men opposed them. 

To a strain 

More animated I might here give way. 
And tell, since juvenile errors are my 
the.nie. 

What in those days, through Britain, wa.s 
perfi Tilled 

To turn nil judgments out of their right 
course • 

But this is passion over-near ourselves, 
Ke.ilitv too close and too intense, 

And intermixed with something, in my 
mind. 

Of scorn and condemnation personal, 
That would profane the sanctity of verse. 
Our Shepherds, this say merely, at that 
time 

Acted, or seemed at least to act. like men 
Thirsting to make the guardian crook of 
law fState, 

A tool of murder ; they who ruled the 
Though with such awful proof before 
their eyes 

T]?at lie, wlio would sow death, reaps 
death, or worse, 

And'caii reap nothing better, child-like 
longed 

To imitate, not wise enough to avoid ; 

Or left (by mere timidity betrayed) 

The plain straight road, for one no better 
chosen ^ 

Than if their wish had been to undermine 
^j^usticc, and make an end of Liberty. 

But from these bitter truths 1 must 
• return 

To my own history. It hath been told 
That I ivas led to take ‘an eager part 
111 arguments of civil polity. 

Abruptly, and indeed before my time: 
1 had approached, like other youths, the 
.shield 
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Of human nature from the gulden sic^. 
And would have fought, even to the 
death, to attest 

The quality of the metal which I saw. 
What thei^e is best in individual man. 

Of wise in passion, and sublime in power. 
Benevolent' in small societies. 

And great in large ones, 1 had oft 
revolved. 

Felt deeply, but no^ thoroughly under- 
stood 

By rcasf)ii : nay, far from it ; Ihev were 
yet, ■ ‘ 

As cause was given me afterwards to 
learn. 

Not proof against the injuries of the day ; 
Lodged only at the sanctuary’s door. 
Not sate within its boboni. Thus pre- 
pared, 

And with such general insight into evil. 
And of the bounds which sever it from 
good. 

As books and common intercourse with 
life 

Must needs have given — to the inexperi- 
enced mind. 

When the world travels in a beaten road. 
Guide faithful as is needed — I began 
To meditate with ardour on the rule 
And iiianugement of nations ; what it is 
And ought to be : and strove to learn 
how tar 

Their j)owcr or weakness, wealth or 
poverty, 

Their happiness or misery, depends 
Upon their laws, and fashion of the State. 

^ O pleasant exercise of hope and joy ! 
For mighty were the aiixiliars which then 
stood 

Upon our side, us who w'ere strong in lov'e! 
Bliss was it in that dawn to he aliv'e. 

But to be. young was very Heaven ! O 
times. 

In which the meagre, stale, forbkidii^ 
ways 

Of custom,<'law, and statute, took at once 
The attraction of a country in romance ! 
When Reason seemed the most to assert 
her rights 

When most intent on making of herself 
A prime enchantress — to assist the work. 
Which then wiis going forward in her 
name ! 

Not favoured spots alone, but the wholv 
Earth, 

The beauty wore of promise — that which 
sets 

(As at some moments might not be unfelt 
Anvong the bowers of Paradise itself) 
The budding rose above the rose full 
blown. 

t See t>. x68.~£i<. 


What temper at the prospect did not 
wake 

To happines' unthought of ? The inert 
Were rouse^i, and lively natures rapt 
*'away ! 

They who had fed their childhood upon 
dreams, f 

The play-felldWs of fancy, who had made 
All powers of swiftness, subtilty, and 
- strength 

Their ministers, — ^who in lordly wise tlad 
stirred % 

Among the grandest objects of the sense, ^ 
And dealt wHh whatsoever they found 
j tlierc 

As if they had within some lurking rir;ht 
! To wield it ; — they, too, who of gentle 
I mood 

! Lad wahdied all gentle inoiions, and to 
! these 

I Had titled their own thoughts, schemers 
! mon* mild, , 

j .And in ih.* region of their peaceful sch'es;— 

I Now was it that both lound, the mc(.U 
I and lofty ''i 

j Did both find helpers to'ilftir hearts' 

I desire, 

> And stuff at hand, plastic as they could 
wish, — 

Were called upon to exercise their skill, 
Not in Utopia, — subterranean fields, — • 

Or some secreted island. Heaven 
where ! 

But m the very world, which is the world 
: Of all of us, — the place where, in the end, » 
We find our liappiness, or not at all ! 

Why should I not confess that Earth 
was then ' 

T«) me, what nii inheritance, new-fallen. 
Seems, when the first lime visited, to one 
Who thither comes to find in it his home ? 
He walks about and looks upon the spot 
With cordial transport, moulds it and 
remoulds. 

And is half pleased with things that are 
amiss, 

’ Twill Imj such joy to see them disappear. 

An activ'e partisan, I thus convoked 
From every object pleasant circumstance 
To suit my ends ; I moved among man- 
kind 

With genial feeljng.s still predominant ; ^ 

I When erring, eiriilg on the better part. 

' And in the kinder 

Indulgent, as not AinhiimTIied that men 
See as they have been taught-— Antiquity 
Gives rights to error ; and aware, no less. 
That throwing off oppression must be 
work 

As well of License as of Liberty ; 

And above all— for this yfBs more than 

all— 
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Not caring if the wind did now and then 
Blow keen upon an eminence that gave 
Prospect so large into fuftirity ; 

In brief, a child of Nature^ as at first. 
Diffusing only those affecHons widbr 
That from the cradle had grown up with 
me, 

And losing, in no other vrify than light 
Is lost in light, the weak in the more 
strong. , 

B 1 ' • 

In the main outline, such it migh> be 
said ^ , , 

Was my condition, till with open war 
Britain opposed the liberties of France.* 
This threw me first out] of the pale of love; 
Soured and corruiJted, up\gards to the 
*ioiirce, 9 4 

^ My sentimefits ; was not, as hitherto,* 

A swjllowing lip of lesser things in great. 
But change of them into their contraries ; 
And tliufc a wav was opened for mistakes 
And false conclusions, in degreo as gro«. 
In kind more 'dangerous. What had 
been a Iprid/, • I 

Was n<jw <li Jhame ; my likings and my 
Voves '* [ 


But now, become oppressors in their 
turn, 

Frenchmen had changed a war of self- 
defence 

For one of conquest, losing/sight of all 
Which they had struggled for : up 
mounted now. 

Open I V in the eye earth and heaven, 
,Thc ^cale of libeity. I read her doom. 
With anger vexed with disappointment 
sore. 

But not dismayed, nor taking to the 
' shame [rose 

Of a false prophet. While resentment 
Striving to hide, what nought could heal, 
the wounds 

Of mortified presumption, I adhered 
More firmly to old tenets, and, to prove 
Their temper, strained them more ; and 
thus, in heat 

Of contest, did i>piiiioiis cverv day 
(irow into conseijiiciiee, till round my 
mind 

They clung, as if they were its life, nay 
more. 

The very being of the immortal soul. 


Ran in new chaiinels, leaving old ones 
dry: ^ • 

And hence a blow that, in maturcr age. 
Would but have touched the judgment, 
A struck more deep 
Into sensations near the heart : mean- 
time. 

As from the first, wild theories were 
afloat. 

To whose pretensions, sedulously urged, 
I had but lent a careless car, assured 
That time was ready to set all things 
rights 

And that the multitude, so long op- 
pressed, 

W'ould be oppressed no more. 

« *But when events 
Brought less encouragement, and unto 
• these 

The immediate proof of principles no 
'* more 

Could be entrusted, while the events 
themselves. 

Worn out in greatness, stripped of 
novelty. 

Less occupied the mind, and sentiments 
Could through my' understanding's 
natural * 

No longer tffeir ground, by faith 

maintained ^ 

Of inward consciousness, and*hopc that 
laid • 

Her hand upon her object — evidence 
Safer, of universal application, such 
As could not be impeached, was sought 
elsewhere. 


This was the time, when, all things 
tending fast 

To depravation, speculative schemes — 
That promised to abstract the hopes of 
Man 

Out of his feelings, to be fixed thenceforth 
For ever in a purer element — 

Found ready welcome. Tempting region 
that 

For Zeal to enter and refresh herself. 
Where passion.-, had the privilege to work. 
And never hear the sound of their own 
names. 

; But, speaking more in charity, the dream 
■ Flattered the young, pleased with ex- 
' tremes, nor least 

j With that which makes our Reason's 
- naked self 

I The object of its fervour. What delight! 

How glorious ! in self-knowledge and self- 
! rule, 

I To look through all the frailties of the 
i world, 

; And, with a resolute mastery shaking 
I off • 

i Infirmities of nature, time, and place, 
^^uild social upon personal Liberty, 

I which, to the blind restraints of general 
I laws 

I Superior, magisterially adopts 
One guide, the light of circumstances, 
flaslied 

Upon an independent intellect. 

Thus expectation rose again ; thus hope, 
iFrom her first ground expelled, grew 
proud once more. 


W.P, .. 
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Oft, as my thoughts were turned, to 
human kind, 

I scorned indifference ; but, inflamed 
with thirst 

Of a secure intelligence, and sick 
Of other longing, I pursued wliat seemed 
A more exalted nature ; wished that Man 
Should start out his earthy, woriii- 
like state, t 

And spread abroad the wings of Liberty, 
Lord of himself, in undisturbed delight - 
A noble aspiration ! yrf I feel 
(Sustained by worthier as by wisfr 
. thoughts) 

The aspiration, nor shall ever eease 
To feel it : — but return we to our ctiurse. 

Enough, ’tib true — could such a plea 
excuse 

Those alierrations— had the .clamorous 
friends 

Of ancient Institutions said and done 


And the errors into which t fell, betrayed 
By present objects, and by reasonings 
false / 

From their beginnings, inasmuch as drawn 
Out bf a lieail. that had been turned aside 
Frr^f Nature’s way by outward accidents. 
And which was thus confounded, more 
and inorc^ 

Misguided, ^nd misguiding. I fared, 
J)ragging all precepts, judgments, max- 
ims, creeds, * 'i 

Lilft'.' culprits to the bar ; calling the m1|id, ^ 
Suspiciously, ^o cj^tablish in plain day 
Her titles aiyl her horiburs ; now be- • 
Iieving, 

Now disbelieving ; endlessly perplexed 
Willi iinpuly', motive, right and wrong, 
the ^ouiid f 

Of obligcifioii, what the rule »and whence • 
The sanction ; till, demanding iiormal 
proof, 

_ And seeking it in every thing. I los^ 

To bring disgrace iiaines ; ! feeling of coiiviclioh, and, in fine, ' . 

Disgrace, of which, custom aiul written ; wearied out with Contrarieties, 

]aw. Yielded np mora* questions ill despair. 

And sundry moral sentiments as props | ^ ^ * 

t)r einanations of those institutes. This was the crisis *of that strong 

Too justly bore a part. A veil had been ■ ^ disease, ^ 

Uplifted; why deceive oursehes? in i This the soul’s la£t and lowest 'ebb; I 
sooth, I drooped, * 

’Twas even so : and sorrou for the man j Deoiniiig our blessed reason of least use 
Who either had not eyes wherewitli to ! Where w<'inted most: “The lordAy^ 
see, ' attributes 

Or, seeing, had forgotten ! A strong ; Of will and choice,” I bitterly exclaimed, 
shock ‘‘'What arc they but a mockery of a 

Was given to old opinions ; all nien’s Being 

minds I Who hath in no concerns of his a test ^ 

Had felt its power, and mine was both Of good and evil; kiiow'srnot what to 
let loose, fear 

Let lt)ose and goaded. After what hath ' Or liopc for, what to covet or to shun ; 

been ■ And who, if those could be discerned. 

Already said of patriotic lou*, ■ would yet 

Suffice it here to add, that, somewhat i Bi' little profited, would see, and ask 
stem ! Where is the oblTgatioii* to enforce ? 

In temperament, withal a hai>i»y iiiai.^ ' And, to acknowledgckl law rctbellious, still. 

A 1 n 1. .1.1 1 1. .. I ■ 


And therefore bold ttj liKik on iiaiiiful 
things, 

Free likewise of the world, and llience 
more bold, 

I summoned my best skill, and toiled, 
intent 

To anatomise tlie frame of social life, 

Yea, the whole bodj’ of society 

Searched to its heart. Share with mgj 
Friend ! the wish 

That some dramatic tale, endued vrith 
shapes 

Livelier, and flinging out less guarded 
words 

Than suit the work we fashion, might 
set forth 

What then I learned, or think I learned, I 
of truth. 


As selfish passion urged, would act amiss : 
The dupe n{ folly, of the slave of crime.” 


Depressed, bewildered thus, I did not 
walk 

With scoffers, seeking light and gay re^' 
venge 

^From indiscriminate laughter, nor sate 
dow'n 

In reconcilement' wiflfi^kaui^cr^ waste 

Of intellect ; such slotn I cmi]d not brook, 

(Too well J loved, in that my spring oi 
life, 

Pains-taking thoughts^ and truth, theii 
' dear reward) 

But turned to abstract science, and there 
sought 

i Work for the reasoning faculty enthroned 
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Whertt Ihc disturbances of spare and Descending, have 1 faithfully' retraced 
time— ^ Tfte perturbations of a youthful mind 

Whether in matters variolis, properties Under a Inii^-lived storm of great events — 

Inherent, or from human kill and power A story destined for thy car, who now. 
Derived — find no admisfioii. Tlten it Among the fallen of nations, dost abide 
was — • Where Etiia, over hill and*valley, casts 

Thanks to the bounteods (iiver of all llis shadow s*^rctchiiig towards Syracuse, 
good ! — • The citv of Timoleon ! Righteous 

That the beloved Sister ii* \vlu)'^e ''ight •Heaven ! * 

Those days wore passed, now spealviim ’How'arc the might v prostrated ! They 
• in a voice • * first. " 

Of sudden admonition— like a broo^v Thev first of all that breathe should have 
That did but rnw? a lonely road, and now • awaked 

Is seen, heard? felt, ftiid taught at ( very W'Jien the great vcjiee was heard from out 
turn, « the tombs 

Companion never lost through many a Of ancient hen k-s. If I suffered grief 
league — • h'or ill-requit«*il France, bv many deemed 

Maintained for me a saving intercourse A trifler only in her ])roudest day : 

With 111 y. true* self ; for, Aiough J»e- j Have been distressed to think of what 
^liiniiicd and changed ! she oiici- 

Much, as it seemed, I was ii(» further | Promisedr *iow is ; a far more sober cause 
chjingcd I Thine eyes must sec of sorrow in a land, 

.Than as a clouded and a wanjiig mo<m : i To the rpaiiirnatirig influence lost 
She whisperedtitill that brightness would Of meinorv, tf> virtue lost and hope. 

retunif ^ « ’ Though with the wreck of loftier vears 

She, in tUf Jiiklst of all, pre.scwved me still bestrewn. 

A Pxiet, made me seek beneath that name, 

Anri that alone, iiiv otfice upon earth ; But indignation works where hope is 
And, biKtly^^as kcrenjjcr will be shown, not. 

If w'llliiig audience fail not, Nature’s self, And thmi, O Friend ! wilt be refreshed. 

I3v all varieties of liuinan love Ihen* is 

Assisted, led me back through opening One great M>ciety alone on earth : 

day The noble Living and the noble Dead. 

To those s>vv(‘ct counsels betw-ecn head 

and heart Thine be such converse strong and 

Whence grew that genuine knowledge, sanative, 

fraught with peace, A ladder for thy spirit to reascend 

Which, thre^gh the later sinkings of this To health and jov' and pure contented- 
cause, ness ; 

Hath still upheld me, and uiiholds me To me the grief confined, that thou art 
now gone 

In the catastrophe (for so they dream. From this last spot of earth, where Free- 
And nothing less), when, firiallv to close dom now 

And seal up all thc#gains of Fiance, a Stands single in her only sanctuary ; 

Pope * A lonely wanderer art gone, by pain 

• Is summoned in, to crown an Finperor — tTompcdlod and sickness, at this latter day, 
. This last opprobrium, when we see a Tlii-^ sorrowful reverse for all mankind. 

people, 1 feel for thee, must utter what I feel: 

;That once looked up in faith, as if to The symp.itliies erewliilc in part dis- 
Heaven charged, 

' For manna, take a lesson from the dog Gather afresh, and will have vent again : 
Returning to his vomit ; when the sun My own delights do scarcely seem to me 
That rose in splendour, was alive, and My own delights ; the ft^rdly Alps them- 
moved • selves. 

In exultation wjria a living pomp •(»Those rosy peaks, from w'hich the Mom- 
Of clouds- *'^?fTiiory’s natural retinue — iiig looks 

Hath dro!lJped all functions by the gods Abroad on many nations, are no more 
bestowed, • For me that image of pure gladsomeness 

And, turned int|) a gewgaw, a machine, Which thev were wont to be. Through 
Sets like an Opera phantom. kindred scenes, 

Thus, O Friend I For purpose, at a time, how different ! 
Through times of honour and through Thou tak'st thy way, carrying the heart 
times of shame . and soul 
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Tbat Nature gives to Poets* now by 
thou^t ^ 

Matured* and in the summer of their 
strength. 

Oh ! wrap him in your shades* ye giant 
woods* V [held 

On Etna’s side : and thou, O flowery 
Of Enna ! is there not some nook of thine. 
From the first play-^ime of the iiv^ant 
world * 

Kept sacred to restorative deliKht, 

When from afar invoked by anxious love ? 

• 

Child of the mountains, among shep- 
herds reared. 

Ere yet familiar w-ilh the classic page, 

1 learnt to di'eam of Sicily ; and lo, • 

The gloom, that, but a moment past, was 
deepened 

At thy command, at her command gives 
way ; 

A pleasant promise* wafted from her 
shores, • 

Comes o’er my heart : in fancy I behold 
Her seas yet" smiling, her once happy 
vales ; [name 

Nor can my tongue give utterance to a 
Of note belonging to that honoured isle* 
Philosopher or Bard, Einped<icles, 

Or Archimedes* pure abstracted soul ! 
That doth not yield a solace to my grief : 
And, O Theocritus,^ so far have some 
Prevailed among the powers of heaven 
and earth* 

By their endowments* good or great* that 
they 

Have had, as thou reportest, miracles 
Wrought for them in old times : yea, 
not unmoved* 

When thinking on my own beloved friend, 
I Theocrit. Idyll, vii. 78. — Ed. 


I hear thee tell how bees with honey led 
Divine Comates* by his impious lord 
Within a cnbsl iniprisnned ; how they 
came ( 

Laden from ifooming grove or flowery 

t^eld, 

And fed him there* alive, month after 
month, 1 

Because the goatherd, blessed man ! had 

lips 

Wet with the Miif.es’ nectar. ^ 

^ Thus I soothe 

The peiir>ivo moments by this calm nre- 
side, • < • 

l\rid hnd a thotisand bounteous images 
To cheer the thoughts of those I love, and 
..mine. 

Our prayers tiave been accepted : thou 

• wilt j/and ' * • 

On Etna’s summit, above earth anc^sea. 
Triumphant, winning from the invaded 

heavens ^ 

Thoughts ^w'ithoiit bound, magnihcAit, 

* designs, t 

Worthy of poets ^yho attMecktheir harps 
In woc‘d ora echoing cave, Itt*" 4Usoiplmc 
Of heroes ; or, tn reverence to the ^^ds, 
’Mid temples, served by sapient priests, 
and choirs • 

Of virgins crownecl with ros^s. tNot in 
vain 

Those temples, where they in their ruins 
yet ^ 

Survive for inspiration* shall attract 
Thy solitary steps : and on the brink 
Thou wilt recline of pastoral Arethuse ; 
Or, if that fountain be in truth no more. 
Then, near some other spring — which, 
by the name * 

Thou gratulatest* willingly deceived — 

I see thee linger a glad votary. 

And not a captive pining for his home. 


BOOK TWELFTH 


IMAGINATION AND TASTE. HOW 
IMPAIRED AND RESTORED 

Long time have human ignorance and 
guilt 

Detained us* on^hat spectacles of woe 

Compelled to look, and inwardly op- 
pressed 

With sorrow, disappointment, vexing 
thoughts, 

Confusion of the judgment, zeal decayed. 

And. lastly* utter loss of hope itself 

And things to hope for ! Not with these 
began 

XDiir song, and not with these our song 
■ must end, — 


Ye motions of delight, that haunt the* 
sides [airs* 

Of the green hills ; ye breezes and soft 
Whose subtle intercourse with breathing 
flowers. 

Feelingly watched* might teach Man’s 
• haughty race « 

<ifIow without injury tQutake^o give 
Without offence ; ye wEB?^E(af t6 show 
The wondrous influence of po^er gently 
used* ■ 

Bend the complying heads of lordly pines. 
And, with a touch, shift the stupendous 
clouds 

Through the whole compass of the sky ; 
ye brooks. • 
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• In common w^th the children^f her l#ve. 
Piping; on^boughs, or sporting on fresh 

• fields,^ ^ • 

Or boldfv seeking plcasyrc nearer heaven 
Off wings that navigate cerulean skies. 

So nejjher wc^p coiuplaceiicy, *ior peace. 
Nor tgoder yearniilfes, wanting for my 
good 

Through these distracted times ; id 

• Nature still 

Glorying, I found a counterpoise in her. 
Which, when the spint of evil reached its 
height 

Maintained for me a secret happiness. 

This nArativc, my Friend ! hath 
chiefly told 

Of intellectual power, fostering love. 
Dispensing truth, and, over men and 
things. 

Where reason 'yet might hesitate, diffus> 
ing • • 

Prophetic sympathies of genial faith : 

So was I favoured — such my happy lot — 

, Until that natural graciousness of mind 
Gave way to overpressure from the times 
And their disastrous issues. What 
availed. 

When spells forbade the voyager to land. 
That fragrant notice of a pleasant shore 
Wafted, at inter val$, from many a bower 
■ Of blissful gratitude and fearless lo\'^^ 
Dare UavcMcrAi^ wi^ was mine to s^Tj 
And hopo lliat future times would surely 
see, , 

The man to come, parted, as by a gulph, 
From him wher bad been ; that I could 
no more 

Trust the elevation which had made me 
one. 

With the great family that still survive^ 


Muttering along the stones, a busy noise , illuminate the abyss of ages past. 
By day, a quiet sound ii^ silent night ; Sage, warrior, patriot, hero ; for it 
Ye waves, that out of the ^rcat deep steal - seemed 

forth I • That their best virtues were not free from 

In a calm hour to kiss' .Irc pebbly shore, . taint « 

Not mute, and then retire, fcariifg no , Of something false and we^, that could 
storm ; I not stand 

And you, ye groves, whdse ministry it is . The open eye of Reason. Then I said. 
To interpose the covert or your shades,*; “ (?lr*to the Poet.^:, they will speak to thee 
£ven as a sleep, between the heart of man ! More perfectly o% purer creatures ; — yet 
And outward troubles, between man j If reason be aobihty in ni.'in, 

himself, • j Can aught be more ignoble than the man 

Not seldom, V'^d hi| ow{i uneasy heart : ;*VVhf)m they delight in, blinded as he is 
Oh ! that I had a musia and a’ voice | Bv prejudice, the miserable slave 
Harmonious as your own, that I inigltt Of low ambition or distempered love ? ’* 

What ye have done for me.* The mofnmg i such strange passion, if I may once 

• shines s ® more 

Nor heedeVh Man’s perverscn&s ; Siting Rev|e w tho past, T warred against myself— 

^returns, ' ^ bigot to a new idolatry — 

I saw the Spring return, and could re- 1 a cowled monk who hath forsw'orn 
■ - the world, 

Zeakmslv laboured to cut oil my heart 
From all the sources of her former 
strength ; 

And as, by simple waving of a wand, 

The wizard instantaneously dissolves 
Palace or grove, even so could I unsoul 
As readily by syllogistic words 
Those mysteries of being which have 
made, 

And shall continue evermore to make. 

Of the whole human race one brotber- 
h(K>d. 

What wonder, then, if, to a mind so far 
Perverted, even the visible Universe 
Fell under the dominion of a taste 
Less spiritual, with microscopic view 
Was scanned, as I had scanned the moral 
world ? 

O Soul of Nature ! excellent and fair I 
That didst rejoice wdth me, with whom 1, 
too. 

Rejoiced through early youth, before the 
W'inds 

And roaring waters, and in lights and 
shades 

That marched and countermarched 
about the hills 

In glorious apparition. Powers on whom 
I daily waited, now all^cyc and now 
All ear ; but never long without the heart 
Employed, and man’s unfolding intellects 
O Soul of Nature ! that, by laws divine 
Sustained and governed, still dost Ofver*' 
flow 

With an impassioned life, what feeble 
ones 

Walk on this earth ! how feeble have I 
been 

When thou wert in thy strength ! Nor 
this through stroke 
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Of human suffering, such as justifies ( Far less did rules prescribed by passive 
Reniissness and inaptitude of mind, taste. • 

But through presumption ; even in Or barren intermeddling subtleties, 

pleasure pleased ‘ - Perplex her mjnd ; but, wise as women 

Unworthily. ^disliking here, and there arc 

Liking ; by rules of mimic art transferred When genial circumstance hath favoured 
To things above all art ; but more, — for i them, 

this, * ^ I Sue welcom^jd what was given, and 


Although a strong infection of the a«/c. 
Was never much my Lahit — giving way 
To a comparison of scene with scene. 
Bent overmuch on superficial things, 
'Pampering myself with meagre noviltios 
Qf colour and proportion ; to the moods 
Of time and season, to the moral power. 
The affections and the spirit of the ] if ace. 
Insensible. Nor only did the love 
Of sitting thus in judgment interrupt 
My deeper feelings, but another cause. 
More subtle and less easily explained. 
That almost seems inherent in the 
creature. 

A twofold frame of l)ody and of mind. 
I speak in recollection of a time 
When the bodily eye, in every stage of 
life 

The most despotic of our senses, gained 


craved no more ; 

M/hate’or the sceng presented to her view 
That was the best, to that she Jfi'ak 
•attuned ^ 

By her benign s’mpVcity^Qf life, 

And through a* perfect haiipiness of soul, 
tV'hose variegated feelings were in this 
Sisters, that they were each "some new 
’‘delight, o 

Birds m tdie bower, and lambs in. the 
‘ green ‘held. 

Could th(‘y have known her, would liave 
loved ; metlioiight 

Her verv presence such a sw^ctna^.s 
f breathed, , 

That flowers, and trees, and even the 
silent hflls, ^ . . 

And every thing she looked' ofi, shoiilci 
have had • 


Such strength in me as often held my | An intimation how she l 7 ore herself 

mind Towards them and to all creatures. God 

In absolute dominion, (iladly here, delights 

Entering upon abstruser argument, In such a being ; for, her common 
Could I endeavour to unfold the means thoughts 
Which Nature studiously employs to Arc piety, her life is gratitude, 
thwart 

This tyranny, summons all the senses Even like this maid, before 1 was called 
each forth 

To counteract the other, and themselves. From the retirement of my native hills. 
And makes them all, and the objects with 1 loved whate’er I saw: 'nor lightly 
which all loved. 

Are conversant, subservient in their turn But most intensely ; never dreamt of 
To the great ends of Liberty and Power. aught 

But leave we this : enough that my de- More grand, more fair, more exquisitely 
lights framed ^ Lfeet 

(Such as they were) were sought insatiably. Than those few noofes to which my happy 
Vivid the transport, vivid though luKWere limited. 1 had not at that time 
profound ; Lived long enough, nor in the least sur- 

I roamed from hill to hill, from rock to vived 


rock. 

Still craving combinations of new forms. 


The first diviner influence of this world. 
As it appears to unaccustomed eyes. 


New pleasure, wider empire for the sight. Worshipping them among the depth of 


Proud of her own endowments, and re- 
joiced r 

To lay the inner faculties asleep. 


things. 

As piety ordained ; could I submit 
To measured admiration, or to aught 


Amid the turns and counterturns, the at should preclude humility and love? 


strife 

And various trials of our complex being. 


i felt, observed, and p( 
judge. 


,did not 


As WG grow up, such thraldom of that Yea, never thought ot judging ; with 
sense the gift 

Seems hard to shun. And yet 1 knew Of all this glory filled and satisfied. 

a maid. And afterwards, when through the gor-. 

A young enthusiast, who escaped these geous Alps 

bonds ; Roaming, 1 carried with me th6 same 

Her eye was not the mistress of her heart; heart : 
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In truth, the degradation — ^howsoe'er 
Induced, effect, in whatsoe’er degree. 

Of custom that prepares!! a* parti^ scale 
In which th6 little oft outweighs the 
great ; I • 

Or any other cause that hath ,beefa 
named ; 

Or lastly, aggravated bjfc the times 
And their impassioned sounds, which 
well might make • 

llhe milder minstrclsjcs of rural sceirt's 
Inaudible — was transient : I had known 
Too forcibly, too early in my life, * 
Visitings of infaginativc toower 
For this to last ; I sh()OK the habit off. 
Entirely and for ever, and a<»ain 
In Nature’s presence stood, as ngw I 
stand, • 

A sibiisitivf bciif^, a creative V>ul. . » 

xliere are in our existence spots of time, 
That yith distinct pre-eminence retain 
.‘a renovating virtue, whoncej depressed 
By false opink*! and contentious thought. 
Or aught •of ^icavic^ or more deadly 
• weighs . • 

In^rivial occupations, »ncl the round 
Of ordinary intercourse, our minds 
Are nourished sand ipvisibly repaired ; 

A virtao, by which pleasure is enhanced. 
That penetrates, enables us to mount, 
jiVhen high, more high, and lifts us up 
when fallen. 

This efficacious spirit chiefly lurks 
Among thosG passages of life that give 
Profoundest knowledge to what .point, 
and how. 

The mind js lord and master —outward 
sense 

The obedient servant of her will. Such 
moments 

Are scattered everywhere, talcing their 
date 

From our first childhood. 1 remember 
weU, 

That once, while yet my inexperienced' 
hand 

« Could scarcely hold a bridle, with proud 
hopes 

I mounted, and we journeyed towards the 
hills : 

An ancient servant of my father’s house 
Was with me, my encourager and guide : 
We bad not travelled long, ere some irgs- 
chance . » » 

Disjoixfed ’^[i^irom my comrade ; and, 
thrdfigh fear 

Dismounting, down the rough and stony 
moor , 

l;led my horse, and, stumbling on, at 
Ifiiigth 

Came to.a bottom, where in former times 
A murderer had been huug in iron ebnins. 


The gibbet-mast had mouldered dowiit 
\ the bones 

And iron case were gone : but on the turf. 
Hard by, soon after that fell deed was 
wrought. 

Some unknown hand ha^ carved the 
murderer’s name. 

The monumental letters were inscribed 
In {imes long past*; but still, from year 
year. 

By supcrslition of the neighbourhood. 
The grass is cleared away, and to this 
• hour 

The characters are fresh and visible : 

A casual glance had shown them, and I 
fled, 

FaUering and faint, and ignorant of the 
road : 

Then, rea.scending the bare common, saw 
A naked pool that lay beneath the hills^ 
The beacon on the biimmit, and, more 
near, 

A girl, who bore a pitcher on her head. 
And seemed with difficult steps to force 
her way 

Against the blowing wind. It was, in 
truth. 

An ordinary sight ; but I should need 
Colours and words that are unknown to 
man. 

To paint the visionarv dreariness 
Which, while I looked all round for my 
lost guide, 

Invested moorland waste, and naked 
pool. 

The beacon crowning the lone eminence. 
The female and her garments vexed and 
tossed 

By the strong wind. When, in the 
blessed hours 

Of early love, the loved one at my side, 
I roamed, in daily presence of this scene. 
Upon the naked pool and dreary crags. 
And oil the melancholy beacon, fell 
A spirit of pleasure and youth’s golden 
gleam ; 

And think ye not with radiance more 
sublime 

For these remembrances, and for the 
power. 

They had left behind ? So filing 
comes in aid 

Of feeling, and diversAy of strength 
Attends us, if but oiicc we have been 
strong. 

Oh ! inystery of man, from what a depth 
Proceed thy honours. I am lost, but see 
In simple childhood something of the 
base 

On whieh thy greatness stands ; but 
this I feel. 

That from thyself it comes, that thou 
must give* 
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Else never canst receive. The days goift 
by » ■ / 

Return upon me almost from the dawn 
Of life : the hiding-places of man's power 
Open ; I would approach them, but they 
close. f 

I see by glimpses now ; w'hen age comes 
' on. 

May scarcely see at all T and I would gp-e. 
While yet we may, as far as wurds^iaii 
give, • • 

Substance and life to what I feel, enshrin- 
ing. 

Such is my hope, the spirit of the Past 
For future restoration. — Yet another 
Of these memorials : — 

One Christmas-tifnc, 
On the glad eve of its d(;ar holidays. 
Feverish, and tired, and restless, I went 
forth 

Into the fields, impatient for the sight 
Of those led jjalfrcys that should bear us 
home ; 

My brothers and myself. There rose a 
crag. 

That, from the meeting-point of two high- 
ways 

Ascending, overlooked them both, far 
stretched ; 

Thither, uncertain on which road to fix 
My expectation, thither I repaired, 
Scout-like, and gained the summit ; 
’twas a day 

Tiempestuous, dark, and w'ild, and on the 
grass 

I 'sate half-sheltered by a naked wall ; 
Upon my right hand couched a single 
sheep. 

Upon my left a blasted hawthorn stood ; 
With those companions at my side, I 
watched. 

Straining my eyes intensely, as the mist 
Gave intermitting prospect of the co,..sc 
And plain bemcath. Ere we to school 
returned, — 


That dreary time, — ere we had been ten 
days 

Sojourners in father's house, he died; 
And 1 and mv three brothers, orphan^ 
thru, \ 

Follo)ved hisi body to the grave. Th% 
event, 

With all the sprrow that it brought, 
appeared < 

iV chastisement ; and when 1 called to 
* mind r (crafi 

That day so lately past, when from'iljic 
I looked in such anxiety of hope ; 

With trite reflectiotii' of morality. 

Y^t in the deepest passion, I bowed low 
To Ciod, Who thus corrected my desires ; 
And,, afterwards, the wind and sleety 
lain, *■ 

Aiic^ all thQ'f’business of the elements', 
The single sheep, and the one blasted tfee, 
And the bleak music from that old stone 
wall, 

The noise of wood and w'ater, and th’e miSi' 
ThaV. on the line of each lOf those two* 
roads e " 

Advanced in^such indispinablf* shapes 
All these were kindred spectacles apd 
sounds 

To which I of t rcpairc^i, and thence \vould 
drink, « 

As at a fountain ; and on winter nights, 
Dowmto this very time, when storm and' 
rain 

Beat on mv roof, or, haply, at noon -day,, 
While in a grove I walk, whose lofty trees. 
Laden with summer's thickest foliage,, 
rock 

In a strong wind, some working of the 
spirit, *' 

Some inward agitations thence are 
brought, 

Whate’er their office, whether to beguile 
Thoughts over busy in the course they 
took, ^ 

Or animate an hour jof vacant ease. 


BOOK THIRTEENTH 


IMAGINATION AND TAStli, HOW 
IMPAIRED AND RESTORED 

CONdLuDED 

From Nature doth emotion come, and 
moods 

Of calmness equally are Nature's gift : 

This is her glory ; these two attributes 

Are sister horns that constitute her 
strength. 

Hence Genius, boni to thrive by inter- 
change 

Of peace and excitation, finds in her 


I His best and purest friend ; from her 
I receives 

That energy by w'hich he seeks the truth,- 
I From her that happy stillness of the mind 
! '^^ch fits him to Teceiw it when un- 
j sought. * • 

; Such benefit the humblest intellects 
Partake of, each in their degree ; 'tis 
I mine * [felt ; 

j To speak, what I myself have known and 
Smooth task t for words find easy way*, 
i inspired 
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By gratitude, and confidence in truth. 
Long time in search of knowledge did 1 
range - ^ * 

The field of hiiman life, 'f. heart and 
mind | • 

Benighted ; but, the dawn bcginiv'ng 
now 

To re-appear, ’twas proved that not in 
vain • 

I had been taught to reverence a Power 
Tknt is the visible qualify and shape * 
And image of right reason ; that matij^res 
Her processes by steadfast laws ; gives 
birth • ' • 

To no impatient nr falInci(^l 1 s hopes. 

No heat of passion or excessive zeal. 

No vain conceits ; provokes to no quick 
turns • 

a Of sdf-applaudin * intellect : iVit trails 
Tom^kness, and exalts bv hiiniblc faith : 
Holds up. before the mind intoxicate 
With present objects, and the busy 
; dance • , ^ 

'Of things that ^lass away, a temperate 
show * m • 

'Of objeetjf Wiat endure ; ;uKi by this 
^oiirsc • 

Disposes her, when ovci -fondly se^ 

On thrcawing of> inci||iibrances, to seek 
In man, •and in thc^ frame of social life, 
Whate’er there is desirable and go<»d 
Of kindred permanence, unchanged in 
form 

.And function, or, through strict vicissi- 
tude 

Of life and death, revolving. Above all 
Were re-established now those watchful 
thoughts^ 

’Which, seeing little worthy or sublime 
Hn what the Historian's pen so much de- 
lights 

To blazon — power and energy detached 
From moral purpose- -early tutored me 
'To look with feelings of fraternal love 
Upon the unassuming things that hold 
A silent statioa in this beauteous world 

’ Thus moderated, thus composed, 1 
found 

^Once more in Man an object of delight, 
■Of pure imagination, and of love ; 

.And, as the horizon of my mind enlarged. 
Again I took the intellectual eye 
For my instruefor, studious more to seci 
•Great truths, th^ touch and handle* 
littlifon^’T • 

iKnowledge''*was given, accordingly ; my 
trust « 

(Became more fir^ in feelings that had 
stood 

The test of such a trial ; clearer far 
sense of excellence — of right and 
wrong : 


! The promise of the present time retired 
Int^ its true proportion ; sanguine 
schemes, 

Ambitious projects, pleased me less ; 
I sought 

For present good in life’s fandliar face, 
And built thereon my hopes of good to 
come. 

• 

* With settling juc^rnents now of what 
would last 

.^nd what would disapp ‘ar ; prepared 
• to hiid 

Presumption, folly, madness, in the men 
Who thrust themselves upon the passive 
world 

As Killers of the world ; to see in these. 
Even when the public welfare is their aim. 
Plans without thought, or built on 
tlicories 

Vague and unsound : and having brought 
the bo«»ks 

Of modern statists to their proper test. 
Life, human life, with ali its sacred 
claiins 

Of sex and .'ige, and heavcn-descctided 
lights. 

Mortal, or those beyond the reach of 
death ; 

And having thus discerned bow dire a 
thing 

Is worshipped in that idol proudly named 
“ The Wealth of Nations.” where alone 
that wealth 

Is lodged, and how increased ; and hav- 
ing gained 

A more judicious knowledge of the worth 
.\nd dignity of indn idual man. 

No ci^mposition ol the brain, but man 
Of whom we read, the man whom we 
behold 

With our own eyes — I could not but 
inquire — 

Not with less interest than heretofore. 
But greater, though in spirit more sub- 
' dued — 

Why is this glorious creature to be 
found 

One only in ten thousand ? What one 
is. 

Why may not millions be ? What bars 
arc thrown 

By Nature in the way Jf such a hope ? 
Our animal appetites and daily wants, 

‘ ^re these obstructions insurmountable ? 
If not, then others vanish into air. 

“ Inspect the basis of the social pile ; 
Inquire,” said 1, ” how much of mental 
power 

And genuine virtue they possess who live 
Bv bodily toil, labour exceeding far 
Tbcir due proportion, under all the 
weight 
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Of that injustice which upon ourselves 
Ourselves entail." Such estimate / to 
frame 

I chiefly looked (what need to look 
beyond ?) 

Among the ratural abodes of men. 

Fields with their rural works ; recalled 
to mind 

My earliest notices* w'ith these rf'om- 
pared • *■ 

The observations made in later youth. 
And to that day continued. — For, the 
time • 

Had never been when throes of mighty 
Nations 

And the world’s tumult unto me could 
yield. * 

How far soe’er transjDorted and possessed. 
Full measure of content ; but still 1 
craved 

An intermingling of distinct regards 
And truths of individual sympathy 
Nearer ourselves. Such often might be 
gleaned 

From the great City, else it must have 
proved 

To me a heart -depressing wilderness ; 

But much was wanting : therefore did 
I turn 

To you, ye pathways, and ye lonely 
roads ; 

Sought you enriched with everything I 
prized, 

With human kindnesses and simple joys. 


Oh ! next to one dear state of bliss, 
vouchsafed 

Alas ! to few in this untoward world. 
The bliss of walking daily in life s prime 
Through held or forest with the maid we 
love, 

While yet our hearts arc young, while yet 
we breathe 

Nothing but happiness, in some lone 
nook. 

Deep vale, or any where, the home dlf 
both. 

From which it would be misery to stir 
Oh ! next to such enjoyment of our 
youth. 

In my esteem, next to such dear delight. 
Was that of wandering on from day to 
day • 

Where I could meditate in peace, and 
cull 

Knowledge that step by step might lead 
me oh 

To wisdom ; nr, as lightsome as a bird 
Wafted upon the wind from distant lands. 
Sing notes of greeting to strange fields or 
groves, 

.Which lacked not voice to welcome me 
in turn : 


And, when that pleasant toil had ceased 
to please. 

Converse wi^'men, where if we meet a 
face I 

We almost fleet a friend, on naked 
, heaths 

With long ling ways before, by cottage 
bench, • 

Or well-spring where the weary traveller 
rests. 


>J^'ho doth not love to follow w’iflfc his 
eye 

The windings df a dnblic fvay ? the sight, 
|«Familiar object as it is, hath wrought 
On mv imagination since the morn 
Of 4?liildhood, when a disappearing line, 
One daily t/rcsent to my eyes, that 
. crossid » . ' e 

The naked summit of a far-off hill § 
Beyond the limits that my feet had trod. 
Was like an invitation into spar/'. 
Bpiindles'i, or guide into eternity. * ‘ 

Yes, soinothing of tlie grandeur which 
inv^ests • • 

The iiiariiiftr, who sails the* retiring sAa 
Tlirough sturm^nd darkness, early ip my 
mind 

Surrounded, too, |he w^anderer# of the 
earth ; • 

Grandeur as much, and loveliness far 
more. » 

Awed have I been by strolling Dedlamites ; 
From many other uncouth vagrants 
(passed 

111 fear) have walked with quicker step ; 
but why 

Take note of this ? Wheq I began to 
enquire, 

To watch and question those I met, and 
speak 

W^ithout reserve to them, the lonely roads 
Were open schools in which 1 daily read 
With most delight the passions of man- 
kind. 

Whether by words, looks, sighs, or tears,* 
revealed ; 

There saw into the depth of human souls; 
Souls that appear to have no depth at all 
To careless eyes. And — ^now convineed 
at heart 

How little those formalities, to which 
With overweening trust glone we give 
The name of Education, have to do 
cj^ith real feeling and jwi^^imse ; bow vain 
A correspondence with^^ayeftig world 
Proves lo the most ; and called to msdse 
good s(?arch 

If man’s estate, by dooi^ of Nature yokeil 
With toil, be therefore yoked with ignor- 
ance ; 

If virtue bejndeed so hard to rear, 

' And intellectual strength sorttfeaboon — 
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I prized such walks still more, for there Here might I pause, and bend in rever- 
I found I , ' ence 

Hope to my hope, and to my pleasure To Nature, and the power of human 
peace J minds, 

And steadiness, and hcaliilg and repose To men as they arc men within them- 
To every angry passion. There I heard, ^ se’ves. I in. 

From mouths of men obscure and lowly. How oft high service is performed with- 
truths * When all the external man is rude in 

Replete with honour ; soui?ds in unison . %Jinw, — 

Wjth loftiest promises of good and fair^ Not like a temple »rich with pomp and 

gold. 

There arc who think that strong a^lee- But a mere mountain ehapcl, that pro- 
^ tion, love , ^ , ' * tects 

Known by whatever name, is falsely Its simple worshippers from sun and 
deemed >■ shower. 

A gift, to use a term which they would Of these, said I. sliall be my song ; of 
use, ^ “ these, 

^ Of vulgar nature ;jthat its growth requires ; If future years iiiatiire me for the task, 

' Retircriieni; leisure, language i^irihed*' Will I record the praises, making verse 
By idanncrs studied and elaborate : I Deal boldly with substantial things ; in 

That wJioso feels such passion in its i truth' 

. t. strength ! And sanctity of passion, s])eak of these. 

Must live, within the very light and tir That justice riui\ be done, obeisance paid 
Of courteoqs usages refined by art. ! Where it is due : thus haply shall I teach, 
"^rue is it, whe.ffc oppilission worse than Inspire ; through unadulterated cars 
deatA * - * Poi:^ rapture, tenderness, and hope, — 

Salutes the being at his biYth, where grace my theme 

Of culture hatl^ been utterly uuknow'ii. No other than llic verv heart of man. 
And poverty and laLtuir in excess .As found among the best of those who 

From day to day pre-occiipy the ground live. 

Of the affections, and to Nature’s self Not unexalted by religious faith, 

, Ojjpose a deeper nature ; there, indeed. Nor uninformed by books, good books, 
Love cannot' be ; nor does it thrive with though few, 

ease In Nature’s presence : thence may I 

Among the close, and overcrowded haunts select 

Of cities, wJierc the human heart is sick. Sorrow, that is not .sorrow, but delight ; 
And the eye feeds it not, and cannot feed. And miserable Jove, that is not pain 
— Yes, ill th>)se wanderings deeply did 1 To hear of, for thii glory that redounds 
feel Therefrom to huiuaii kiiid, and what we 

How we mislead each other ; above all, are. 

How books mislead us, seeking their Be mine to follow with no timid step 
reward i Where knowledge leads me : it shall be 

From judgments of the wealthy Few, ' my pride 

who see » *• I That 1 have dared to tread this holy 

, By artificial lights ; how they debase • , ground. 

The Many for the pleasure of those Few ; Speaking no dream, but things oracular : 
Effeminately level down the truth 1 Matter not lightly to be heard by those 

’ ^ To certain general notions, for the sake Who to the letter of the outward promise 
Of being understood at once, or else 1H> read the invisible soul: by men 

Through want of better knowledge in the . adroit 

heads : In speech, and for communion with the 

That framed them ; flattering self-con- 1 world ^ 

oeit with wordr. ' Accomplished ; minds whose faculties 

That, while they most ambitiously sA ! arc then 

forth _ * j*Most active when they are most eloquent. 

Extrinsic 41flereflces, the outward marks \ And elevated most when most admired. 
Whereby society has parted man j Men may be found of other mould than 

From man, neglect the uniVersal heart. ' these, 

• i Who are their own upholders, to them- 

Here, calling up to mind what then 1 selves 

saw, ‘ lilncouragement, and energy, and will, 

A youthful traveller, and see daily now , Expressing liveliest thoughts in lively 
In the familiar circuit of my home, • i words 
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As native passion dictates. Others. ;too. That unto him hath also been vouchsafed 
There ai% among the walks of homel^f life An insight (hat in some sort he j^ossesses. 
Still highef*, men for contemplation A privilege wtiercby a work of his* 

framed, . Proceeding from a source of untaught 

£ hy. and unpractised in the strife of ; "things, I 

phras*?-; j Creative and enduring, mav become 

Meek men, whose very souls perhaps . A power like one of Nature’s. To a hope 
would sink • ■ Not less ambKious once among the wilds 

Beneath them, summoned to suc|j*^nte^- Of Sariim*s*Plain, my youthful spirit was’ 
course : « raised : 

Theirs is the language of the heavens, the There, as I ranged at will the p^tAral 
power, I joy : • downs ^ 

The thought, the image, and the siMit Trackless anc^smqoth, or paced the bare . 
Words are but under-agents in their souls ; white rev^ds * 

When they are grasr>ing with their great-* I.engthening in solitude their dreary line, 


est strength. 


Time with his retinue of ages fled 


They do not breathe among them : this I Bjtckwards, nor checked his flight until I 


speak j 

In gratitude to God, Who feeds our hearts 


Otjr dim^incestral Past in vision clear ; 


For His own service ; knoweih, loveth us. Saw multitudes of men, and, he*i and 


When we are unregarded by* the world i there, 

' A single Briton clothed in wolf-skin ^jes,t. 
Also, about this time did I receive ! M'lth shield 'and stone-axe, stride across 
Convictions still more strong than here- the w'old ; " 

tofore, The voice of spc&rs wa^he^d, the ratt- 

Not only that the inner frame is good, ling sfeer • • * 

And graciously composed, but that, no Shaken by aftns of mighty bone, in 


less, strength, 

Nature for all conditions w^ants not power Long mouldered, «f bai^aric m&jesty. 


To consecrate, if we have eyes to see. 
The outside of her creatures, and to 
breathe 

Grandeur upon the very humblest face 
Of human life. I felt that the array 
Of act and circumstance, and visible 
form, 


I called on Darkness — but bWore the 
word 

Was uttered, midnight darkness sceravd 
to take 

All objects from my sight ; and lo ! 
again 

The Desert visible by dismal flames ; 


Is mainly to the pleasure of the mind It is the sacrificial altar, fed 

What passion m<akes them ; that mean- With living men — how deep the groans ! 


while the forms 

Of Nature have a passion in themselves, 
That intermingles with those works of I 
man I 


the voice 

Of those that crowd the giant wicker 
thrills 

The monumental hillocks, and the pomp 


To which she summons him ; although Is |,for both worlds, the living and the 
the works dead. • , 

Bemean, have nothing lofty of their 0^1^; At other moments — (for through that 


And that the Genius of the Poet hence 


wide waste 


May boldly take his w'ay among mankind Three summer days I roamed) where'er 


Wherever Nature leads ; that he hath 
stood 

By Nature's side among the men of old. 


the Plain • 

Was figured o’er with circlesp lines, or 
mounds. 


And so shall stand for ever. Dearest That yet survive, a work, as some divine, 


Friend I ^ I Shaped by the Druids, so to represent 

If thou partake the animating faith Their knowledge of the heavens, and 
That Poets, even as Prophets, each with I * image forth 

*rrhe conste/iatioiis — ( charmed 
Connected in a mighty scheme of truth, j Into a waking dream, \ rerepe 


Hwe own pecxiViai iaoxVly , \ 

Heaven's gift, a sense that fits him to 
perceive 

Objects unseen before, thou wilt not 
blame 

The humblest of this band who dares to 
hope 


TYiaX, vjvth beWevvag e^es, where' cc 1 
turned,* 

Beheld long -bearded teachers, with white 
wands 

Uplifted, pointing to the starry sky, 

Alternately, and plain l^eloWi'^ while 
breath 
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Of music swayed their motions, and the We; wer^ as strangers ; and 1 may not 
waste , , 'speak 

Rejoiced with .them and ^ me in those Thus wrongfully of verse, however rude, 
sweet sounds. j Which on thy young imagination, 

S ^ trained [far. 

This for the past, and things that may Tn the great City, broke lik^ light from 
be viewed Moreover, eacli man’s Mind is to herself 

Or fancied in the obscurity af years Witness and judge : and I remember 

From monumental hints : ^nd thou, O Well 

Friend ! , That in life's every-day appearances 

PlJased with some ’unpremeditated' I seeitu’d about this time to gain clear 
strains » sight 

That served those wanderings to beguile, Oc a new world — a world, too, that was 
hast said * fit 

That then and there my niiiid had exer- ^To be transmitted, and to other eyes 
cised xMade visible ; as ruled by those fixed 

Upon the vulgar forms of present things, laws 

The actual world of our fanflli.'r days. Whence spiritual dignity originates, 
■''Yet higher •powe’? : had caught fre Which do both give it being and maintain 
them a tone, A balance, an ennobling interchange 

An image,* and a character, by books Of action f^om without and from within : 
Not hitherto reflected. Call we this The excellence, pure function, and best 
A* partial judgment — and yH why ? for power 

then ' Both of the object seen, and eye that sees. 

^ *1 .* 

BOOK FOURTEENTH 

CONCLUSION I nothing either seen or heard that 

! checked 

In one of those excursions (may they neVr • Those musiiigs or diverted, save that 
F*^e from remembrance !) through the i once 

Northern tracts The shepherd’s lurcher, who, among the 

Of Cambria ranging with a youthful crags, 

friend, Had to his joy unearthed a hedgehog, 

I left Bethgelert’s huts at coaching-time, teased 

And westward took my way, to see the His coilecl-iip-prey with barkings tiirbu- 
sun • lent. 

Rise, from the top of Snowdon. To the This small adventure, for even such it 
door seemed 

Of a rude cottage at the mountain’s base In that wild place and at the dead of 
We came, and roused the shepherd who j night, 

attends Being over and forgotten, on we wound 

The adventurou,^ stranger’s steps, a trusty In silence as before. With forehead beiit 
guide ; , b^avthward, as if in opposition set 

^hen, cheered by short refreshment. ' Against an enemy, I jianted up 

sallied forth. ; With eager pace, and no less eager 

I thoughts. 

' It was a close, warm, breezeless sum- j Thus might wc wear a midnight hour 
mer night. { away. 

Wan, dull, and glaring, with a dripping , Ascending at loose distance each from 
fog each, ^ 

Low-hung and thick that covered all the And 1, as chanced, the toremost of the 
. sky ; W band ; 

But, undj^couj^qged, we began to climb jf^hen at my feet the ground appeared to 
The moun^ii|-sicR. The mist soon girt brighten, 

us round, \ And with a step or two seemed brightec 

And, ailet endinary txaveWer? talk \ stiW 

With our coilducitor, pensively we sank ; Nor was time given to ask. or learn the 
Each into commerce with his private cause, 

thoughts For instantly a light upon the turf 
Thus did we bteast the ascent, and by Fell like a flash, and lo ! as J looked up, 
myself The Moon hung naked in a firmament 
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Of azure without cloud, and at* my .feet That men, least sensitive, see, hear, per- 
Rested h silent sea of hoary mist. ^ ceive, , a 

A hundred hills their dusky backs up- And cannot cnoose but feel. The power, 
heaved which ifil 

All over this still ocean : and beyond, AcWiowledgl when thus moved, which 
Far, far Veyoiid, the solid vapours " Nature thus 

stretched. To bodily sense exhibits, is the express 

In headlands, tong^ues, and promontory Rosen iblanccf of that glorious faculty 
shapes, , That highoY minds be.ar with theni as 

Into the main Atlantic, that appeared , thoir own. 

To dwindle, and give, up his majestv. This is the very*spirit in which th^y deal 
Usurped, upon far as the sight could With the whole compass of the uniwrse : 
reach. • They from their ijative selves can .send 

^ Not so the ethereal vault ; encroachmcMit abroad r * 

iKnip. i‘ Kindred mutations ; for themselves 

Was there, nor loss, only the kiferiorl create 

stars ’ A hke existence ; and, whene'er it dawns 

Had disappeared, or shed a fainter light Created k)r ihcrn, catcii it, or are qaught 
In the clear presence of the full-orbed By its iifi'vitable mastery, • * 

Moon. Like angels stopped upon the wkig by 

Who, from her sovereign c’lev^t^oll, gazed sound 

Upon the billowy ocean, as it lay Of harmonv from Heav'en’s ^'cmfttc.st 

All meek and silent, save tliat through t sphrtcsf 

a nft — Them the enduring and tlie transient both 

Not distant from the shore whereon we Serve to exalt ; • they fciiiid up greatest 
stood. tiling^ • • * 

A fixed, abysmal, |gloomy, breathing- From least suggestions ; ever ot the 
place — ' watch. 

Mounted Ithe roar of waters, torrents. Willing to work anti to be wrcaigHt Upon, 
streams They need not extraordinary cmls 

Innumerable, roaring with one voice ! To roii'^e them ; in a world of life they 
Heard over earth and sea, and, in that live, • , 

hour. By sensible impressions not enthralled. 

For so it seemed, felt by the starry But by their quickening impulse made 
Ireavcns. ' more prompt 

To hold fit converse with the spiritual 
Wien into air had partially dissolved world. 

That vision, given to spirits of the night And with the generations 4*f mankind 
And three chance human wanderers, in Spread over time, past, present, and to 
calm thought come. 

Reflected, it appeared to me the type Age after age, till Time shall be no more. 

Of a majestic intellect, its acts Such minds are truly from the Deity, 

And its possessions, what it has and For they are Powers ; and hence the 
craves. highest bliss • • 

What in itself it is, and would becorre.. That flesh can know is theirs — the con- 
Thcre I beheld the emblem of a mind scioiisness * 

That feeds upon infinity, that broods Of Whom they arc, habitually infused 
Over the dark abyss, intent to hear Through every image and through evefV 

Its voices issuing forth to silent light thought. 

In one continuous stream ; a mind sus- And all affections by communion raised 
tained From earth to heaven, from human to 

By recognitionj} of transcendent power, divine ; 

In sense conducting to ideal form, ' Hence endless occupation for the Soul, 
In soul of more than mortal privilege. •A^hether discursive or intuitive ; 

One function, above all, of such a miiia Hence cheerfulness for act? of ^ally life. 
Had Nature shadowed there, by putting Emotions which best fbrespgjit need not 
forth. fear, 

’Mid circumstances awful and sublime. Most wortlfy then of trust when most 
That mutual domination which she loves intense. • 

To exert upon the face of outward things. Hence, amid ills that veX and wrongs that 
So moulded, joined, abstracted, so en- crush 

dowed Our hearts — if here the words of Holy 

W'ith interchangeable supremacy. Writ 
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May with fit reverence be applied — that 
peace • , 

Which pas^eth. understanding, that re- 
pose I 

In moral judgments whixi from'' this 
pure source 

Must come, or will by man be souglit in 
vain. * 


ph ! who is he that hath his whole life, 
long ’ 

Preserved, enlarged, this freedom m him- 
self ? , i n 

For this alone is genuine "'berty : 

Where is the favoured being who hath 
held 

That course unchecked, unerring, .*nd 
pntired. , 

111 one peii)etual progress smCioth and 
bright ? — 

A humbler destinv hai'c wc retrac?d, 
AiH luU cjf lapse and hesitating choice. 
And backward wanderings Mo.ig thor'v 
ways : 

Yet — coinpSsseu* roui.tl b>' mouiitaiii 
solitftdi'fj, 

Within whose solnnii temple I received 
M> earliest visitations, careles- then 
Of whar was gi\Tii m.. ; and wliich now I 
ran'fee, 

A meditative, oft a suffering man — 

E'o 1 declare — in accents which, from 
truth 

Deriving rlieerful confidence, shall blend 
Their modulation with these vocal 
streams — 

That, whatsoever falls mv better mind. 
Revolving with the accidents of life. 
May have sustained, that, huwsoc'er mis- 
led, 

Never did T, in quest of right and wrong. 
Tamper with conscience from a private 
aim ; 

Nor was in any xmblit hope the dupe 
Of selfish passions ; nor did ever yield 
Wilfully to mean cares or low pursuits. 
But shiuiik with apprehensive jealousy 
l^rom every combination which might aid 
The tendency,, too potent in itself. 

Of use and custom to bow down the soul 
Under a growing weight of vulgar sense. 
And substitute a universe of death 
For that which, moves with light and Ufe 
. informed. 

Actual,, divine, and tmie. To fear ana 
love, i» • 

To love as prime and chief, for there fear 
ends. 

Be .this ascribed ; to early intercourse. 
Inpresence of sublime or beautiful forms. 
With the* adverse principles of pain and 
joy— 

Evil as one is rashly named by men 


Whp krA)w not what they speak. By 
■* love subsists 

All lasting grandeur, by perv^ading love ; 
That gone, we are as dust. — Behold the 
fields 

In balmy siTring-time full of rtsiiig flowers 
And joyous creatures ; see that pair, the 
lamb 

And^the lamb's mother, and their tender 
ways 

Shall touch thee to the heart ; thou call- 
cst this love. 

And not inaptly so. for Jove it is. 

Far as it carries thee. In .some green 
I bower 

Rest, and be not alone, but have thou 
there 

The (hie who is thy choice of all the 
world : 

Tliere linger, listening, gazing, with de- 
light ' 

Tmpa.ssioned, but delight hf)W pitiable ! 

I Unless this love bv a still higher love 
Be hallowed, love that breathes not with- 
out awe ; 

Lo\e that adores, but on the knees of 
prayer, 

By heaven inspired ; that frees from 
chains the soul, 

Lifted, in union with the purest, best. 

Of earth-born passions, on the w’iiigs of 
praise 

Bearing a tribute to the Almighty’s 
Throne. 

This spiritual Love acts not nor can 
exist 

W'itliout Imagination, w'hich, in truth. 

Is but aiiotlier name for absolute power 
And clearc.st in.sigJit, amplitude of mind, 
And Reason in her most exalted mood. 
This faculty hath been the feeding source 
Of our long labour : we have traced the 
stream 

From the blind cavern wlieiice is faintly 
- hi*ard 

Its natal murmur ; followed it to light 
And open day ; accompanied its course 
Among the ways of Nature, for a time 
Lost siglit of it bewildered and cn> . 
gul[)hed ; 

Then given it greeting as it rose once 
more 

In strength, reflecting from its placid « 
» breast 

The w'orks of man and face of human life ; 
And lastly, from its progress have we 
drawn • 

Faith ii. life endless, the sustaining 
thought 

Qf human Being, Eternity, and God. 

Imagination having been our theme, 

So also hath that intellectual Love, 
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For they are each in each, anu cannot j But thou didst plant its crevices with 
sta6d I flowers, . 

Dividually.— Here must thou be, O Man ! ■ Han/? it with shrubs that twinkle in the 
Power to thyself ; no Helper hast thou , breeze, r 

here ; j Andoteach the little birds to build their 

Here keepc<> thou in sinj?leness thy state : ! nests 

No other can divide with thee this work: ! And warble in its chambers. At a time 

No secondary hand can intervene { When N at ure,i destined to remain so ionft 

To fashion this ability ; *tis thine, | Foremost in my affections, had fallen 

The prime and vital principle is thme i back 

In the recesses of thy nature, far 7nto a second place, pleased to h^ohie 

From any reach of outward fellowship, A handmaid to a nobler than her%f. 
Else is not thine at all. But joy to him. When every day brought with it some 
Oh, joy to him who here hath sown, hath / new sense 

laid I Of exquisite regard for common things. 

Here, the foundation of his future years ! ! And all the earth was budding witn these 
For all that friendship, all that love can ! i gifts 

do, I Of more refuted humanity, thy bredtfa. 

All that a darling countenance can look Drar Sister ! was a kinuof gentler spring 
Or dear voice utter, to complete the man, ' That went before my steps. Theri>after 
Perfect him, made imperfect in himself, : came 

All shall be his : and he whose soul hath ■ One whom with thee friendship had egrly 
risen ■ paired ; 

Up to the height of feeling intellect j She came, no more a phantom to adorn 
Shall want no humbler tenderness ; his j A moment, but an inmsyc of the heart, 
heart i And yet a -pfrit, there for n,e in shrined 

Be tender as a nursing mother's heart ; | To penetrate fne lofty and the low • 

Of female softness shall his life be full, • Even as one essence of pervading light 
Of humble cares and delicate desires, j Shines, in the brightest of ten thousand 
Mild interests and gentlest sympathies. | stars, » 

: And, the meek worm that feeds her lonely 
Child of my parents ! Sister of my soul ! j lamp 

Thanks in sincerest verse have been else- • Couched in the dewy grass. 

where 1 With such a theme. 

Poured out for all the early tenderness ' Coleridge ! with this my argument, of 
Which I from thee imbibed : and *tis ■ thee 


most true • Shall 1 be silent ? O capacious Soul ! 

That later seasons owed to thee no less ; ' Placed on this earth to love and under- 
For, spite of thy sweet iiiflunice and the ; stand, 

touch I And from thy presence shed the light 6f 

Of kindred hands that opened out the ; love, 

springs Shall I be mute, ere thou be spoken of ? 

Of genial though* in childhood, and in Thy kindred influence to my heart of 
spite I hearts 

Of all that unassisted I had marked , Did also find its way. Thus fear relaxed 
In life or nature of those charms minute ' Her over-weening grasp ; thus thoughts ^ 
That win their way into the heart by j and things 

stealth I In the sclf-hauuting spirit learned to take 

(Still to the very going-out of youth) | More rational proportions; mystery, 

T too exclusively esteemed that love. The incumbent mystery of sense and 
And sought that beauty, which, as Milton soul, 

sings. Of life and death, time and eternity» 

Hath tenor in «it. Thou didst soften Admitted more habitually a mild 
down Iiterposition — a serene delight 

This over-sternness ; but for thccp dear Hn closelier gathering cares, such asl>e« 
Friend ! come ^ ' 

My soul, too reckless of mild grace, had A human creature,^ howsoever endowed, 
stood • Poet, or destined for a humbler name ; 

In her original self too confident. And so the deep enthusiastic joy, . 

Ket allied too long a countenance severe ; The rapture of the hallelujah sent 
A rock with torrents roaring, with the From all that breathes and is, was 
clouds chastened, stemmed 

Familiar, and a favourite of the stars : And balanced by pathetic truth, by trust. 
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In hopeful reason, leaning the stay : Ancr moral notions too intolerant. 

Of Providence.; and in reverence for * Sympathies too contracted. Hence, 
duty, a j when called 

Here, if need be, strugglingfwith stdfms. j To take a station among men, the step 
and there • > Was easier, the transition iflorc secure. 

Strewing in peace life's humblest ground j More profitable also ; for, the mind 
with herbs, • > Learns from such linaely exercise to keep 

At every season green, sweet %t all hours, j In wl^esome separation the two natures, 

^ The one that feels* the other that ob- 
Aiid now, O Friend ? this history is^ serves, 
brought • 

To its appointed close.: the discipline •Vet one wj^rd more of personal con- 
•And consuminaflon or a P*8el s mind, cern ; — 

In every thing that stood most prominent, •Since I withdrew unwillingly from France, 
Have faithfully been pictured ; we have I led an uiidoinestic wanderer’s life, 
reached • In LrMidou chiefly harboured, whence I 

The tirfte (our guiding objeCt ^rom the roamed, 

• fifst) • • • • Tarrying at will in many a pleasant spot 

When*we may, not presumptuously, I Of rural England’s cultivated vales 

hope," Or Canibriin solitudes. A youth — (he 

Suppose ^y powers so far confirmed, bore 

and such ^ • % The name of Calvert — it shall live, if 

My knowledge, Us to make me capable words 

Of building a jWVork that shall endure. | Of mine can give it life.) in firm belief 
Vfflt niuch«h;vth been uinittecF, as need That bv endowments not from me with- 
• hclvl Icay 

Of books how much I and even of the Good might be furthered- -in his last de- 
othet wealthP * By a bequest sufficient for m^Aeeds 

That is crtlicctod among woods and fields. Enabled me to pause for choice, and 
Far more : for Nature’s secoiidcury grace walk 

Hcgh hitherto been barely touched upon. At large and unrestrained, nor damped 
•The charm more superficial that attends tpo soon 
Her works, as they present to Fancy’s Bv mortal cares. Himself no Poet, yet 
choice Far less a common iol lower of the world. 

Apt illustrations of the moral w'orld. He deemed that my pursuits and labours 
Caught at a glance, or traced with curious lay 

pains. • Apart from all that leads to wealth, or 

even 

Finally, and above all, O Friend ! (I A necessary maintenance insures, 

speak Without some hazard to the finer sense ; 

With due regret) how much is overlooked He cleared a passage for me, and the 
In human nature and her subtle ways, stream 

As studied first jn uur«owu hearts, and Flowed in the bent of Nature. 

then . Having now 

Th life among the passions of mankind. Told w'hat best merits mention, further 
Varying their composition and their hue, pains 
.'V Where’er we move, under the diverse Our present pur jiosc seems not to require, 
V • shapes . And I have other tasks. Recall to mind 

That individual character presents The mood in w-hich this labour was begun, 

To an attentive eye. For progress meet, O Friend! The termination of my 
Along this intricate and difficult path, course , 

Whate'er was wsg;iting, something had I Is nearer now, much nearer ; yet even 
gained, p then, 

As'one of many schoolfelkiws compelled, in that distraction and intense desire. 
In hardy iR(^p|indcnce, to stand up I said unto the life which I had lived. 

Amid conflicting intere^s, and the shock Where art thou ? Hear I not a voice 
Of various tempers ; to endurC and note from thee 
P What was-not undgi^tood, though known Which 'ti$ reproach to hear ? Anon I 

* to be ; rose 

Among the niysteries of love and hate. As if on wings, and saw beneath me 
Honour and shame, looking to right and stretched 

left, Vast prospect of the world which I had 

Unf^ecked bs' k^ocente too delicate, been 
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An(i was ; and hence this Song, which 
like a lark 

I have protracted, in the unwearied 
heavens 

Singing, a:;d often with more plaintive 
voice 

To earth attcmpcro^l and her deep-drawn 
sighs. 

Yet centring all in lr>vc, and in £hr en%l 
All gr.atulant, if rigr^tly understood. 

Whether to me shall be allotted lif«‘. 
And, with life, power to accoiii])lish 
aught of worth, 

That will be deemed no msiifll'jcient plea'l 
For having given the of myself. 

Is all uncertain : but, beloved Friend ! 
When, looking back, thou seost, in clearer 
view 

Than any liveliest sight tif yesterday. 
That summer, under whose indulgent 
skies. 

Upon smooth Quaiitt)ck's airy ridge wc 
roved 

Unchecked, oi loitered ’mid her sylvan 
combs. 

Thou in bewitching words, with happy 
hea^ 

Didst chlRnl the vision of that Ancient 
Man, 

The briglit-eycd Mariner, and rueful wucs 
Didst utter of the Lady Chnstabcl : 

And I, associate with such labour, stcei>ed 
In soft forgetfulness the livelong hours. 
Murmuring of him who, joyous hap, was 
found. 

After the perils of his moonlight ride. 
Near the loud waterfall ; or her who sate 
In misery near the iiiiserabUi Thorn ; 
When thou dost to that summer turn thy 
thoughts. 

And hast before thee all which, then we 
were. 

To thee, in memory of that happiness. 
It will be known, by thee at least, iiiy 
Friend ! 

Felt, that the history of a Poet’s mind 
Is labour not unworthy of regard : 

To thee the work shall justify itself. 

• The last and later portions of this gift 
Have been prepared, not with the buoy- 
ant spirits^ 

That were our daily portion when wc first 
Together wantoned in wild Poesy, J n 


But, under pressure of a private ^ief. 
Keen and Enduring, which the mind and 
heart, 

Thr.t in this' neditative history 
Have been laid open, needs must make 
me feel 

More deeply^ yet enable me to bear 
More firmlj ; and a comfort now hath 
risen 

From lioyje that thou art" near, and adit 
be soon % 

Restored to ns in renovated health ; 
When, after The " first mingling of our** 
tears, 

’Mong other consolations, we may dra\v 
Seme pleasure from this offering of 'my 
love,, 

Oh ! yet a few short years of useful life. 
And all will be complete, thy race be run. 
Thy monument of glory will bj; raised ; 
^‘hen, thMUfcj'i (too weak to tread thc\vays 
of truth) 

This age fall bark tci cjd ieJolatry, 
Thougii ir_eii return to serviLyde as ftst 
As the tide eluis, to ignominy and ^hamc 
By nations sink togethiT, wc shall still 
Find solace — kn(|),\ving‘» what ;-ve have 
learnt to know, i 

Rich in true happiness if allowed to be 
Faitliful alike in fc»rwarding a day 
Of firmer trust, joint labourers in the < 
work 

(Should Providence such grace to us 
vouchsafe) 

Of their deliverance, surely yet to come. 
Prophets of Nature, we ^ to them will 
speak 

A lasting inspiration, sanctified 
By reason, blest by faith : what we have 
loved, 

Olliers will love, and we will teach them 
how ; 

Instruct them how the tnind of man be- 
crimes «< 

A thousand times more beautiful than 
the earth » 

Oil which he dwells, above this frame of 
things t 

(Which, 'mid all revolution in the hopes ‘ 
And fears of men, doth still remain un- 
changed) 

Jn beauty exalted, as ft is itself 
Of quality and fabric more divine. 
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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE WILLIAM, EARL OF LONSDALE. K.G, 


Oft, through thy fair domains, illustrious Peer ! 
In }^uth I roamed, on youthiul pleasures Ix-nt ; 
And mused in rocky cell or sylvan tent. 

Beside swift-flowing Lowther’s nirrcnt cleat, 
i— Now, by thy car^befriCBdcd.^! api^car 
Before thee, Uonsdalf, and this^Work present, 
A token (may it prove a iiioiuinient !) 

Rvdal Mount, Westmoreland, , 

Jnly 29, 1814. • 


I Clf high Respect and gratitude sincere. 
•Gladly would I have w:Aed till iiiv task 
Had reached its close ; but Life is insecure, 
And lifipc full fift fallacious as a dieani : 
Thf*rcfore. for wJiat is here produceil, I ask 
I Thy favour ; trusting thal thou wilt not deem 
l^lie offering, though imperfect, premature. 

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 


PREFACE TO TIIJ- EDITION /)F 1814. 

.Tue Titlc-paRe aiuiouiic^ that this and tho u siilt of tho investigation which 
is' only a portion of a pnoin;«and tlit; gave rii>(‘ to it was a delrrminatioii to 
Reader must be ore apprised that it bo- compose a jihilosophical poem, contain- 
longs to thc*secftrnd past of a long and ing views of Man, Nature, and Society j 
laboridus ^Vflrk, whioh is to Consist of .nui to be oiititlod, the lieclu.se ; as hav- 
thrce»ptrts. — The Author* will candidly ing for iis principal subject the sensiQtioQS 
acknowledge that, if the first of these had and opinions of a poet living in retire- 
been corfipleted,* and tin sncli a maimer inont. — Tlie proijaratory poem is bio- 
as to satisfy his own mind, he should have graphical, and conducts the history o< 
preferred the natural order of publication, the Author’s mind to the point when he 
aim hav (3 given that to the world first ; was eiuboldiMied to hope that his facul- 
but, as th<* second division of the Work tics were sufliciently matured for entcr- 
was designed to refer more to juishing mg upon tlu' cu*dunus labour wliich he 
events, and to an existing state of things, ha<l proposed to himsi If and the two 
than the <*theis were meant to do. niori* Works have the same kind of relation to 
continuous exertion was naturally bo- each other, if he may so express himself, 
stowed upoiii it, and greater progress .as the autc-chapel has to the. bodv of a 
made here, than in the rest of the iioem ; gothic church. Continuing this allusion, 
and as this part does not depend upon he may be permitted to add, that his 
the preceding, to a degree which will minor Pieces, which have been long be- 
materially injure its own peculiar interest, fore the Public, when they shall be pro- 
the Author, complying with the earnest perly arranged, will be found bv the atten- 
entreatiesof sonip valu«:l Friends, presents tive Reader to have such connection with 
|he following pages tc the Public. the main Work as may give them claim 

. It may be proper to state whence the Iti be likened to the little cells, oratories, 
poem, of which The Excursion is a peart, and sepulchral recesses, ordinarily in- 
dbrives its Title of The Keclimc. — eluded in those edifices. 

Several years aco, when the Author re- The Author would not have deemed 
tired to his native moimtains, with the himself justified in saying, upon this 
-hope of being enabled to construct a occasion, so much of performances 
literary Work that might live, it was a either unfinished, or unpublished, if be 
reasonable thing that he should take a had not thought that thc^abour bestowed 
review of his own mind, and examin* by him upon what he has heretofore and 
how far^ Nature and* Education had^flow laid before the Public, entitled him 
qualified hjpoa fo^ such em]>loynieiit. As to candid attention for such a statement 
subsidiary to this preparation, he under- as he thinks necessary to throw light upon 
took to record, in verse, thtf origin and his endeavours to please and, he would 
progress of his own powers, as far as he hope, to benefit his countrymen. — 
was acquainted with them. That Work, Nothing further need be added, than that 
addressed to a dear Friend, most distin- the firs: and third parts of The Recluse 
guished for his knowledge and genius, will corsist chiefly of meditations in the 
and to whom the Author’s Intellect is Author’s own person ; and that in the 
dilepl): indebted, has been long finished ; intermediate part (The Excursion) the 



564 


TfHE EXCURSION 


inte^en.tiijitl^<>f diaracters speaking is . 
^employedp and something of a dramatic 
form adopted. 

It is not the Author’s'intention formally 
to annour^e a system : it was more 
animating to him to proceed in a different 
course ; and if he shall succeed in con- 
veying to the iihnd clear thoughts, 
lively images, and strong feelings, the 
Reader will have 9io difficulty in ex- 
tracting the system for himself. And 
in the mean time the following passage, 
taken from the conclusion of the first 
book of The Recluse, may be acceptable 
as a kind of Prospectus of the design aiur 
scope of the whole Pwm. 

**On Man, on Nature, and on Human Life. 
Musing in solitude. 1 oft perceive 
Fair trams of imagery before me rise. 
Accompanied by feelings of delight 
Pure, or with no uii pleasing sadness mixed ; 

And I am conscious of affecting thoughts 
And dear remembrances, whose presence soothes 
Or elevates the Mind, intent to weigh 
The good and «vil of our inorral state. 

— To these emotibiis, whencesoe'er they come. 
Whether from breath of outward circumstance. 

Or from the Soul — an impulse to herself — 

I would give utterance in numerous verst*. 

Of Truth, of Grandeur, Be.auly, Love, and Hope, 
And melancholy Fear subduecl bv Faith ; 

Of blessed consolations in distress ; 

Of mural strength, and intellectual Power ; 1 

Of joy in widest commonalty spread ; 

Of the individual Mind that keeps her own ! 
Inviolate retirement, subject there ; 

To Conscience only, and the law supreme 
Of that Intelligence which governs all — | 

1 sing : — * fit audience let me find though few ! ' 

So prayed, more gaining than he asked, the 
Bard — 

In holiest mood. Urania, I shall need 
Thy guidance, or a greater Muse, if such 
Descend to earth or dwell in highest heaven ! 

For I must tread on shadowy ground, mfust sink 
Deep — and, aloft 'ascending, breathe in worlds 
To which the heaven of heavens is but a veil. 

All strength — all terror, single or in bands, ‘ 
That ever was put forth in personal form — 
Jehovah — with his thunder, and the choir 
Of shouting Angels, and the empyreal thrones — 

1 pass them unolarmed. Not Chaos, not 
The darkest pit of lowest Erebus, 

Nor aught of blinder vacancy, scooped out 
By help of dreams — can breed such fear and awe 
As fall upon 11 s ofptn when we look 
Into our Minds, into the Mind of Man — 

My haunt, and the main region of my song. 

— Beauty — a living Pretence of the earth, 
Surpassiikg the most fair ideal Forms 
Whicli craft of delicate Spirits hath composed 
From earth’s materials — waits upon my steps ; 


Pitches. her tents before me as 1 move. 

An hourly n^.igCibour. Paradise, and groves 
Elysian, Fortunate Fields — like those of old 
Sought in the Atlantic Main-^hy should they hs 
A history onl^^ departed things, 

Or»a mere fiction of what never was ? 

For the discerning intellect of Man, 

When wedded |o this goodly universe 
In Jove and h'lly passion, shall find these 
A simple produce of the common day. 

— 1. long before tlyf blis.sful hour arrives, , 
V\‘ou1d chant, in lonely pence, the spuiisal v^rse 
Of, this great consummation : — and, IK* words 
Which speak of nothiiig more than ■wh.'it we are, 
Would I arouse'the sensual 'from their sleep ' 
Of Death, and 'win the vacant and f he vain 
To noble raptures ; while my voice proclaims 
How exquisitely the indiviclual Mind 
(AM(1 the progressive powers perha'ps no leas 
Of the whglc species) to the external World 
L fitted :;.-and how exquisitely, too — ‘ 

Thome this but little heard of among iqfn—* 

The external World is fitted to the. Mind ; 

And the cre.'itiou (by no lower name 

Can it lie called) which they with blciiBed might 

Aacuin{)ltsK. this is our high argument. 

— Such grateful haunts foregoing, if 1 oft 
Must turn elsewherr — to tivivel ftear the tribes 
And fellowsliips of men, and see. il Weights «■ 

Of madding [lass'ons niutually iiiflaii|gdj 
Must hear Humanity in fields and groves 
Pqie solitary aiigiiisli; cr n^ust haiif’ 

Brooding alxive the litree confederattf storm 
Of SOI row, barricadoed evcrincre ® 

Within the walls of cities — may these sounds 
Have their authentic comment ; that even th^se 
Hearing, I be nut downcast or forlorn ! — 
Descend, prophetic Spirit ! that iuspir'st 
The human Soul of universal earth. 

Dreaming on things to come ; and dost possess 
A metropolitan temple in the hearts 
Of mighty Poets : upon me bestow 
A gift of genuine insight ; that pay Song 
With star-like virtue in its place may shine. 
Shedding benignant influence, and secure. 

Itself, from all malevolent effect 
Of those mutations that extend their sway 
Throughout the nether sphere I -And if with 
this 

I mix more lowly m.Vter ; with the thing 
Contemplated, describe the Mind and Man 
Contemplating ; and who, and what he wa^— • 
The transitory Being that beheld 
Tills Vision ; when and where, and how he 
lived ; — 

Be not this labour useless. If such theme 
May sort with highest ob^*cts, then — dread 
Power ! 

Whose gracious favour is the primal source 
Of all illumination — may my Life 
Express the image of a better time, 

.More wise desires, and simpler manners ; — nurse 
My Heart in genuine freedom all pure 
thoughts » ^ 

Be with me ; — so shall thy unfailflig love 
Guide, and support, and cheer me to the endl" 
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* ■ BOOK FIRST 


TH^ WANDERER * . 

ARGUMENT 

A summer forenoon. — ^The A^hor reaches a 
ruined Cottage upon a Commuii, and there 
meets with a revered Friend, the Wanderer, ' 
*of whose education and Course of life tie gives 
an account. — The Wanderer, while restinc 
under the shade of the Trees that surfound 
the Cottage, vlates the History uf its last 
Inhabitant. • 

• 

*Twas summer, and the sun had mounted 
high : , 

Southward the# landscape ^distinctly 
jglared ^ 

Through a pale steam ; but all the 
northern downs, 

•InPclcfftrcst air ascending, gliowcd far ufl 
'A surface dappled o'er wiAi shadSws 

J'rooi brpo^Jin/ clouds* ; shadows that lay 
ip spots • 

D^erinined and unmoved, with steady 
b^Tins • 

Of bripht and plelkant sunshine inter- 
posed ; 

To him most pleasant who on soft cool 
* moss 

Extends his careless limbs along the front 
Of some huge cave, whose rocky ceiling 
ca.sts 

"A twilight of its own, an ample shade. 
Where the wren warbles, while the 
drcainfhg man. 

Half conscious of the soothing melody. 
With side-long eye looks out upon the 
scene. 

By power of l^at impending covert, 
thrown. 

To finer distance. Mine was at that hour 
Far other lot, yet with good hope that 
soon 

• Under a shade as grateful I should find 
Rest, and be welcomed there to livelier 

joy. \ 

Across a bare wide Common I was toiling 
With languid steps that by the slippery 
turf 

Were baffled? nor could my weak arm 

* disperse ^ mm 

The best of inlets gathering round my 

face^ * 

And ever with me as I pac^ along. 

, Upon that *Dpen moorland stood a 
grove. 

The wished-for port to which my course 
was bound. 

Thither I came, and there, amid the 
gloom*^ 


Spread by a brotherhood of lofty elms. 
Appeared a roofless Hut four naked 
walls 

Th^t stared iipaii each other ! — I 
kioked round. 

And to my wish sid to my hope espied 
The Friend 1 sought ; a Man of reverend 
_ age. 

But stout aipl hale, for travel unimpaired. 
There was he seen upon the cottage- 
bench. 

Recam bent in the shade, as if asleep ; 

An iron -pointed staff lay at his side. 

Him had I marked the day before — 
alonf^ 

And stationed in the public way, with 
face 

Turned toward the sun then setting, while 
that stall 

Afforded, to the figure of the man 
Detained for contemplation or repose. 
Graceful support ; his countenance as he 
stood 

Was hidd»'n from my view, and he re- 
mained 

Unrecognised ; but, stricken by the 
sight. 

With slackened footsteps I advanced, 
and soon 

A glad congratulation we exchanged 
At such uiithoiight-of meeting. — For the 
night 

We parted, nothing willingly ; and now 
He by appointment waited for me here. 
Under the covert of these clustering 
elms. 

We were tried Friends : amid a pleasant 
vale, 

,In the antique market- village where was 
passed 

My school-time, an apartment he had 
owned, 

To which at intervals the Wanderer drew. 
And found a kind of home or harbour 
• there. 

He loved me ; from a ^arm of rosy boys 
Singled out me, as he in sport would 
say. 

For my grave looks, too thoughtful for 
my years. 

As I grew up, it was my best delight 
To be his chosen comrade. Many a time. 
On holidays, we rambled through the 
woods ; 

We sate — we walked ; he pleased me 
with report 

Of things which he had seen : and often 
touched 
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Abstrusest matter, reasonings of the 
mind 

Turned inward ; or at my request would 
sing 

Old songs, tlft: product oi his native hills ; 
A skilful distribution of sweet sounds. 
Feeding the soul, and eagerly imbibed 
As cool refreshing water, by the 
Of the industrious hiistf^andman. diffused 
Through a parched meadow-ground, in 
time of drought. 

Still 'deeper weclomc found Jus pure dis- 
course : 

How precious when in riper days I 
learned * 

To weigh with care his words, and to re- 
joice 

In the plain presence of his dignity ! 

Oh ! many are the Poets that are sown 
By Nature; men endowed with highest 
gifts. 

The vision and the faculty divine ; 

Yet wantingthe accomjjJishment of verse, 
(Which, in the docile season of their 
youth. 

It was denied them to acquire, through 
lack 

Of culture and the inspiring aid of books. 
Or haply by a temper too severe, 

Or a nice backwardness afraid of shame) 
Nor having e*er, as life advanced, been 
led 

By circumbtance to take unto the height 
The measure of themselves, these fav- 
oured Beings, 

All but a scattered few, live out their 
time. 

Husbanding that which they possess 
within. 

And go to the grave, unthought of. 
Strongest minds 

Are often those of whom the noisy world 
Hears least ; else surely this Man had not. 
left 

His graces unrevcaled and unproclaimed. 
But, as the mind was Ailed with inward 
light. 

So not without distinction had he lived. 
Beloved and honoured — far as he was 
known. ^ 

And some small portion of his eloquent 
speech. 

And something that may serve to set in 
view 

The feeling pleasures of his loneliness. 

His observations, and the thoughts his 
mind 

Had dealt with — 1 will here record in 
verse ; 

IVhich, if with truth it correspond, and 
sink 

Or rise as venerable Nature leads, 


The high and liender Muses shall accept 
With gracious smile, deliberately pleased. 
And listeningITime rew^ with sacred 
Ift-aise. •- ^ V 

i. 

Among the hills of Athol he was bom ; 
Where, cm a^slnall hereditary farm. 

An unproductive slip of rugged ground, 
I?is Parents, witji their numerous og- 
s])ritLg, dwelt ; ^ 

A virtuous household, though exceeding 
poor ! * • , 

Pure livers were they all, austere and 
• gr.'ive. 

And fearing God ; the very children 
* taught ^ 

Stern self -respect, a reverence for Gr>d’s 
‘ word,* 

And an habitual piety, maintained * 
With strictness scarcely known *on Eng- 
lish ground. ■ e . 

1 ' * 

From his sixth vear, the Boy of whom 
I speak, • ^ . 

In summer. “^tenjlcd cattle on the hills ; 
But, through the inclement and the peril- 
ous days , 

Of long-continuing '*»vinter, he r^aired, 
Equipped with satchel, to a school, that 
stood 

Sole building on a mountain's drear>^ 
edge, 

Remote from view of city spire, or sound 
Of minster clock I From that bleak 
tenement 

He, many an evening, to his distant home' 
In solitude returning, saw tiie hills 
(xrow larger in the darkness ; all alone 
Beheld the stars come out above his head. 
And travelled through the wood, with no 
one near . 

To whom he might confess the things he 
saw. * : 

So the foundations of his mind were 
laid. . 

In such communion, not from terror free. 
While yet a child, and l^^ig before bis 
time. 

Had he perceived the presence and the 
power 

Of greatness s aftid deep feelings had im- 
pressed 

So vividly .great objects that they lay 
Upon his mind like suBstances, whose 
presence ^ 

Perplexed the bodily sense. He had re- 
ceived * 

A precious gift ; for, as he grew in years, 
With these impressions would he still 
compare 

All his remembrances, thoughts, shape's, 

„ and forms ; 
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And. being still unsatisfied with aught 
Of dimmer character, he Cionce attained 
An active power to fasten images 
Upon his brain ; and on their pictured 
lines • 

Intensely brooded, even till they* ac- 
quired 

The liveliness of dreams. I^or did he fail. 
While yet a child, with a child’s eagerness 
Jgcessaiitly to turn hi«^ear and eye • 
On all things which the moving seasons 
brought • 

To feed such appetite — nor this alone 
Appeased his yearning ■.•-in the after- 
day • 

Of boyhood, many an hour in caves for- 
lorn, , * 

And ' mid ^ the pillow depth^of na^od 
.crags • 

He sate^ and even in Ihcir fixed linea- 
ments, 

the power of a pqpuliar eye, 

‘Or by creative feeling overborne," ^ 

Or by predornmnnee of thought opjjressed, 
J^vep in jhq|r fixed and steac^ liueanients 
He tracea an ebbing and a mjwiug mind. 
Kxpression ever varying ! 

- • Thus informed. 

He haq small need dl books : for man 3 ’ a 
tale 
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NourisJied Imagination in her growth. 

And gave the Mind that apprehensive 
power 

By which she is made, quick to recognise 
The moral ^operties and scope of things. 
But eagerly he read, and read again, 
Whate’er the minister’s old shelf supplied ; 
The life and death of martyrs, who sus- 
tained. 

With will inflexible, those fearful pangs 
‘'Triumphantly displayed in records left 
Of persecution, and the Covenant — times U 
Whose echo rings through Scotland to 
• this hour l 

And there, bv lucky hap, had been pre- 
served \ 

A straggling volume, torn and incomplete, 
That left half -told the preternatural tale, 
Romance of giants, chronicle of fitiids. 
Profuse in gAiiiiure of wooden cuts 
■ Strange and uncouth ^ dire faces, figuring 
dife, ^ 

Sharp-kneed, ^arp-elbowed, and Ican- 
ankled too, . 

With long and ghostly shanks — forms 
which once seen 
Could never be forgotten I 

In his heart. 

Where Fear sate thus, a cherished visitant. 
Was wanting yet the pure delight of love 
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By^ sound diffused, or by the breathing 
* air, 

Or by the silent looks of happy things. 

Or flowing from the universal face 
Of earth and sky. But he had felt the 
power ^ 

Of Nature, and already was prepared. 

By Jiis intense conaeptions, to receive 
>Dct^y the lesson deep of love which he. 
Whom Nature, b>s whatever means, has 
taught 

To feel intensely, cannot but receive. 

Such was*the Boy — but for the grow- 
ing Youth 

Wh:y. soul was his, when, from the naked 
top 

Of some bold headland, he beheld the sun 
Rise up, and bathe the world in light ! 
He looked — 

Ocean and earth, the solid frame of earth 
And ocean’s liquid mass, in gladness lay 
Beneath him ; — Far and wide the clouds 
were touched. 

And in their silent faces could he read 
Unutterable Jove. Sound needed none. 
Nor any voice of joy ; his spirit drank 
The spectacle : sensation, soul, and form, 
All melted into him ; they swallowed up 
His animal being ; in them did he live. 
And bv them did he live ; they were his 
life. 

In such access of mind, in such high hour 
Of visitation from the living God, 
Thought was not; in enjoyment it ex* 
pired. 

No thanks he breathed, he proffered no 
request ; 

Rapt into still communion that tran- 
scends 

The imperfect offices of prayer and 
praise. 

His mind was a tJianksgiving to tho 
power ^ 

That ]iiad(^ him ; it was blessedness and 
love ! 

A Herdsman on the lonely mountain 
tops. 

Such iiitcrc4>iirsc was his, and in this sort 
Was his existence oftentimes possessed, 
O then how beautiful, how bright, ap- 
peared . 

The written promise ! Early had he 
learned 

To reverence the volume that displays 
Tlie mystery, the life which cannot die ; 
But in the mountains did he feel his faith. 
All things, responsive to the vrriting, 
there 

Breathed immortality, revolving life, 
And greatness still revohdng ; infinite : 
There littleness was not ; the least of 
things 
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Seemed infinite ; and 
^aped 

Her proapcctSp nor did he believe, — ^he 
saw. 

What wonder if his being thus became 
Sublime ana comprehensive ! Low de- 
sires. 

Low thoughts had there no place yet 
was his heart ■* < 

Lowly ; for he was mAik in gratitude, 

Olt as he called those ecstasies to mind. 
And whence they flowed , and from thei^i 
he acquired «. 

Wisdom, which works thro’ patience ; 
thence he learned 

In oft-recurring hours of sober thdught 
To look on Nature with a humble heart. 
Self -questioned where it did not under- 
stand. 

And with a superstitious eye of love. 

So passed the time ; yet to the nearest 
town 

He jJuly went with what small overplus 
His earnings might supply, and brought 
away 

The book that most had tempted his 
desires 

While at the stall he read. Among the 
hills 

He gazed upon that mighty orb of song, 
Thu divine Milton. Lore of diflerciit 
kind. 

The annual savings of a toilsome life. 

His School-master supplied ; books that 
explain 

The purer elements of truth involved 
In lines and numbers, and, by charm 
severe, 

(Especially perceived where nature 
droops 

And feeling is suppressed) preserve the 
mind 

Busy in solitude and poverty. 

These occupations oftentimes decei ’ed 
The listless hours, while in the hollow 
vale. 

Hollow and green, he lay on the green 
turf 

In pensive idleness. What could he do. 
Thus daily thirsting, in that lonesome 
life, # 

With blind endeavours ? Yet, still up- 
permost. 

Nature was at his heart as if he felt. 
Though yet he knew not how, a wasting 
power 

In all things that from her sweet influence 
Mig^t tend to wean him. Therefore with 
her hues. 

Her forms, and with the spirit of her 
forms, 

He clothed the n^edness of austere truth. 


While yet he lingered in the rudiments 
Of science, dtil among her simplest laws. 
His triangles — they were the 'Stars of 
keaven, ' 

The, silent stars ! Oft did he take delight 
To measure the altitude of some tall crag 
That is the eagle's birth-place, or some 
peak •' 

Familiar with forgotten years, that shows 
Riscribed ufion ito visionary sides, ^ 
The history of many a winter st^m. 

Or dbscure records of the path of Tire. 

» • • 

And thus before his eighteenth year 
* wMs told, 

Acc;imul'c>ted feelings pressed his heart 
With still ipci!c:asing weight ; he waS o’er- 
f pow'esed • . ' 

Bv Nature ; by the turbulence subdued 
Of his f>wn mind ; by mystery and hope. 
And the first virgin passion of a s^ml^ 
Communin;; /ith the glorious universe.' 
Full often wished he that the winds might 
rage ♦ « 

When they ¥'cre silent : far mov,o fondly 
now • 

Than in his earlier season did he Jove 
Te Tipestuous nights-j-the conflict and the 
sounds 

Th'it live in darkness. From his intellect 
And from the stillness of abstractecl 
thought 

He asked repose ; and, failing oft to win 
The peace required, he scanned the laws 
of light 

Amid the roar of torrents, where they send 
Fro*n h dlow clefts up to thq clearer air 
A cloud of mist, that smitten by the sun 
Varies its rainbow hues. But vainly 
thus. 

And vainly by all other means, he strove 
To mitigate the fever of his heart. 

m 

In droa us, in study, ahd in ardent 
thought. 

Thus was he reared ; much wanting to 
assist < 

The growth of intellect, yet gaining more. 
And every moral feeling his soul 

Strengthened and braced, by breathing 
in content 
The keen, the wholesome, mr of poverty, 
Ai^ drinking from the well of homely 
4 ^ life. 

— But, from past libertyi. and trfed re* ^ 
straints, e -• 

He now w'as r summoned to select the 
course 

Of humble industry that promised best 
To yield him no unworthy maintenance. \ 
Urged by his Mother, he essayed to teach 
A village-school — ^but wandering thoughts 
were then 
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A misery to him ; and the Youth re- Serene it was, unclouded by the cares 
signed • • Of ordinary life ; unvexed, unwarped 

A task he was unable to perform. By partial bondage. In his steady 

• course. 

That stern yet kindly ^irit, who^con- No piteous revolutions had be felt, 
strains No wild varieties of joy ana grief. 

The Savoyard to quit his^naked rocks. Unoccupied by sorrow of its own. 

The free-born Swiss to leave his narrow Hi%* heart lay opAi ; and, by nature 

vales, ► tuned 

.Spirit attached to re^iions mountainous And constant disposition of his thoughts 
Like their own stedfast clouds) did now To sympathy with man, he was alive 
impel * To all that was enjoyed where’er he went. 

His restless mind td lo<Jk abroad with And all that was endured ; for, in him- 
hope. • self 

— An irksome drudgery seems it to plod Happy, and quiet in his cheerfulness, 
on, , He na’d no painful pressure from without 

Through hot and dusty wayi^ or pelting That made him turn aside from WTetched- 
■storm. • • % ness 

A v^rant Merchant under a heavy load With coward fears. He (X)uld afford to 
Bent as jie moves, and needing frequent siifTep 

rest ; With those whom he saw suffer. Hence 

•Ycft dd such travellers fi%d, their t^n it came 

delight j • That in our be^t experience he was rich. 

And their Ivircj^ervicg, deemed debasing And in the wisdom of our daily life. 

• iiow^ « • For hence, minutely, in his various 

Gained merited respect in. simpler limes ; rounds. 

When squire, and priest, and they who He had observed the progress and decay 
ro^nd them dwelt Of many minds, of minds and bodies too ; 

In rustic sequestration — all dependent The history of many families ; 

Upon the Pisdlar’s toil — supplied their How the v had prospered ; how they were 
wants, oVrthrown 

ur pleased their fancies, with the wares By passion or mischance, or such misrule 
he brought. Among the unthinking masters of the 

Not ignorant was the Youth that still earth 

no few As makes the nations groan. 

Of his adventurous countrymen were led This active course 

By perseverance in this truck of life He followed till provision for his wants 
TOj competence and ease : — to him it Had been obtained ; — the Wanderer then 
offered resi.»lved 

' Attractions manifold ; — and this he chose. To pass the remnant of his days, imtasked 
— His Parents on the enterprise bestowed With needless services, from hardship 
Their farewell benediction, but with free. 

hearts ^ His calling laid aside, he lived at ease : 

Foreboding eV^L From his native hills But still he loved to pace the public roads 
• He wandered far; much did he see of And the wild paths; and, by the summer's 
men, warmth 

Xheir maimers, their enjoyments, and Invited, often would he leave his home 
pursuits. And journey far, revisiting the scenes 

Their passionsVnd their feelings ; chiefly That to his memory were most endeared, 
those — Vigorous in health, of hopeful spirits, 

' Essential and eternal in the heart, undamped 

. That, 'mid the simpler forms of rural life. By worldly- inindedness^r anxious care ; 
Exist more sinSple in their elements, • Observant, studious, thoughtful, and 
And speak a plainer ^aguage. In th(P<P refreshed 

wovds, 0 By knowledge gathered up from day to 

A lone Erfthhsiast, and among the fields, day ; 

Itinerant in this labour, ha had passed Thus had he lived a long and innocent 
' The better portion of his time ; and there liie. 

Spontaneously hkd his affections thriven 

Amid the bounties of the year, the peace The Scottish Church, both on^ himself 
. And liberty of nature ; there he kept and those 

, In solitude aad solitary thought With whom from childhood he grew up* 

' His in a Just equipoise of love. had held 
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The strong band of her purity ; and j His eyes as if in drowsiness half shut, 
still ' j The shadows rff the breezy elms above 

Had watched him with an unrelenting j Dappling his face. He had not heard the 
eye. I ^und 

This he remembered in his riper age | Of my approt.ching steps, and in the 
With gratituae, and reverential thoughts. ' ‘shade 

But by the native vigour of his mind, ; Unnoticed did ! stand some minutes' 
By his habitual w’aiKfcrings out of dAors, space. „ 

By loneliness, and goodness, and » Kind«' At length I hailed him, seeing that his 
works, * i *• hat , - 

Whate’er, in docile childhood or in youth. Was moist with water-drops, as if the 
He had imbibed of fear or darker thought ■ •brim \ 

Was melted all away ; so tjue was this. Had newly scuopc^ a running stream. 
That sometimes his religion seemed to , Hi* rose. 


Self-taught, as of a dreamer in the w&ods ; 
Who to the model of his own pure heart 
Shaped his belief, as grace divine in- 
spired, 

And human reason dictated w.<th awe. 

— And surely never did there live on 
earth 

A man of kindlier nature. The rough 
sports 

And teasing ways of children vexed not 
him : 

Indulgent listener was he to the tongue 
Of garrulous age ; nor did the sick man’s 
tale, 

To his fraternal sympathy addressed. 
Obtain reluctant hearing. 

Plain his garb ; 
Such as might suit a rustic Sire, pre- 
pared 

For sabbath duties ; yet he was a man 
Whom no one could have passed without 
remark. 

Active and nervous was his gait ; his 
limbs 

And his whole figure breathed inlelligciice. 
Time had compressed the frcahness of 
his cheek 

Into a narrower circle of deep red. 

But had not tained his eye ; that, under 
brows • 

Shaggy and grey, had meanings which 
it brought 

From years of youth ; which, like a Being 
made 

Of many Beings, he had wondrous skill 
To blend with knowledge of the years to 
come, • 

Human, or such as lie beyond the grave. 

So was He framed ; and such his course 
' of life 

Who now, with no appendage but a staff. 
The prized memorial of relinquished 
toils. 

Upon that .cottage-bench reposed his 
limbs, 

Screened from the sun. Supine the 
Wanderer lay. 


jVnd ere our livclv greeting into peace 
Had settled, “ ’Tis,” said I, “ a burning 
' * day : ,, 

, Mv lips ar<F parched wit^i thirst, but .you, 

I it seems, ‘ 

; Have somewhere found relief.” He, 

; at the. word, * 

I Pointing towards a sweet-briar, IfadeMio 
j * climb* 

I The fence where that asiijring shrub 
I looked ^;iit * . I • 

I Upon the publii; way. It was ^ plot 
Of garden ground run wild, its matted 
weeds , ^ 

Marked with the sft'*ps of those ,^w'horn, 
as they passed. 

The gooseberry trees that shot in long 
lank slips, * 

Or currants, hanging from their leafless 
stems. 

In scanty strings, had tempted to o'er- 
leap 

The broken wall. I looked aiound, and 
there, • 

Where two tall hedge-rows of thick alder 
boughs , 

Joined in a cold damp nook, espied a well 
Shrouded with willow-flowers and plumy 
fern. 

My thirst I slaked, ^and, from the cheer- 
less spot 

Withdrawing, straightway to the shade 
returned ^ . 

Where sate the old Man on the cottage- 
bench ; ^ 

And, while, beside him, with uncovered 
head, 

I yet was standing, freely to respire, 

! i^id cool my temples in Kie fanning air, 
«j«Rius did he spgak. ” I see around me 
here * ^ • 

Things which you cantiot aeer: wo die, , 
my Fri(y:id, 

j Nor we alone, but that which each man 
loved • 

And prized in his peculiar nook of earth 
Dies w'ith him, or is changed ; and very 
soon 

Even of the good is no memorial left. 
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— ^The Poets, in their elefios and songs Nof speaking much, pleased rather with 
Lamentipg the desparted, call the groves, the joy 

They call upon the hills and strcagiis to Of her ow'n thoughts : by some especial 
mourn, f ^ care 

And senseless rocks ; nor idly ; for ttiey Her temper had been fraiAcd, as if to 
speak, make 

In these.their invocations,*^ th a voice A Being, w'ho by adding love to peace 
Obedient to the strong creative power JMign^Iive on earth a life of happiness. 

04 human passion. Syiijjiathies there anr fler wedded PartiiCT lacked not on his 
More tranquil, yet perhaps of kindred side 

birth, • The humble worth that satisfied her 

That steal upov the mediit'ative mind, ; * heart : , 

And grow with thought* Beside yon ; Frugal, affectionate, sober, and withal 
spring I stood, •; Keenly industrious. She with pride 

And eyed its waters till we seemed to feci j would fell 

One sadness, they and I. ^Foi them a - That he was often seated .at his loom, 
bond # suiiiiner, ere the mower was abroad 

Of brothertiood is broken : time ffas ' Among the dewy grass— in early spring, 
Deen^ 1 Hre the last star had vanished. — They 

When, every day, the touch of human j who passed 

• •haifd i At evening, from behind the garden fence 

Dislodged the natural sleep that bii?ds 1 Might hear his busy spade, which he 
them iijfi I would ply. 

,Ui mgrtal stillness j afld thc^ ministered ! After his daily work, until the light 
To hurnaTi comfort. Stooping down to . Mad failed, and every leaf and flower 
%rink, | were lost 

Upon the slimy. fr«)t -stone I espied In the dark hedges. So their days wTre 

The uscipss fragnieuttjf a wooden bowl, spent 

Green wuth the moss of years, and subject In peace and comfort ; and a pretty boy 
only • Was their best hope, next to the God in 

1 % the soft handling of the elements : | heaviui. 

There let it he — how foolish are such 

thoughts ! Not twenty years ago, but you I think 

Forgive them ; — never — never did my Can scarcely’ bear it now in mind, there 
steps c.iiric 

Approach this door but she who dwelt Two blighting seasons, whoit the fields 
within • • ' were left 

A daughter's w'elcome gave me, and 1 With half a harvest. It pleased Heaven 
loved her to add 

As my own child. Oh, Sir ! the good die A w'orse affliction in the plague of war : 

first, This happy Land was stricken to the 

And they whose hearts are dry as summer heart ! 

dust • A W.uulerer then among the eottages, 

• Burn to the socket. Many a passenger I, with niy freight of winter raiment, saw 
Hath blessed poor Margaret for her The hardships of that season : many rich 
» gentle looks. Sank down, as in a dream, among the 

When she upheld the cool refreshment poor ; 

drawn \ And of the poor did many cease to be, 

From that forsaken spring ; and no one And their place knew them not. Meau- 

came while, abridged 

But he was welcome ; no one went awav Of daily comforts, gladly reconciled 
But that it secflicd she loved him. bhe^ To numerous self-denials, Margaret 
I dead, ' T*^Wcnt struggling on through those calam 

The light extinguish ed*of her lonely hut, Jtous years 

The hut itself abandoned to decay. With cheerful hope, until the second 
' And she forgotten in the q^iet grave. autumn. 

When her life’s Helpmate on a sick-bed 
I speak,” continued he, ” of One whose la y, 
stock Smitten with perilous fever. In disease 

Of virtues bloomed beneath this lowly He lingered long ; and, when his strength 
roof. returned. 

She was a Woman of a steady mind. He found the little he had stored, to meet 

TeodW tod deep in her excess of love ; The hour of accident or crippling age, 
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Was. all consumed. A second infant how 
Was' added to the troubles of a time 
Laden, for them and all of their degree. 
With care and sorrow ; shoals uf artisans 
From ilUrecfaited labour turned adrift 
Sought daily bread from public charity, 
They, and their wwes and children — 
happier far , * , 

Could they have liwd as do the little 
birds 

That peck along the hedge-rows, or the 
kite ^ * 

That makes her dwelling on the moun- 
tain rocks ! 

i< 

A sad reverse it w'as for him who long 
Had filled w'ith plenty, and possessed in 
peace. 

This lonely Cottage. At tl\c door he 
stood. 

And whistled many a snatch of merry 
tunes 

That had no mirth in them ; or with his 
knife 

Carved uncouth figures on the heads of 
sticks — 

Then, not less idly, sought, through 
every nook 

In house'or garden, any casual work 
Of use or ornament ; and with a strange. 
Amusing, yet uneasy, novelty. 

He mingled, where he might, the various 
tasks 

Of summer, autumn, winter, and of 
spring. 

But this endured not ; his good humour 
soon 

Became a ivcight in which no pleasure 
was : 

And poverty brought on a petted mood 
Vnd a sore temper : day by day he 
drooped. 

And he would ieavc his work — and to the 
town , 

Would turn without an errand his sladc 
steps ; 

Or wander here and there among the 
fields. 

One while he would speak lightly of his 
babes. 

And with a crue;] tongue : at other times 
He tossed them with a false unnatural 

And ^’twas a rueful thing to see the lookf' 
Of the poor innocent children. ' Every 
smile,’ 

Said Margaret to me, here beneath these 
trees, 

‘ Made my heart bleed.* " 

At this the Wanderer paused; 
And, looking up to those enormous elms, 

, He said, 'Tis now the hour of deepest 
noon. 


At this still, season of repose and peace. 
This hour when all things which are not 
at rest 

Areclieerful ; (while this multitude of flies 
With tuneful hum is filling all the air ; 
Why should a tear be on an old Man's 
cheek ? ^ • 

Why should we thus, with an mitoward 
i mind, ^ ^ 

And in the wealeness of humanity. 

From natural wisdom turn dfeg hearts 
away ; . < 

To natural comfort shut our eyes and 
A ears ; 

And, feeding on disquiet, thus disturt' 
Th(* calm oj^ nature w'ith our restless 
^ thoughts ? ’* 

He spake with someivhat of a sMemn 
tone : * 

But, when he ended, there was iik- his 
f face * 

Such easy cheerfulness, *a l^ok so mild, 
That for a little tAne it Aole away , 
All recollection^; and that tile 

Passed from my mind like a forgSttten 
sound. , 

A while on trivial things wc Held dis- 
course, * 

To me soon tasteless. ,In my own des- 
pite, •* 

I thought of that poor Woman as of one 
Whom I had known and loved. He had 
rehearsed 

Her homely tale with such familiar 
power. 

With such an active couiiteuancc, an eye 
So busy, that the things of which he 
spake 

Seemed present ; and, attention now 
relaxed, 

A heart-felt chillness crept along my 
veins. • » 

I rose ; and, having left the breezy shade,,, 
Stood drinking comfort from the warmer 
sun, ^ 

That had not cheered me long — ere, 
looking round i 
Upon that tranquil Ruin, I returned. 

And begged of the old Man that, for my 
sake, 

He would resume his story. 

^ • Hr replied, 

** It were a wantomfess# And would 
demand 

Severe reproof, if we were men whose 
hearts * 

Could hold vain dalliance with the misery 
Even of the dead : contented thence to 
draw 

A momentary pleasure, never marked ^ 
By reason, barren of all future good. 
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But we have known th^ ^here is often 
found 

In mournful thoughts, and always might 
be found, ^ • 

A power to virtue friendly ; wer’t i»t so, 
1 am a dreamer among men, indeed 
An idle dreamer ! ’Tis«i common tale. 
An ordinary sorrow of mSh’s life, 

A talc of silent suffering, hardly clotlua 
Ri bodily form. — Bift without further 
bidding • 

I will proceed. ^ 

While thus it {j^red with them. 
To whom this cottage, till those hapless 
years. 

Had 'been a blessed home, it was my 
thance • • 

To 'travel»in a Auntry far rctnotc 
And when these lofty elms once more 
appeared, 

M^atjileasant expectations lured me on 
.* o’er the flat Common i^With q^ick 
step I reached 

The threslfoldf lifted«with light hand the 
• •lat»h f • 

Blit, when I entered, IVfhrgaret looked at 
me 

A littjfc whil^; then turned her head 
away 

Speechless, — and, sitting down upon a 
chair, '•'* 

Wept bitterly. I wist not what to do. 

Nor how to speak to her. PtK)r Wretch ! 
at last 

She rose from off her scat, and then, — O 
Sir I 

I cannot UU how she pronounced my 
name : — 

With fervent love^andwith a face of grief 
Unutterably helpless, and a look 
That seemed to ding upon me, she en- 
quired 

If I had seen ]]cr huaband. As she spake 
A strange surprise and fear came to my 
heart. 

Nor had 1 power to answer cre she told 
*That he had disappeared — not two 
mbnths gone. 

He left his h^use : two wretched days 
had past. 

And on the third, as wistfully she raised 
Her head from off her pillow, to look 
forth, • 

'Like one in trouble, for returning ligh?^ 
Within*her chamber-casement she espied 
A folded bilker, lying as if placed 
To meet her waking eyes^ This trem- 
blingly - 

She opened — found no writing, but 
beheld 

Pieces of money carefully enclosed. 
Silver and gold. * I shuddered at the 
slgjlt,’ 


Said Margaret, ' for I knew it was his 
hand ^ 

That must have placed it there ; and ere 
that day 

Was ended, that long *^a:;}xious day, I 
learned. 

From one who byjny husband had been 
sent 

W'itfi the sad nevvs, that he had joined a 
troop 

Of soldiers, going to a distant land. 

» — He left me thus — he could not gather 
heart 

To take a farewell of me ; for he feared 
Th.'kt I should follow with my babes, and 
sink 

Beneath the miserv of that wandering 
life.- 

This tale did Margaret tell with many 
tears : 

And, when she ended. I had little power 
To give her ci-)mf(irt, and was glad to take , 
Such words of hope from her own mouth 
as served 

To cheer us both. But long we had not 
talked 

Ere w'e built up a pile of better thoughts, 
And with a brighter eye she looked 
around 

As if she had been shedding tears of joy. 
We parted. — ’Twas the time of early 
spring ; 

I left her busy Muth her garden tools ; 
And well remember, o’er that fenc she 
looked. 

And, while I paced along the foot-way 
path. 

Called and sent a blessing after me, 
W’lth tender cheerfulness, and with a 
voice 

That seemed the very sound of happy 
thoughts. 

I roved o’er many a hill and many a 
diile, 

With my accustomed load ; in heat and 
cold. 

Through many a wood and many an 
open ground, 

In sunshine and in shade, in wet and fair. 
Drooping or blithe of heart, as might 
befal : 

My best companions now the driving 
winds. 

And now the * trotting brooks ’ and whis- 
pering trees, 

.And now the music of my own sad steps. 
With many a short-lived thought that 
passed between. 

And disappeared. 

1 journeyed back tj|iis way. 
When, in the warmth of midsummer, the 
wheat 
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Was yellow ; and the soft and bladed 
grass, 

Springing afresh, had o’er the hay-hold 
spread 

Its tender vciliure. At the door arrived, 
I found that she was absent. In the 
shade, «/ 

Where now we sit, I waited her rotufit- 
Her cottage, then a cheerful object, wore 
Its customary look, — only, it seemed. 

The honeysuckle, crowding round the 
porch. 

Hung down in heavier tufts'; and that 
bright weed. 

The yellow stone-crop, sulTered to *akc 
root 

Along the windt)w’s edge, profusely grow 
Blinding the lower panes. I turned aside, 
And strolled into her garden.. It ap- 
peared 

To lag behind the season, and had l<»st 
Its pride of neatness. Daisy -flowers 
and thrift 

Had broken their trim border-lines, and 
straggled 

O’er paths they used to deck : cai-nations, 
once 

Priased for surpassing beauty, and no 
less 

For the peculiar pains they had required. 
Declined their languid heads, wanting 
support. 

The ciinibrons bind-WTcd, w’ith its 
wreaths and bells. 

Had twinod about her two small rows of 
peas, 

And dragged them to the earth. 

Fre this an hour 
Was wasted. — Back I turned niy restless 
steps ; 

A stranger passed ; and, guessing whom 
I sought. 

He said that she was used to ramble far. — 
The sun was sinking in the west ; and, 
now 

I sate with sad impatience. From within 
Her solitary infant cried aloud : 

Then, like a blast that dies aw'ay self- 
stilled. 

The voice was silent. From the bench I 
rose ; ^ 

But neither could divert nor soothe my 
thoughts. 

The spot, though fair, was very desolate — 
The lunger I remained, more desolate : 
And, louking round me, now I first 
observed 

The corner stones, on either side the 
porch, 

With dull red stains discoloured, and 
stu^ o’er 

With tufts and hairs of wool, as if the 
sheep, 

% 


That fed upoi? Common, thither came 
Familiarly, and found a couching-place 
Even at her threshold. Deeper shadows 
fdil IV 

From these tall elms ; the cottage-clpck 
struck eight j — 

I turned, and 'saw her distant a few 
steps. * • 

face was pale and thin — ^her figure, 
too, ’ ‘ 

Wasechanged. As she unlocked door, 
she said, ^ . 

‘ It grieves me .you have waited here so 
» long. 

But, in good truth, I’ve wandered much 
‘of late ; 

And, sf)ine1»iiT^es — to mv shame I speak 

• — h.M* need 

Of iny best prayers to bring me Vack 
again.’ 

While on the. board she spread onif ev^n-^ 

• ing mtfal,* 

She told JTic — interrupting not Ihe vrork 
Which gave employment' to *ner listless 
hands—' . . u . 

That she had parked with her elder chiud ; 
To a kind master on a distant farm 
Now happily apprenticed. — ‘1 pVreeive 
You look at me, and you have cau?ie ; to- 
day 

I have been travelling lar ; and man^ 
days 

About the fields I wander, knowing this 
Only, that what I seek I cannot find ; 
And so I w’aste my time ; for I am 
changed ; 

And to myself,’ said she, f-have done 
much wrong 

And to this helpless infant. 1 have slept 
Weeping, and w’eepiiig have I waked ; 
my tears 

Have flowed as if iny body were not such 
As others arc ; and^l coukl never die. 
But 1 am now in mind and in my heart 
More easy ; and 1 hope,' said she, ’ that 
Cod 

Will give me patience to endure the thing^ 
Which I behold at home.V 

It woula have grieved 
Your very soul to see her. Sir, I feel 
The story linger in my heart ; I fear 
’Tis long and tedious ; A)ut my spirit 
• clings , 

To that poor Wofnan : — so famj^iarly 
Do I perceive her mann^, her look. 
And presence ; and so deeply do I feel 
Her goodness, that, not seldom, ia my 
walks * 

A momentary trance comes over me : 
And to myself I seem to muse on One 
By sorrow laid asleep ; or borne away, 

A human being destined to awake 
To human life, or something very near 
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To human life, when he shall come again I In\ seemly order, now, with straggling 
For whom she sulTercd. ^Yes, it would ! leaves 

have grieVed ! Lay scattered here and there, open or 

Your very soul to see her : evcrmoip 1 shut. 

Her eyelids drooped, her ^yes downyrard j As they had chanced to fall. Her infant 
were cast ; ' i Bal^ 

And, when she at her tab^ gave me food, j Had from its Mother caught the trick of 
She did not look at me. Her voice was < « grief. • 

low, I Aiidj sighed among its playthings. I 


Mer body was subduoil. In every a A, 
Pertaining to her house-affairs, appeared 
The careless stillness of a thinking ftiind 
Self-occupied f to Vhieh all outward 
things • 

Are like an idle matter. Still she mgheci. 
But yet no mot ji in of the breast .was 

No heaviry; of Ac heart. by-^he 

^re 

We sate«togethcr, sighs came on my ear, 
I knevv not how, and hardly whence they 
• came. i 

• 

Ere my depgrlure.jLo her care 1 gave, 
iier ^oi^’s us#*, some tokcgis of regard, 
Wlych w’ith a look of uvelcomc slie re- 
ceived ; 

And Uexhorl«Kl he^ to place her trust 
In Cloci’s good love, and seek his lielp by 
pra\'cr. 

I took mv slaff^lrind, when I kissed her 
babe,' 

The tears stood iu her eyes. I left her 
then 

With the best hope and comfoit I could 
give : 

She thanke^ me for my wish ; — but for 
my hope 

*It seemed she did not thank me. 

I returned, 

And too my rounds along this mad 
again 

When oil its sunnv. bank the primrose 
flower • 


withdrew. * 

And once again entering the garden saw, 
^lorn plainly still, that poverty and grief 
>Vere now some; nearer to her: weeds 
d(‘faced 

The liardcned soil, and knots of withered 
I ^rass : 

No ridges there appeared of clear blacky 
mold. 

No winter greenness ; of her herbs and 
floWJ'iTS, 

It seemed tlie better part w'cre gnawed 
away 

Or trampled into earth ; a chain of 
straw. 

Which had been twiind about the slender 
stem 

Of a vounjT apple-tree, lav at its root ; 
The bark w’as nibbled round by truant 
sh(‘ep. 

•— Margari't stf)od near, her infant in her 
arms. 

And, noting that rnyeyewason the tree. 
She said, ‘ 1 fear it will be dead and gone 
lire Hubert conic again.’ When to the 
House 

We had returned together, she enquired. 
If I had any he.pe : — but for her babe 
; And for her little orj^han boy, she said. 
She had no wish to live, that she must die 
Of sorrow. Yet 1 saw the idle loom 
Still in its place ; his Sunday garments 
hung 

Upon the self-same nail ; his very staff 
Stood undisturbed behind the door. 


> Peeped forth, to giv^e an earnest of the And when. 

Spring. : In bleak December, T retraced this way, 

found her sad and drooping : she had She told me that her little babe was dead, 
learned ^ j And she was left alone. She now. 

No tidings onher husband ; if he lived, released 

She knew not that he lived ; if he w'cre ' From her matc'nial cares, had taken up 
dead, i The employment common through these 

She knew notiie was dead. She seemed , wilds, and gained# 

’ the same* # i By spinning hemp, a pittance for herself ; 

•In person and app^rance ; but hew And for this end had hired a neighbour's 
hdUse • i boy 

Bespake H Aeepy hand of negligence ; j To give her needful help. Tliat very 
The floor was neither drvmor neat, the i time 

hearth | Most willingly she put her -work aside. 

Was comfortless, and her small lot of i And walked with me along the miry road,. 

books, ! Heedless how far ; and, in such piteous 

Which, in the cottage-window, heretofore I srjt 
- liad been piled up against the comer . That any heart had ached to hear her, 
panes' , ‘ , begged 
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That, wheresoe'er I went, 1 still would jjisk 

For him whom she had lost. We parted 
then-— 

Our final parting ; for from that time 
forth 

Did many seasons pass ere 1 returned 

Into this tract again. 

Nine tedious years ; 

From their first separation, nine;. long 
years, ^ 

She lingered in unquiet widowhood ; 

A Wife and Widow. Needs must it have, 
been 

A sore heart-wasting ! I have heard, 

■ my Friend, 

That in yon arbour oftentimes she site 

Alone, through half the vacant sabbath 
day ; 

And, if a dog passed by, she still would 
quit 

The shade, and look abroad. On this old i 


Chequered tfie green -grown thatch. And" 
so she llv4’d 

Through the long winter; reckless and 
2 ^, one ; 

Uutjl her hou^u by frost, and thaw, and 
rain. 

Was sapped ; ,and while she slept, the 
nightly i^ainps 

Did chill her breast ; and in the stormy 
' day ; • 

Her tattered clothes were ruffled^y the 
"wind, Ih 

Fven at the side of her own fire. Yet still 

She loved this Svretched spot, nor would 

' for worlds 

Have parted hence ; and still that length 
of roa^ t. 

Auf] this i^'ide bench, oAi torturing hope 
endeared, tr 

I Fast rooted at her heart : and here, my 
Friend, — 


-bench j In ,''jckneKs,shj remained ; and here she 

For hours she sate ; and evermore her eye : died ; 

Was busy in the distance, shaping things . Last human tensqit of,, these ruined 
That made her heart beat quick. You j walls ! ’7 . ' 

see that path, 1 ,i 

Now faint, — the grass has crept o’er its | The old Man ceased ; he saw that I 
grey line ; was moved ; ^ 

There, to and fro, she paced through l From that low bench, rising instinctively 
many a day I I turned aside in weakness, nor had 

Of the warm summer, from a belt of hemp j power vv . 

That girt her waist, spinning the long- i To thank him for the tale which he had 
drawn thread j told. 

With backward steps. Yet ever as there 1 1 stood, and leaning o’er'thc garden wall 
passed Reviewed that Woman’s sufferings ; and 

A man who.se garments showed the sol- ' it seemed 

dicr's red, ! To comfort me while with p. brother’s 

Or crippled mendicant in sailor’s garb, ] love 

The little child who sate to turn the wheel ' I blessed her in the impotence of grief. 
Ceased from his task ; and she with fal- i Then towards the cottage I returned ; 


tering voice 

Made many a fond enquiry ; and when 
they. 

Whose presence gave no comfort, were 
gone by. 

Her heart was still more sad. And by 
yon gate. 

That bars the traveller's road, she often 
stood, 

And when a stranger horseman came, 
the latch 

Would lift, and m his face look wist- 
I fully : 

Most happy, if, from aught discovered 
there 

Of tender feeling, she might dare repeat 

The same sad question. Meanwhile her 
poor Hut^ 

Sank to decay ; for he was gone, whose 
hand, 

^At thi: first nipping of October frost, 

^ Closed up each chink, and with fresh 
bands of straw i 


and traced 

Fondly, though with an interest more 
mild, , 

That secret spirit of huinahity 

Which, ’mid the calm oblivious tendencies 

Of nature, ’mid her plants, and weeds* 
and flowers, 

And silent overgrowings, still survived. 

The Old Man, noting this,, resumed, and 
said. 

My Friend ! enough to sorrow you 
have given, 

The purposes of wisdom ask no more : 

4i^oT more would sh.e have craved as due ' 
to One 

Who, in her worst distress, ofttimes 
felt 

The unbounded might of prayer ; and 
learned, with soul 

Fixed on the Cross, that consolation 
springs, 

From Sources deeper far tifim deepest 
pain, 
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For the meek Suffered. “ Why then 
should we read 

The forms of things with an unwtrjrthv 
eye ? • ^ ' 

She sleeps in the calm earth, and peace is 
here. ' , 

I well remember that those^very plumes. 
Those weeds, and the high spear-grass 
on that wall, ^ 

By mist and silent raiii-drnj)s sjlvere<l 
o’er. 

As once I ])aiMed, i!ito iny heart con- 
veyed 

So still an image of iranquillitv, ' 

So calm and still, ana iooked so bodjuLi- 
fMl -4 ^ 

Amid the ^uiieas^ thoughts, wj^ich fi'led 
jpiy mind. 

That whjjt we feel of sorrow and dt^spair 
From niin and from change, and all the 
• -griY-f 

That passing sjiows of Being leave be- 
hind, » . , 

App<H\re«Jan idle dream, that could imm- 
lain) j 

Noumere, dominion o’er the enliglitcMied 
spvit 
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Whose meditative s^'mpathies repose 
Upon the breast of Faith. 1 turned 
away. 

And walked along my road in happiness.” 

L l-le ceased £rc long the suii declining 
tv shot . 

A sl^Ait and mellow radiance, which be- 
I gan 

I To fall upem us, while, beneath the trees, 
j \Ve sale on that low bench : and now we 
} fell. 

j .Adinonislit'd thus, the sweet hour com- 
: iiig on. 

' A linnet warbled from those lofty elms, 

' A thrii-,h sang loud, and other melodies. 
At distance heard, peopled the milder air. 
The old Man rose, and, with a sprightly 
; mien * 

; Of hopeful preparation, grasped his staff ; 

Together casting then a farewell look 
■ Upon those silent walls, we left the 
shade ; 

■ And, ere. the stars were visible, had 
1 reached 

j A \ ill age-inn, — our evening resting- 
I place 


BOOK SECOND 




THE SOLITARY 
ARCL'MI-:\T 

The Author dexterities his tiav, s with the Wan- 
^re.r, whos^ character is furtlitT 
— Morning scene, and view of a ^'^ll.lge Wake 
— Wanderer’s arcount o£ a Friend whom he 
purpose's to visit — from an einuieuec, 
of the Valley which his Friend had ciioscii for 
his retreat — Sound of singing from below- 
!• funeral procession — Descent into the Valiev 
— Observations* drawif from ih. Waudeifi 
at sight of a book accidentally discovered in 
* a recess in the Vallej — Meeting with the 
Wanderer's friend, the Solitary — Wanderer'*. 

0 description of the mode of burial in this 
mountainous c^trict — Solitary contrasts with 
this, that of me individual carried a fewr 
minutes before ffom the cottage — The cottage 
entered — Description of the Solitary’s apart- 
ment — Repast there — View, from the window', 
of two mountain summits ; and the Solitary’s 
description of tne companionship they aHor|| 

1 him — Account of the deoacted inmate of the^i 
cottagee-Descripdon of a graud spectacle 
upon the znoyntmns, w'ith its effect upon the 

- Solitary’s mind — Leave the house. 

In days of yore* how fortunately fared 
The Minstrel I wandering on from hall 
to haU, 

Baronial coucl: or royal ; cheered w'ith 
gifts 

Munificent, and love, and ladies’ praise ; 

W,P. 


Now meeting uii hi< road an armed 
knight, 

Xow resting with a pilgniu liy the side 
Of a clear brtKik : — iieneath .in abbey’s 
roof 

One evening siiiiiptiiou'.ly lodged ; the 
next. 

Humbly in a religion*. ho>pital ; 

Or with M:)iiie meriy outlaws of the 
woikI ; 

Or lia])lv s.hroiidod in :i hermit's cell, 
yini, sleipmg or awake, llie robber 
•.pared ; 

He walked — i>rotected troin the sword 
of u'ar 

Hv virtue (d that sacred instrument 
His harp, suspended at the traveller’s 
side : 

His dear companion wh<yesoe’er he went 
Opening from land to land an easy way 
By melody, and by the charm of verse, 
^ct not the noblest of that honoured 
Race 

Drew happier, loftier, more empassioned, 
thoughts 

From hij long journeyings and eventful 
life. 

Than this obscure Itinerant had skill 
To gather, ranging throueh the tamer 
grouii I 

Of these our unimaginative days ; 

P P ' 



578 THr: EXCURSION 


Both 'while he trod the earth in humblest 
guise 

Accoutred with his burthen and his 
staff ; 

And now, when free to move with lighter 
pace. 

■ What wonder, then, if I, whose f:iv- 
ourite sch(Jol « 

Hath been tJic fields, the roads, and rural 
lanes, 

^Looked on this guide w'ith reverent ial 
ove ? 

Each with the other jileased, we now 
pursued ^ 

Our journey, under favourable skies. 
Turn wheresoe’er we would, he was a 
light 

Unfailing : not a hamlet could we pass. 
Rarely a house, tliat did not yiMd to him 
Remembrances ; or fnuii his tongue call 
forth 

Some way-beguiling tale. Nor less regard 
Accompanied those strains ot apt dis- 
course. 

Which nature's various objects might 
inspire ; 

And in the silence of his face I rc.id 
His overflowing spirit. Birds and beasts. 
And the mute fish that glances iu the 
stream, 

And harmless reptile coiling in the sun. 
And gorgeous insect hovering in the air. 
The fowl domestic, and the household 
dog— 

In his capacious mind, he loved them all : 
Their rights acknowledging he felt for all. 
Oft was occasion given me to perceive 
How the calm pleasures of the pasturing 
herd 

To happy contemplation soothed liis 
walk ; 

How the poor bnilc’s condition, forced 
to run 

Its course of suffering in the imblic road,'’ 
Sad contrast ! nil too often smote his 
heart 

With unavailing pity. Rich in love 
And sweet humanitv, he was, himself. 
To the degree that he desired, beloved. 
Smiles of good-will from faces that he 
knew 

Greeted us all day long ; wc took our 
seats 

By many a cottage-hearth, where he 
received 

The welcome of an Inmate from afar. 
And 1 at once forgot. 1 was a Stranger. 
— Nor was he loth to enter ragged huts. 
Huts where his charity wms blest : his 
voice 

Heard as the voice of an experienced 
friend. 


And, sometimiiP — where the poor man ' 
held dispute 

With his own mind, unable to *subdue 
Iinpaljijcnce through inaptness to per- 
fieive 

General distress in his particular lot ; 

Or cherishing resentment, or in vain 
Struggling agninst it ; with a soul per- 
plexed. 

And finding in h&rself no steady powL*' 
T«» draw the line of comfort th^ divides 
Calamily. the chastisement of^eaven, 
From the injustice of our brother men — 
To him appeal was made as to a judge ; 
Who, with ail understandi ig heart, 

• allayed 

The perturbation ; listeued to the pica ; 
Re^hlved the dubious point ; and sen- 
tence gave 

So grounded, so applied, that it was 
heard ^ ^ 

WMi softeLca spirit, even when it con-'", 
demned. 

Such intc.coiirso I witiicise'h '•'hile- 
wo roved, - 

Now as his choice directed, now as mine ; 
Or both, with equal tVeadiuess of v. ill, 

Our course submitting to the ch,jngcful 
breeze 

Of accident. But wht. . the ri.sing sun 
Had three times called us to renew our 
walk. 

My Fellow-traveller, with earnest voice. 
As if the thought were but a moment old, 
Claimed absolute doiiiiiiion for the day. 
We started — and he led me towards the 
hills. 

Up through an ample vale, with higher 
hills 

Before us, mountains stern and desolate ; 
But, in the majesty of distance, now 
Set off, and to ourc ken appearing fair 
Of aspect, with aerial softness clad. 

And beautified with niorning’s purple 
beams. 

The wealthy, the luxi^ious, by the 
stress ? 

Of business roused, or pleasure, ere their 
time, 

May roll in chariots, or pre^voke the hoofs 
the fleet coursers they bestride, to 
' raise ® 

From earth the dust of xEiorning.'slow to 
rise ; f* . 

And they, if blest with health and hearts 
at ease, 

Shall lack not their enjoyment : — ^but 
how faint 

Compared with ours 1 who*, pacing side 
by side. 

Could, with an eye of leisure, look on all 
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That \vc beheld ; and lci»d«(.he listening Neft one hour merely, but till evening’s 
sense . c^ose. 

To every grateful sound of earth and air ; The simple pastimes of the day and 
Pausing at will — our spirts braccTi, our I place. 

thoughts • : Bv the fleet Racers, ere tke sun be set. 

Pleasant as roses in the thickets blown, ■ The turf of you large pasture will be 
And pure as dew bathing their criin^m | skimiii'^d ; • 

leaves. iTJftre, tf>o, tiie lusty Wrestlers shall con- 

n m ^ • T ' • 

Mount slowly, sun ! That we may jour- ■ But know we not that he, who intermits 

iiey long, • ; The appointed task and duties of the day. 

By this dark^ hill protected from thy ' t;iitunes fulij'jft the pleasures of the day ; 

beams ! • , Checking the liner .spirits that refuse 

Such is the summer pilgrim’.s frcqueii^ Tn flow, vi'])eu purposes are lightly 
wisli : I ch'iiigod ? 

|t)iirnev vet remains un- 


But /juickly frimi ainoii^ tuir morfiiiig ' A length of jdu 
thoughts 0 • ’ traced : 

’Twas chased .'uvay : for, tf^\\ard ^he ' Let us proceed.’ 


•western side 
Of the bfoad vale, casting a casual glance, 
%W« saw a throng of peopj^ — wherefore ■■ 
met ? • 

Blithe not^s of music, .suddenly let loose ‘ 
jOn the thrille?! ear, ^nd flags upri-iing, | 
^ielfl 


pointing with 
craggy summits. 


Then, 

his staff 

Raised toward those 
hi-% intent 

He thus imp.irted : — 

In a spot that lies 
Among yon mountain fastnesses con- 
cealed, 

Pr<%npt answer ; they proclaim the | Yt)u will receive, before the hour of noon, 
ai^niial ,A\Jake. j r„'H»d recompense, I hi>pe, for this day’s 

Which the bri^it season favours. — Tabor ; toil, 

and pipe From sight of One who lives secluded 

In purjjose joiii^ hasten or reprove there, 

^he laggard llostic ; and repay with ! LoneMUue and lost ; of whom, and whose 
boons j past life. 

Of merriment a party-coloured knot, i (Not to forestall such knowledge as may 


Already formed upon the village-green 
— Beyond the limits of the sliadow cast 
By the broad hill, glistened upon our 
sight • 

That gav assemblage. Round them and 
above. 

Glitter, with dark recesses interposed. 
Casement, and cottage-roof, and stems 
of trees 

Half-veiled i» vapoflry cloud, the silver 


be 

More faithfully collected from himself) 
This brief comm uriicat ion shall suffice. 

Though now sojourning there, he, like 
nivself. 

Sprang from a stock of lowly parentage 
Among the wilds of Scotland, in a tract 
Where many a sheltered and well-tended 
plant, 

.Bears, on the humblest ground of social 


steam • 

Of dews fast melting on their leafy T life, 

boughs ! Blossoms of piety and innocence. 

"By the strong sunbeams smitten. Like I Such grateful promises his youth dis- 
a mast ^ i plaved : 


Of gold, the Maypole shines ; as if the 
rays 

Of morning, aided by exhaling dew. 
With gladsoiifle influence 


j And, having shown in study forward 
7.eal, 

I lie to the Ministry duly called : 
could rc-ani- ■ And straight, incited oy a curious mind 
mate * J Filled with vague hopes, he undertook 

The f^ed garlands Wangling from its ( the charge 

sides* , * : Of Chaplain to a military troop 

i Cheered by the Highland bagpipe, as 
Said I, “ The music and*the sprightly I they marched 

scene • ' In plaided vest, — his fellow-country - 

Invite us ; shall we quit our road, and 1 men. 

join I This office filling, yet by native power 

These festive matins ? ” — ^He replied, ; And force of native inclination made 
“ Not loth j An intellectual ruler in the haunts 

To Unger I would here with you partake. ’ Of social vanity, he walked the world. 



j-- 

Gavv and affecting graceful gaiety ; / 
Lax, buoyant — ^less a pastor with his 
dock 

Than a soldier among soldiers — lived and 
roamed 

Where Fortifhe led : — and Fortune, who 
oft proves 

The careless wanderbr’s friend, to >im 
made known t 

A blooming Lady — a Conspicuous flower. 
Admired for beauty, for her sweetness 
praised ; , 

Whom ho had sensibility tr love. 
Ambition to attempt, and skill to win. 


TI^ EXCURSION^ 


The cause of Christ and civil liberty. 

As one, aiid'pibving to one glorious end. 
Intoxicating service 1 I might ^say 
A happy service ; for he was sincere 
As vanity and' fondness for applause, 
An(^ new and shapeless wishes, would 
allow. ,, 

That righteous cause (such power hath 
! freedom) bound, 

j ror one hostility*, in friendly league,^* 

I Kthereal natures and the worst'^f slaves ; 
' Was served by rivaUadvocates that came 
; From regions i-oi)posite sts heaven and 
I .s hell. 

t-u;.. ' Oiie courage seemed to animate them ah' : 

mind? ^ ^ ‘he da-Tzling co.i.,iiests^dailv 

I B>.*1herAtitPd efforts;, hero Mro.e^ 

His office he relinquished ; and retired i 
From the world’s notice to a rural home, j 
Youth’s season yet with him was»scarcelv I 

; i the origin and bo^inds of power 

^ ,”17 " ^ ' " 1 S<M:ial and temporal ; but m )aws divine, 

io\e, ' Deduced by' reason, or to faith '7eve’dlcd! 


A i>roijd and most presumptuous (*.infi- 
dcMiec ' 

In the transcendent wisdom of hhe 
AifSl her discernment ; not alone in rights,* 


I ’ «)verwe'eiunft trust was raised ; caiid 
in the short course of one iindreaded , " 


all. Death suddeidv 


that they 


course 

year. 

Death blasted 
o’erthrew 

Two lovely Children — all 
possessed ! 

The Mother followed : — miserably bare 

The one Survivor stood ; he wept, lie 
prayed 

For his dismissal, day and night, com- 
pelled 

To hold communion with the grave, and 
face 

With pain the regions of eternity. 

An uncomplaining apathy displaced 

This anguish ; and, indifferent delight. 

To aim and purpose, he consumed lus 
days. 

To private interest dead, and public care.«| 

So lived he ; so he might have died. 

But now, 

To the wide world s astonishment, ap- 
peared 

A glorious opening, the unlooked-for 
dawn, 

That promised c'^erJasting joy to France ! 

Her voice of social transport reached 
even him ! 

He broke from his contracted bounds, 
repaired 

To the great City, an emporium then 

Of golden expectations, and receiving 

Freights every day from a new world of 
hope. 

Thither his popular talents he transferred ; 

And, from the pulpit, zealously main- 
tained 


Cast out, alike of person and of thing. 
Plague from this union spread,*' whose 
subtle bane 

The strongest did not^-vasily escape ; o, 
And lie. what wonder ! took a mortal 
taint. 

How shall 1 trace the change, how bear 
to tell 

That he broke faith with them whom 
he had laid « 

In earth's dark chambers, with a Chris- 
tian’s hope ! 

i An infidel contempt of holy wTit 

’ Stole by degrees upon his mind ; and 
hence 

Life, like that Roman J^us, double- 
faced ; 

Vilest hypocrisy — the laughing, gay 
Hypocrisy, not leagued with fear, but 
pride. * 

Smooth words he had to wheedle simple 
souls ; r 

But, for disciples of the inner school, 
Old fi^edom was old servitude, and they 
The wisest whose opinions stooped the 
e least 

f^'o known restraints ; and who most' 
boldly drew ^ 

Hopeful prognostications frbm a creed. 
That, in the iight of false philosophy. 
Spread like a halo round a misty moon. 
Widening its circle as the storms advaflce. 

His sacred function was’ at length 
renounced ; 

And every day and every place enjoved 
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The uni!;hacklcd laynun’s natural 
liberty ; . 

Speech, fnanners, morals, all without dis- 
guise. ^ * 

I do not wish to wrong him ; thougluthe 
course 

Of private life licentiously displayed 
Unhallowed actions — plaiTted like a 
crown ^ 

I-Tiion the insolent aspfring brow 
Of spurious notions — worn as open signs 
Of prejudice subdue^ — s^ll he retained, 
*Mid much aBasement, «whiit he had 
received ^ 

From nature, an intense and glowing 
mind. • 

Wherefore, when Jiuni bled •[ liberty grew 
weak, • ^ ‘ ^ 


Andvnortal sickness on her face appeared. 
He coloifred objects to his own desire 
^s^witb a lover’s passion. Yet his 
moods • • ^ 


Of pain were Veen as those of better 
men, * ^ • 

Nay ^eetei* as his fortitude w'as less : 

Atick he continued, wcirse days 

w<’re come. 

To deaf about itis sparkling eloquence, 

Strugglfhg against the strange reA’erse 
with 7-cal ^ 

'Shat shew’cd lift? happiness. But, in 
despite 

Of all this outside bravery, within. 

He neither felt encouragement nor hope : 

For moral dignity, and strength of mind. 

Were w'anting ; and siinplicily of life ; 

And reverenee for himself ; and, last and 
best. 


Confiding thoughts, through love and 
fear of Him 

Before whose sight the troubles of this 
world 

Are vain, as bjjlows ift a tossing sea. 


* The glory of the times fading away — 

The splendor, which had given a festal 

• air 

To self-impoNance, hallowed it, and 
veiled • 

From his own sight — this gone, he for- 
feited 

All joy in humvi nature ; was consumed, 
d vexed, and chafed, by levity an€^ 
scorn, • 

And fruitless ftidignation ; galled by 
pride : 

Made desperate by contempf of men who 
throve « 

B oUtt his sight in power or fame, and 
won. 

Without desert, what he desired ; w'eak 
men. 

Too vfeak even for his envy or his hate ! 


Tormented thus, after a wandering coiuse 
Of discontent, and inwardly opprest 
With malady — in part, I fear, provoked 
By weariness of life — he fixed his home. 
Or, rather say, sate down by very 
chance. 

Among thei^e rugged hills ; where now 
^ •he dwells, 

And Vastes the ^ad remainder of his 
hours. 

Steeped in a self -indulging spleen, that 
• w.'iiils not 

Its own voluptuousness ; — on this re- 
‘iolved. 

Witli*this content, that he will live and 
die 

Fnrgtitlen, — at safe di’^tance from ‘ a 
world 

\ot iiioN'ing to his mind.' ” 

Thes.r serious w'ords 
Closed the prf*])aratorv notices 
That served my Fellow-traveller to l>e- 
guile 

Tlie wav, while we advanced up that 
wide vale. 

Diverging now (as if his quest had been 
Some secret of the mountains, cavern, 
fall 

Of water, or s('»me lofty eminence, 
Renowned for splendid prospect far and 
wide) 

We scaled, w'ithout a track to ease our 
steps, 

A steep ascent : and reached a dreary 
plain. 

With a tumultuous waste of huge hill 
tops 

Before us ; savage region ! which I paced 
Dispirited ; when, all at once, behold ! 
Beneath our feet, a little lowdv vale, 

A lowly vale, and yet uplifted high 
Among the mountains ; even as if the 
' spot 

JIad been from eldest time by wish of 
theirs 

So placed, to be shut out from all the 
world ! 

Urn -like it was in shape, deep as an urn ; 
With rocks encompassed, save that to 
the south 

Was one small opening^ w'here a heath- 
clad ridge 

Supplied a boundary less abrupt and 
close ; 

A quiet treeless nook, with two green 
fields, 

A liquid pool that glittered in the sun. 
And :>iie bare dwelling ; one abode, no 
nore ! 

It seemed the home of poverty and toil. 
Though not of want : the little fields, 
made green 

By husbandry of many thrifty years. 
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Paid cheerful tribute to the moorland 
house. 

—There crows the cock, single in his 
domain : 

The small birds find in spring iio thicket 
there 

To shroud them ; only from the neigh- 
bouring vales 

The cuckoo, straggling up to the hiH tops, 
Shouteth faint tidings of some gladder 
place. 

Ah ! what a sweet Rcces-i, thought I, 
is here ! 

Instantly throwing down luy limbs at 
ease 

Upon a bed of heath full many a spr>i 
Of hidden besauty have I elianced to espv 
Among the mountains : never one like 
this ; 

So lonesome, and so perfectly secure ; 
Not melancholy — no, for it is green. 

And bright, and fertile, furnished in it- 
self 

With the few needful things that life 
requires. 

— In rugged arms how' softly does it lie. 
How tenderly protected ! Far and near 
We have an image of the pristine earth. 
The planet in its nakedness : were this 
Man’s only dwelling, sole appointed seat. 
First, last, and single, in the breathing 
world, 

It could not be more quiet : peace is here 
Or nowhere ; days iinrufflod by the gale 
Of public news or private ; years that 
pass 

Forgetfully ; uncalled upon to pav 
The common penalties of mortal life. 
Sickness, or accident, or grief, or pain. 

On these and kindred thoughts intent 
I lay 

In silence muAing by my Comrade’s side. 
He also silent ; when from out the heart 
Of that profound abyss a solemn voice. 
Or several voices in one solemn sound. 
Was heard ascending: mournful, deep, 
and slow 

The cadence, as of psalms — a funeral 
dirge ! 

We listened, looking down upon the hut. 
But seeing no one : meanwhile from 
below I 

The strain continued, spiritual as before ; 
And now distinctly could I recognise 
These words : — * Shall in the grave thy 
love be known. 

In death thy faithfulness ? * — “ God rest 
his soul ! ” 

Said the old man, abruptly breaking 
silence, — 

“He is departed, and finds peace at 

lasti” 


This scarcely spoken, and those holy 
strains 

Not ceasing, forth appeared in view a 
band < 

Of rustic persons, from behind the hut 
Bearing a coffin in the midst, with which 
They shaped /heir course along the slop- 
ing side 

Gf that small y^lley, singing as th^y 
moved ; 

A sr/lier company and few, tHlkmen 
Bare-headed, and fill decently attired ! 
Some steps w'hdfi they had thus advanced, 
the dirge 

Ended; and, from the stillness to at 
ensued ^ 

Rqj^ovenr^g, to in 3 ' Frigid 1 said, “ You 
spake, 

Metlioiight, with apprehension '\hat 
these rites 

Ar^, paid to I^irn upon whose shv^’^retitjab 
This dav wc purposed tc\ intrude.” — “ I 
did so. ^ , 

But let us h^^nce, that wc'm?^y learp th^ 
truth : ' c 

Perhaps it is not he but some onc^lse 
For whom this pious service is performed ; 
Some other tenant of the solitudf.” 

So, to a steep and %y;.icult descent 
Trusting ourselves, wc wound from crag 
to crag. 

Where passage could be won ; and, as 
the last 

Of the mute train, behind the heathy 
top 

Of that off-sloping outlet, Uisappeared, 
1 . more impatient in my downward 
course. 

Had landed upon easy ground; and there 
Stood waiting for my Comrade. When 
behold ^ 

An object that enticed my steps aside ! 
A narrow, winding, entry opened out 
Into a platform — that lay, sheepfold- 
wuse, * 

Enclosed between an upright mass of 
rock ^ 

And one old moss-grown wall ; — a cool 
recess. 

And fanciful ! For where the rock and 
wall *• 

Jdet in an angle^ hung a penthouse^ 
framed ^ t 

By thrusting two rude staf/es into the 
wall g 

And overlaying them with mountain 
sods ; • ■ , ^ 

To weather -fend a little turf-built Mat 
Whereon a full-grown man might rest,^ 
nor dread 

The burning sunshine^ or a transient 
shower ; 
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But the whole plainly wrought by chil> | 'Tis strange, I grant ; and stranger still 
dreii's hands f , I had been 

Whose skill had thronged the floor with i To see the Man who owned it, dwelling 
a proud show 4 | here. 

Of baby-houses, curiously arranged 1 | With one poor shepherd, fas from all the 

Nor wanting ornament of walks bet-ween. j world ! — 

With mimic trees inserted* in the turf, I Now, if our erranjl hath been thrown 
And gardens interposed. Pleased with • jjway, 

. j the sight, • ' As fmm thc-st* intimations I hirebode, 

I could not choose but beckon to my (irieved shall I be — less for my sake than 

Guide, • , yours. 

Who, eiiteruig,.rouiid him threw a care- ] And least of ^11 for him who is no more.’’ 

less glance, • | 

Impatient to pass on, when I exclaimed^ j By this, the book w'as in the old Man’. 
‘ Lo I what is here ? ” and, stooping : hand ; 

d9wn, drew forth * : And he continued, glancing on the leaves 

A book, that, in ^c midst of Atones aiid ■ An eye cjf scorn : — " The lover,” said he, 

yioss • • ^ I i'l doomed 

And wreck of party-coloured earthen- ; To love when hope hath failed him — 
ware, } whoni no depth 

ApJiy disposed, had lent it ^ help to r^ise ; Of privaev is deep enough to hide. 

One of those .petty structures. “ flis j Hath yet his bracelet or his lock of hair, 
it mus<. beJ ” 1 And that is joy to him. When change 

L'xckyriied Jhe wanderer, “^cannot but j of times 

DC Ills, ^ 1 Hath summoned kings to scaffolds, do 


AntP ho is gone ! ” The book, which in but give 

hand . The faithful servant, who must hide his 

Had opjfjncd of itsel^(for it was swolii head 

With searching damp, and seemingly Henceforth in whatsoever nook he may, 
had lain A kerchief .sprinkled with his master’s 

ro the injurious elements exposed bhuid. 

From week to week,) I found to be a work And he too hath his comforter. How 
la the iTcnch longue, a Novel of Voltaire, poor, 

His famous Optimist. ” Unhappy Man ! ” Beyond all ixwcrly how destitute, 
Exclaimed my Friend : ‘‘here then has Must that Man have been left, who, 
been to him hither driven. 

Retreat witlfin retreat, a shcltering-place FJviiig or seeking, could yet bring with 
Within how deep a shelter ! He had him 

fils. No dearer reliqiie. and no better stay. 

Even 10 the last, of genuine tenderness, Than this dull product of a scoffer’s pen, 
loved the haunts of children ; here. Impure conceits discharging from a 
no doubt, heart 

Pleasing and •pleas •!, he shai'cd their Hardened by iiiipioUs pride ! — I did not 
simple sports, p fear 

Or sate coinpanioriless ; and here the To tax you with this journey ; ” — mildly 
book, said 

Left and forgotten in his careless way. My venerable Friend, as forth we stepped 
Must by the cottage-children have been 1 Into the presence of the cheerful light — 


found : 

Heaven bless them, and their in con 
sideratc work ! 1 

To what odd purpose have the darliims 
*turned •j 

This sad memorjal of tlfcir hapless friend 


“ For I have knowledge that you do not 
shrink 

From moving spectacles ; — but let us 


This sad memorial of tlfcir hapless friend!” So speaking, on he went, and at the 
• • word 

“ Me,” said I, ” most doth it surprise, T followed, till he made a sudden stand : 
to find For lull in view, approaching through a 

Sqch book in sdeh a place I A book gate 

it is,” That opened from the enclosure of green 

He answered, ” to the Person suited fields 

well, ' Into the rough uncultivated ground. 

Though little suited to surrounding Behoid the Man whom he had fancied 
things : (load l 
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I knew from his deportment, mien, and 
dress. 

That it could be no other : a pale face, 

A meagre person, tall, and in a garb 
Not rustic — dull and faded like himself ! 
He saw us not, though distant but few 
steps ; fl 

For he was busy, dealing, from a stoil? 
Upon a broad leaf ^carried, choicest 
strings 

Of red ripe currants ; gift by which he 
strove. 

With intermixture of endearing words. 
To soothe a Child, who walked beside 
him, weeping < 

As if disconsolate. — “ Thev to the grave 
Are bearing him, my Little-one,” he said, 
“ To the dark pit ; but he will feel no 
pain ; 

His body is at rest, his soul in lieavi^n.” 

More might have followed -but my 
honoured Friend 

Broke in upon the Speaker with a frank 
And cordial greeting. — Vivid was the 
light 

That flashed and sparkled from the 
other’s eyes ; 

He was all fire : no shadow on his brow 
Remained, nor sign of sickness on his 
face. 

Hands joined he with hi 2 > Visitant,— a 
grasp. 

An eager grasp ; and many moments* 
space — 

When the first glow of i)lcasure was no 
more. 

And, of the sad appearance which at once 
Had vanished, much w’^as come and com- 
ing back — 

An amicable smile retained the life 
Which it had unexpectcdlv rc'Ceivcd, 
Upon his hdllow cheek. ” How kind,” 
he said, ^ 

“ Nor could your coming have Deeu bet- 
ter timed ; 

For this, you see, is in our narrow world 
A day of sorrow. I have here a charge ’* — 
And, speaking thus, he patted tenderly 
The sun-burnt forehead of the weeping 
child— 

'* A little mourner, whom it is my task 
To comfort ; — but how came ye ? — if yon 
track 

(Which doth at once befriend us and be- 
tray) 

Conducted hither your most welcome 
feet. 

Ye could not miss the funeral train — they 
yet 

Have scarcely disappeared.” “This 
blooming Child,” 

Said the old Man, “ is of an age to weep 


At any grave; or solemn spectacle. 

Inly distressed or overpowered with awe. 
He knows not wherefore ; — but the boy 
tA’-day, 4 

Perhaps is shedding orphan’s tears ; you 
also 

Must have sustained a loss.” — “ The 
hand of 1^'eath,” 

Hp answered, ” has been here ; but could 
not well ** ® 

Have fallen more lightly, if^ had not 
fallen it ^ 

llpon myself.”.— The other left these 
words 

Unnoticed, thus continuing. — 

" From yon, crag, 
Down whosv.' illcep sides.3ve dropped into 
^'the vile, ' 

We heard the hymn they sang — a 
solemn sound ’ ' 

Heqrd any wly^re ; but in a place IK^e tfcis^ 
’Ti^* more I hail human ! Maiiv piecious 
rites ‘ ^ ' 

And customs of nuf rural* ancestry 
Are gone, ot stealing from hs? tlAs, I' 
hope, ‘ fr 

W'ill last f( )r e V or. Oft on ^piy way ha^'e I 
Stood still, though a casual passenger. 
So much I felt the awf illness of Iffc, 

In that one moment wh 'U the corse is 
lifted 

III siloiice, with a Jnish of dc'cencv ; 

Then from the threshold moves wdth son^ 
of peace, 

And confidential yearnings, tow’rds its 
home. 

Its fin.'il home on earth. What traveller 
will) — 

(How far soe’er a stranger) does not own 
The bond of brritherhood, when he sees 
llieni go, 

A mute processitMi on the houseless road i* 
Or passing by sonie^ingle ^tenement 
Or clustered dwellings, where agam they 
raise 

The monitory voice ? But most of all 
It touches, it confirms, and elevates, * 
Then, when the body, socfli to be con- 
signed » 

Ashes to ashes, dust bequeathed to dust. 
Is raised from the church-aisle, and for- 
ward borne •• 

Xl^)on the shoulders of the next in love, , 
'The nearest in affection or in blc^od ; 
Yea, by the very mourners who,had knelt 
Beside the coffin, resting on'its lid 
In silent grief their unuplifted heads, - 
And heard ine,anwhile <the Psalmist’s 
mournful plaint. 

And that most awful scripture which de- 
clares - .. ' 

We shall not sleep, but iVe diall all be 
changed I . \ 
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—Have I not seen — ye lihcvise may have , That mood, or undermine my first re- 
seeii — . _ solve.” 

Sun, husband, brothers — ^brothers side Then, speaking in like careless sort, he 
by side, # said 

And son and father also side by side. To my benign Companiou, — " Pity ’tis 
Rise from that posture : — and in concert That fortune did not guide you to this 
move, • ^ house « 

On the green turf following the vested* A Te\v days earlier ; then would you have 
^ Priest, a seen j 

hour dear supporters* of one senseless What stuff the Dwellers in a solitude, 

‘ weight, • That seems by Nature hollowed out to be 

Prom whicli tljpy do iiot *^riiik, and under 'The seat and bosom of pure innocence, 
whicJi * Are made of an ungracious matter this ! 

They taint not, but advance towards thp Which, for truth'^ sake, yet in remern- 
opon grave djr.uice tor) 

Step after step — together, with their^rm Of past discussions with this zealous 
Unhidden face*! ihe tliat shffers mo^, | friend 

He outwafdJv, imd inwardly perhapsf, • And advocate of humble life, 1 now 
Tln^mosl serene, with most undaunted j Will forc§ upon his notice ; undeterred 
eyel — Bv the example of his own pure course, 

\pik! blest are they who li\g: and die jike And that respect and deference which a 
Ihose, • , soul 

Love J. witl^ su^ love, and with such sor- ' May f.iirlv claim, by niggard age eii- 
^ ro.v inouriied ! riched 

^ • * ^ * In what sJie most doth value, love of 

‘•That ])oor Man taken hence to-day,’* (jocl 

renlied , ' And his frail creature Man ; — but ye shall 

The SiTlitary, with fl^faiut sarcastic smile , hear. 

'Whjrh*did not please me, “must be T talk — and ve are standing in the sun 
derauM, llfear, Without refreshment ! ” 

^f the nil blest r%r he will surelv sink , Quickly had he spoken. 

Into hiMnother earth without such ]>omp And, with light steps still quicker than 
Of gnef, depart without occasion given his w'ords. 

By liim for such array of fortitude. Led toward the Cottage. Homely was 
Full seventy winters hath he lived, and the spot : 

mark ! And, to my feeling, ere we reached the 

This simple Child will mourn his one short door, 

hour, .Had almost a 'forbidding nakedness: 

And 1 shall miss him ; scanty tribute ! yet. Less f.iir, I grant, even painfully less 
This wanting, he would leave the sight of fair, 

men, Than it .ippeared when from the beetling 

If love were his solo claim upon their rock 

care, • • We had bn >ked down upon it. All within, 

I.ike a ripe date which in thcMcsert falls As left by the departed company. 
Without a hand to gather it.” . Was silent ; save the solitary clock 

At tliis . That on mine ear ticked w'ith a mournful 
1 interposed, though loth to speak, and | sound. — 

said, ^ Follow’iiig our Guide, we clonib the cot- 

“ Can it be thi& among so small a baud tage -stairs 

As ye must needs be here ? in such a And reached a small apartment dark and 
place low, ^ 

1 would not wvillingly, methinks, lose Which was no sooner entered than our 
%ight Host 

Of a departing cloud.’** — ” ‘Twas not for^Said gaily, " This is my domain, mv cell, 
love,”, , • • My hermitage, my cabin, what you will — 

Answered the sick Man with a careless I love it better than a snail his house. 

voicie — * But now ye shall be feasted with our 

“ That 1 came •hither ; neither have 1 best.” 
found 

Among associates who have power of So, with more ardour than an unripe 
speech, girl 

Nor in such other converse as is here. Left one day mistress of her mother's 
Temptation so prevailing as to change . stores. 
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He went about bis hospitable task. 

My ?fyes were busy, and my thoughts no 
less. 

And pleased 1 looked upon my grey- 
haired Friend, 

As if to thank him ; he returned that 
look, • 

Cheered, plainly, and yet serious. What 
a wreck " a 

Had we about us ! scattered was the 
floor. 

And, in like sort, chair, window-seat, and 
shelf. 

With books, maps, fossils, withered 
plants and flowers. 

And tufts of mountain moss. Mechanic 
tools 

Lay intermixed with scraps of paper, some 
Scribbled with verse : ii lirokcn angling- 
rod 

And shattered tclcsc£»pe, togctlier linked 
By cobwebs, stood within n. dusty nook ; 
And instruments of music, some half- 
made, 

.Some in disgrace, hung dangling from the 
walls. 

But speedily the prorai‘«e was fulfilled ; 
A feast before us, and a courteous Host 
Inviting us in glee to sit and cat. 

A napkin, white as foam ol that rough 
brook 

By which it had been bleached, o'erspread 
the board ; 

And was- itself half-covered with a store 
Of dainties, — oaten bread, curd, cheese, 
and cream ; 

And cakes of butter curiouslv embossed. 
Butter that had imbibed from iiieadow- 
flow'ers 

A golden hue, delicate as their own 
Faintly reflected in a lingering stream. 
Nor lacked, for more delight on that 
warm day,. 

Onr table, small parade of garden fruits. 
And whortle-berries from the mc.uritaiu 
side. 

The Child, who long ere tliis had stilled 
his sobs. 

Was now a help to his late comforter. 
And moved, a willing Page, as he was 
bid, ^ 

Ministering to our need. 

In genial mood. 
While at our pastoral banquet thus wc 
sate 

Fronting the window of that little cell, 
I could not, ever and anon, forbear 
To glance an upward look on two huge 
Peaks, 

That from some other vale peered into 
this. 

Those lusty twins,” c.xclainied our host, 
“if here 


It Were your Jot to dwell, would soon 
become 

Your prized companions. — Many are the 
ndtcs ^ 

Which, in his tuneful course, the wind 
draws forth 

From rocks, wouds, caverns, heaths, and 
dashing shores ; 

-A.n4 well those lofty brethren bear their 
part ’ ^ 

In the wild concert — chiefly ^en the 
storm ^ , 

Rides high ; thQU all the ifppcr air they 
fill 

With roaring sound, that ceases not to 
flow, 

Like sinoke,^ aKing the level of the blast. 
In Km* hty*- current ; thArs, too, is the 
song » 

Of stream and headlong flood that seldom 
faiN ; , « * 

Atich in the'grirn and breathless hour of 
noon, ‘ 

Methinks that I h;^.re heclid them echo 
back ‘ ‘ I » 

The thunder’s greeting. Nor have *a- 
tiire’s laws 

Left them uiigifted wi"h a power td yield 
Music of finer tone ; a harmony, *■' 

So do I call it, though itj^pithe hand 
OX silence, though there^'be no v<.)ice ; —4 
the clouds. 

The mist, the shadows, light of golden 
suns. 

Motions of moonlight, all conic thither — 
touch. 

And have an answ'cr — thithcivcome, and 
shai>c 

A language not unwelcome to skk hearts 
And idle spirits : — there the sun himself, 
At the calm close of summer’s longest 
day. 

Rests his substanKal oiib ; — ^between 
those heights 

And on the top of cither pinnacle. 

More keenly than elsewhere in night’s 
blue vault, ^ 

Sparkle the stars, as of their station 
proud. » 

Thoughts are not busier in the mind of 
man 

Than the mute agents stioriag there 
alone / 

Here do I sit and watch. — ” 

. A fall of voice. 

Regretted like the nightingale's last 
note, ■ 

Had scarcely closed this high-wrought 
strain oi rapture 

Ere with inviting smile the Wanderer 
said : 

“ Now for the tale with which you 
threatened us I *’ 
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*- In truth the threat escaped me un- So* moved he like a shadf)w that per- 
awiircs : _ formed 

Should the tale tire you, let this challenge 1 Substantial service. Mark me now, and 
stand # ! learn 

For my excuse. Dissevered from man- For what reward ! — Thi# moon her 
kind, ■ I monthly round 

As to your eyes and tluTij^hts wc must j H^h not completod since our dame, the 
have seemed i oueen 

Vjhen ye Icwjked down^upon us from thf' i Of this one cottafjc and this lonely dale. 


Into iny little sanctuary rushed — 

V'»>ice to a rueful treble humanized, 

^iid feature®, in deplorable dismay. 

I treat the iii alter lightly, but, alas ! 

It is incist serious : persevering rain 
llad*fall<‘n in turrerits : all the mountain 
tops 

, Wore hidden, and black vaprnirs coursed 
their sides ; 


crag. 

Islanders mid a stormy moiiiitaiii sea. 

We are not s(^; — pctpeluallv we touch 
Upon the vulgar ordinanors of the wt>rld ; 

And he, whom this our cottage hath t<'r 
day 

ReliiKiuished. lived depegdent for* his 
bread ^ ^ 

Up()ii the^aws of public charuv. 

'rhe*Housewife, tempted bv such slender j This had .1 seen, and saw ; but, till she 
gain's I spake, 

V\HPmij*ht from that occasitgi be distiyed, I Was wholly ignorant that my ancient 

Opened, as shg before had done £t>r me, I Friend — 

Her doors*ta ^dinit lUi^ liomele.'ss Pen- ! WTio at Jier bidding, early and alone, 

• ^ioner^ * ^ Had clomb aloft to deh'e the moorland 

The portion gave of cf^ar-^e but whole- j turf 

* some fare l'(>r winter fuel — to his noontide meal 

blind dull • Retunicrl not, and now, haply, on the 
I ht'ights 

T^'iy at the mercy of this raging storm. 

‘ Inhuman ! said I, ‘ was an old Man’s 
life 

Xi)t worth the trouble of a thought ? — 
alas ! 

This notice comes loo late.’ With joy I 
saw 

Her husband enter — from a distant vale. 
We sallied forth tt»gpthrr ; found the tools 
Which the neglected veteran had drop- 
ped. 

Hut through all quarters looked for him 
ill vain. 

W’e shouted —but no answer ! Darkness 
fell 

•Without remission of the blast or shower, 
And fears for our owm safety drove us 
home. 


Which, appetite roquired- 
n^ok, • 

Such as she had, the nennd of his rest ! 
This, ill itself rA||jll. would yet have been 
Til borne in earlier life ; but his was now 
The still contentedness of seventy years. 
Calm did he sit under the tvide-spread 
tree 

Of his old ago ; and yet loss calm and 
meek, 

Winningly fheek or venerably calm. 
Than slow and torpid ; paying in this wise 
A penalty, if penalty it were. 

For spendthrift feats, excesses of his 
prime. 

I loved the old Man, for I pitied him ! 

A task it waai I owYi, to hold discourse 
With one so slow in gathering up his 
thoughts, 

J)ut he w'as a cheap pleasure to my eyes ; 
Mild, inoffenrive, ready in his way. 

And helpful lo his utmost power ; and 
there • 

Our housewife knew full well what she 
possessed ! 

He was her vsAsal of all labour, tilled 


-Her^^rdcn, from the pasture fetched hf%^All night the storm endured ; and, soon 

And, one aii^oii^ the orderly array 

Of hay-makers, beneath the burning sun 

Maintained bis place ; or hcedfuUy pur- 
sued * 

His course, on errands bound, to other 
vales, 

Leading sometimes an inexperienced 

chad 

Too young for any profitable task^ 


I, wlio weep little, did, I \yill confess. 
The moment I was seated here alone. 
Honour my little cell with some few tears 
Which auger and resei^tment could not 
dry. 


as help 

Had been c(jllect«‘d from the neighbour- 
ing vale. 

With itioriiiug we renewed our quest ; the 
wind 

Was fallen, the rain abated, but the hills 

Lay shrouded in impenetrable mist ; 

And long and hopelessly we sought in 
vmn : 

’Till, chancing on that lofty rid^ to pass 
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Confused, coTpminglRd, mutually in- 
flamed, ■ 

Molten t.-»gether, and composing -thus. 
Each (ost in each, that marvellous array 
Of temple, pallice, citadel, and huge 
Fantastic pomp of structure without 
name, i, 

In fleecy fold^ voluminous, enwrapped. 
Right in the midst, where interspace 
* appeared • •' 

Of open court, an object like -a throne 
Under a shining caijopv of stale 
Stood fixed ; anfj fixed resOinblances w^ere 
se<‘n 

1'n imidenients of ordinary use, 

Ihitiivast in size, in substance glorified ; 
Such as by /lisbrew Prophets were beheld 
In tf,'ision^- forms iincoith of, mightiest 
power , 

For admiration and mvstrrioiif awe. 
This little Vale, a dwelling-place (fi M.*!?!, 
L.if low heKei(th my feet ; 'twas visiblf* -A 
s : 1 saw not, but I felt thati.'t was there. 

So was he lifted gciitlv from the ground. That which I saw was the* evfialrd abode 
And with their freight homeward the Of Spirits in beatitude : inv hetfrt 0 • 

shepherds moved Swelled in my ‘breast. I have Ijpen 

Through the dull mist, I following — when dead,’ I cried, 

a step, ‘ And now I live ! fih ! ‘wherefexe do 1 

A single step, that freed me from the live ? ’ « 

skirts And with that pang I nrayed to be no 

Of the blind vapour, opened to my view . more ! — V ^ 

Glory be 5 ’oiid all glory ever seen — But 1 forget our Charge, as utterly 

By waking sense or by the dreaming soul ! I then forgot him: — there I stood and 
The appearance, iiistantaneouslv dis- gazed : 

closed. The apparition faded not away. 

Was of a mighty citv — boldly say And I descended. 

A wilderness of building, sinking far Having reachcjl the house. 

And self-withdrawn into a boundless I found its rescued inmate safely lodged, 
depth. And in serene possession of himself. 

Far sinking into splendor — without Beside a fire whose genial warmth seemed 
end ! met 

Fabric it seemed of diamond and of gold. By a faint shining from the heart, a gleam 
With alabaster domes, and silver spires. Of comfort, spread, over his pallid face. 
And blazing terrace upon terrace, high Great show of joy the holisewife made. 
Uplifted; here, serene pavilioin bright,* and truly 

In avenues disposed ; there, towers be- Was glad to' And her conscience set at 
girt rase ; • 

With battlements that on their restless And not less glad, for salvp of her good 
fronts'- name, ^ 

Bore stars — illumination of all gems ! That the 'poor Sufferer had escaped with 
By earthly nature had the effect been life. 

wrought • But, though lie seemed at first to have re- 

Upon the dark materials of the storm « ceived . 

Now pacified ; on them, and on the coves* *No harm, and un^mplaining as bef&e ' 
And mountain-steeps and summits. Went tlirough his usual tasks, u silent 
wbercunto change < “ 

The vapours had receded, taking there Soon showed itself : he lingered three 
Their station under a cerulean sky. short weeks ; 

Oh, ’twas an unimaginable sight ! And 1 im the cottage hath been borne to- 

Clouds, mists, streams, watery rocks and day. 

emerald turf, 

Clouds of all tincture, rocks and sapphire So ends my dolorous tele* and glad t ' 
sky, am 


A heap of ruin — almost without walls 
And wholly without roof (the bleached 
remains 

Of a small chapel, where, in ancient time. 
The peasants^f these lonely valleys used 
To meet for worship on that central 
height) — 

We there espied the object of our scaa'.'h, 
Lying full three parts buried akiong ' 
tufts * 

Of heath -plant, under and above him 
strewn, » 

To baffle, as he might, the waterv storm : 
And there we found him breathing 
peaceably. , 

Snug as a child that hides itself in sport 
'Mid a green hay-cock in a sunnv field. , 
We spake — lie made reply, hut would not \ 
- stir 

At our entreatv ; less from wanL of power 
Than apprehension and bewildering 
thoughts. 
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That it is ended.*' At these words he ; MV prey-haired Friend said courteojsly — 
turned— • . ^ “ Nav. nav. 

And, vrith blithe air of open fellowship. You have regaled us as a hermit ought ; 
Brought from the cupboard wii^ and Now let us forth into the sun ! Our 
stouter cheer, # Host 

Like one who would be merry. Sfceing Rose, though reluctantly. ’^nd forth we 
* . went. 


BOOK 'third 


nKSPONDENCY 
• ARr.f^MFT'* 


Images in the Valiev — Aiiotliei Roress in ^ 
entered and described —Wanderer's scMi<a- 
tioii< — Solitary's excited by the -same ot»|ee!s 
- Contrast between these 'tteigiondenf v ‘*f 
the Solitary reproved— tti»iv*crsi|iioii 

exhibiting the Soht.iry's past and present 
opTriiuns and leeJinps, till he enters Ins 

'»wn tpAory al length — His domestic felicity 
t ^AfiUctioiis — Dejection — Roused by ^the 
I* French Revniiition— nisappoiiftinriii .ind 
disgust — V'ovafltJ to America — I>’s«ippoint- 
merit aiiddisi^i piir^e him- His return - 
^ HU laiicuo^ and depression of ii)^nd, from want 
ofTaitirin the triitki^ of Religion, and 

w®nt of confidence m the virtue of Mankind 

A Hi’fcftiiNG biIe — ^ little tinkling rill — 
A pair bf f alexins wheeling on the wing, 

In claim irons af^ation, round the crest 
Hf a tall rock, tdeir airy citadel — 

By each and all of these the pensive car 
Was greeted, in the silence that ensued, 
When through the cot tape -thresh old we 
had passed, 

, And, deejj within that lonesome vallcv, 
stood • 

Once more beneath the concave of a blue 
And cloudless sky. — Anon exclaimed our 
Host, 

Triumphantly dispersing with the taunt 
The shade of discontent which on his 
brow .. 

Had gathered, — “ Ye have left mv cell, 
— but see 

How Nature hems you in with friendly 
• arms ! 

And by her h(8p ye are my prisoners still. 
But which wa^ shall I lead vop ? — how 
contrive. 


! Its line had first been fashioned by the 
I flock ^ 

I Seeking a place of refuge at llie root 
Of von black Vew-tree. whose protruded 
Ploughs 

Harken the silver bnvnn of the cr.ig, ^ 

I b'roin winch she draws hi*i iniMgrr sus- 
teiiancc. 

I There inroninm lioii'* '-heller niav wc rest. 

, Oi let u< trace this streamlet to its 
source : 

. Feebly jt tinkles with an earthy sound. 
And a few steps may bring us to the spot 
Wiiere, liaplv, crowned with flowerets 
and green herbs, 

The niouiitain infant to the sim comes 
lorlh, 

Like human life, from darkness.” — A 
quick liirn 

; Through a strait passage of encumbered 
ground, 

Provc*d th.it such hope was vain : — for 
now we stood 

Shut out from jirospect of the open vale, 
.And saw' the water, that composed this 
nil, 

nesccniling. disembodied, .and diffused 
O’er the smooth surface of an ample 
crag, 

Loftv, and steep, and naked as a tower. 
All further jirogress here was barred ; — 
And w'hn. 

Thought I, if master of a v.acant hour, 
Jlere w'oiild not linger, willingly detained? 
Whether to such wild objects he were lexl 
W’hen cojiious rains have magnified th:; 
stream 

Into a loud and w'hite-robed w'aterfall. 

Or introduced at this more quiet time. 


In spot so parsimoniously endowed, Upon a semicirqne of iurf-clad ground. 

That the brief Jiours, which yet remain. The hidden nook disaivered to our view, 

. ^ reap mass of rock, resembling, as it lav 

Some_ recompense of knowledge or de- ; Right at the foot of that moist precipice, 
lignt ?,” • A stranded ship, w'ith keel upturned, that 

5k) saying, iriuiid he looked, as if per- rests 

plexed ; • Fcarlpss of w'inds and waves. Three 

And, to remove 4hose doubts, my grey- several stones 

haired Friend Stood near, of smaller size, and nut unlike . 

Said — " Shall we take this pathway for To monumental pillars : and, from these 
^ our guide ?— ^Some little space disjoined, a pair were 

* Upward it winds, as if, in summer heats, seen. 
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.Thqt with united shoulders bore alofe 
A fragment, like an altar, flat and smooth : 
Barren the tablet, yet thereon appeared 
A tall and shining hollv, that had found 
A hospitable ^hink, and stood upright. 

As if inserted by some human hand 
In mockery, to withe^ in the sun. 

Or lay its beauty flat before a breeze^ 
The first that cntcre^^. But no Breeze' 
did now 

Find entrance ; — high or l(.»w ajipeared 
no trace • 

Of motion, save the water tlfnt descended. 
Diffused adown that barrier of steep 
rock, f 

And softly creeping, like a breath of air, 
Sudi as is sometimes seen, and hardly 
seen. 

To brush the still breast of a crystal lake. 

“ Behold a cabinc't for sages built. 
Which kings might envy ! ” — Praise to 
this effect 

Broke from the happy old Man’s rever- 
end lip : 

Who to the Solitary turned, and said, 

“ In sooth, with love’s familiar privilege. 
You have decried the wealth which is 
your own. 

Among these rocks and stones, me- 
thinks, I see 

More than the heedless impress that be- 
longs 

To lonely nature’s casual work : they 
bear 

A semblance strange of power intelligent. 
And of design not wholly worn away. 
Boldest of plants that ever faced the 
wind, 

How gracefully that slender shrub looks 
forth 

From its fantastic fiirth-place And 1 
own. 

Some shadowy intimations haunt me 
here. 

That in these shows a chronicle survives 
Of purposes akin to those of Man, 

But wrought with mightier arm than now 
prevails. 

— Voiceless the stream descends into the 

gulf 

With timid lapse ; — and lo ! while in this 
strait 

I stand — the chasm of sky above my 
head 

Is heaven’s profoundest azure ; no do- 
main 

For fickle, short-lived clouds to occupy. 
Or to pass through ; but rather an abyss 
In which the everlasting stars abide ; 
And whose soft gloom, and boundless 
depth, might tempt 

The curious e>T to look for them by day. 


— H il Contenvplation ! from the stately 
towers, ’ 

Reared by the indu.strioiis hand of hif- 
rft'an art 

To lift thee hign above the misty air 
And turbulence of murmuring cities vast ; ^ 
From acac'einic groves, that have for 
thee 

IJeeii planted, hither come and find a 
lodge • • 

T<i whicli thou mayst resort •]|pr holier 
pcMce, — / 

From whoso cjjlin centre* thou, through 
height or depth, 

tvIavNt penetrate, wherever truth sh'dl 
'le.ad ; 

Measuring rtli?ough all degrees, until the 
scale* »' . 

Of time and c Mi‘Heir)iis nature disappear. 
Lost 111 niisoarcliablo eternity !»” 

A paiisi-^ elisiicd ; and with miniitef^' 

Cfin’ « 

We scanned the various •;oafUres of the 
scene : * u m • 

And soon the Tfinant of that lonelv I’alc 
With courteous voice thus spake- - 

“ I#shoulTl have grieved 
Hereafter, not escaping self-reprfjach. 

If fr«.>m mv ])oor ivtireiQ,v'il ye had gone 
Leaving this nook uflTibited : but, k? 
sooth. 

Your unexpected presence had so roused 
My spirits, that they were bent on enter- 
prise ; 

And, like an ardent hunter, 1 forgot, 

Or, shall 1 say ? — disdained, the game 
that lurks 

At my own door. The shapes before 
our eyes 

And their arrangement, doubtless must 
lie deemed 

Tlie sport of Nature, afdcd by blind 
Chance 

Rudely to mock the works of toiling Man. ‘ 
And hence, this upright shaft of unhewn 
stone, ' 

From Fancy, willing to seti= off her stores 
By sounding titles, hat^ acquired the 
name 

Of Pompey’s pillar ; that I gravely style' 
My Theban obelisk ; and there, behold 
A Druid cromlech ! — thus I entertav. 

The antiquarian humour, and am pleased 
To skim along the surfaces of thifigs. 
Beguiling harmle'^sly the listless hours. 
But if the spirit be oppressed by sense 
Of instability, revolt, decay, 

And change, and emptiness, these freaks 
*of Nature 

And her blind helper Chance, do 
suffice 

To <iuicken, and to. aggravate — ^to feed 
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Pity and scorn, and melanqjigly pride, \ The substance classes by some barbar- 
Not less than that huge Pile (from some j ous name, 

abyss | And hurries on : or from the fragments 

Of mortal iiower unqiiestic^ably spftins;) j picks 

Whose hoary diadem of pendent roeWs ' (lis specimen, if but haply iijterveincd 
Coniines the shrill-voiced whirlwind. With sparkiing mineral, or should crystal 
round and round " cube , 

Eddying within its vast ciPciimfercnce, l^urft in its cells — and thinks himself 
On Sarum’s naked plain — than pyramit^ eifriched. ^ 

Of £gypt, nnsubverted, bndisso’vcd — ! Wcaltliier, and doubtless w’iser, than 

Or Syria’s marble ruins towcrnig liigh • before ! 

Above the ^and^' dese»t, ii^the light i Iiflrusted safelv each t«i his pursuit. 

Of sun or moon.— -Forgive *iie, if I say | Karnesl alike, ret both from hill to hill 


That an 'ai)pe:irance which hath raised ' Range ; if it please them, speed from 
your minds * cUnie to rlime ; 

To an gxalted pitch (the self-same caihe . The mind is full — and free from pain 
Different effect pr^luciiig) ftji me j their pastime.*' 

* Fraught rather With deprexaiBn ina!i ; 

delight, • ** Thpn,”^said I, interposing, “One is 

Though sv.iime it were, could 1 not look i ne-ar, 

^ groixid, . ^ > Who cannot but pos*,ess in your esteem 

By the reflection of your “pleasure, | Place worthier still of envy. May I 
pleased.^ * I iiaino. 

Yet liappicr in My judgment, even than ! Without tiffencc, that fair-faced cuttage- 
* yfhi • * . • I bov ? 

ltr:4.UA * i... j-.r-i-. r-v i 


name. 

Without t)ffencc, that fair-faced cuttage- 
bov ? 


With^youi bright transports fairly -may : Dame \at lire’s pupil of the lowest form. 


be deemi'd. 
The wandering 
aliklf 


ni'd, ^ ' Vcmngest apprentice in the school of art ! 

ring Herbalist, — v\’ho, clear j Hun, as we entered from the open glen, 

! You might have noticed, busily engaged, 


From vain, and^b^?}■lt worse evil, ve.xing Heart, soul, and hands, — in mending the 
^ thoughts, defects 

Casts, if h£‘ ever chance to enter here. Left in the fabnr of a leaky dam 
Upon these uncouth Forms a slight re- ! Raiscrl for ciialfling this penurious stream 


gard 

Of transitory interest, and peeps round 
J^'or some rare floweret of the hills, or 
plant • 

Of craggy fountain ; what he hopes for 
wins. 

Or learns, at least, that *tis not to be 


j To turn a slender mill (that new-made 
I plaything) 

For liii delight — the happiest he of all ! ** 

“ Far happie^^l,” answered the despond- 
ing Man, 

i “ If, such as now he is, he might remain ! 
j Ah ! what avails imaguiatioii high 
I Or question deej) ? what profits all that 


Then, keen and eager, as a fiiic-iioscd Or question deep ? what profits all that 
hound • • earth, 

JBy soul-engrossing instinct driven along Oj- heaven’s l)luc vault, is suffered to put 
Through wood or open field, the harmless forth 

Man Of impulse or allurement, for the Soul 

Departs, intent^pon his onward quest ! — To quit the beaten track of life, and soar 
Nor is that Fenow-wanderer, so deem 1, Far as she finds a yielding element 
Less to be enviedi (you may trace him uft In past or future ; far as she can go 


By scars which his activity has left 
Beside our roads and pathways, though, 
’ thank Hea^ii ! 

ThisS^vert nook reports not of his hancljf 
He who with pocket -hafnmer smites the 
edge . , • 

Of luckless rock or prominent stone, dis- 
guised • 

In weathcr-stains«or crusted o’er by Nr.- 
ture 


Through lime or space — if neither in the 
one, 

Xor in the other region, nor in aught 

^lat Fancy, dreaming o’er the map of 
things. 

Hath placed beyond these penetrable 
bound::^. 

Words ■ if assurance can be heard ; if 
nowhere 

A habitation, for consummate good. 


With her first growths, detaching by the Or for progressive virtue, by the search 
I stroke Can be attained, — a better sanctuary 

A chip or splinter — to resolve his doubts ; F'rom doubt and sorrow, than the sense** 

A_.J Iabc cn-aMA 7 ** 


And, with that ready answer satisfied, 


less grave ? * 
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"Is this," the grey-haired Wanderer lu me. a meekly-bending spirit soothed 
mildly said. By nat^iral piety ; nor a lofty mind. 

“ The voice, which we so lately over- By philnsophic discipline prepared 

heard. For calm su*',jection to acknowledged 

To that sanfie child, addressing tenderly ’ law ; 

The consolations of a hopeful mind ? Pleased to ha\'e been, contented not to be. 

‘ His body is at rest/ his soul tn keav^^n." Such ])alms 1 boast not : — no ! to me. 
These were your ords ; and, verily.» * who find, 

methinks Reviewing my past way, much to c'^n- 

Wisdom is oft-times iieriier when w'e : demn. 

stoop , Liti'le to praise, and nothing tolfcegret. 

Than wdieii we soar.” — I (Save some rexicai-Draiicfs of dream-like 

The Other, not displeased, : joys 

Promptly replied My notion is the L/fhat scarcely seem to have belonged to , 
same. ® i me) 

And I. without relnclaiice, could decline | If 1 must take my choice between the pair 
All act of inquisition whence we rise, I Tl\at rulf artcrnatclv <^ie weary hours. 
And what, when breath hath cea-ed, we | Night is than dav more acceptable ;^slecp 
may become. j Doth, in my e.stimatc of good. ap|k*ar 

Here are we, in a bright and breathing A better state than waking ; ueatli than 
world. ! I «;leei> ^ f ' 

Our origin, what m.itters it ? In lack | Feelingly sweet is stillness after storm, 

Of worthier e.xplanation, sav at once -Thougti" under covert ,(L>f -ithe wormy 
With the American (a thought whicli ; ground ! ‘ , 

suits j , ^ 

The place where now \vc stand) that cer- . Yet V)e it said, in justice to myself, 
tain iiicii ' That in more genial tiivcs, whc/i I was 

Leapt out together from a rocky cave ; ' free 

And these w'ere tin* first parents of man- . To exjilore the destiny of liiiman kind 
kind • j (Not as an intellect ugp -game jnirsued 

Or, if a tliffereiit image be recalled | W’lth curious siibtilty, from wish to cheat 
By the warm sunshine, and the jocund' Irksome sensations : but by love of truth 
voice . Urged on, or haply by intense delight 

Of insects chirpin£r<*ui ilieir careless liv<‘s j In feeding thought, wherever thought 
On these soft beds ut Ihymc-besprniklcd could feed) 

turf, I I did not rank with those (too dull or nice, 

Choose, with the gav Athenian, a conceit j For to mv judgment such they then ap- 
As sound- -blithe race! wIkisc mantles! pcared, 

W’ere bedecked j Or too aspiring, thankless at the best) 

With golden grasshoppers, in sign tiiat j Who, in this frame of human life, per- 
thev I ceive 

Had sprung, like those bright creatures, j An object whereunto their souls ate tied 
from the soil j In discontented wedlock , nor did e’er, 

Whereon their endless gei eraiioMs From me, those dark impervious shades, 
dwelt. that hang 

But stop ! — these theoretic faiicie'^ jar Upon the region whither we are bound, 
On serious minds : tlnm, as the Hindoos Exclude a pow'er to enjoy, the vital beams 
draw Of present sunshine. — Deities that float 

Their holy Canges from a skiey fount. On w'ings, angelic Spirits ! I could muse 
Even so deduce, the stream of human life O’er what from eldest time we have been 
From seats of j^ower divine ; and hope, told 

or trust, Of yout bright forms and glorious facul- 

That our existence winds her stately ties, 

course And with the imfigination rest content, 

Beneath the sun, like Ganges, to make Not wishing more ; tepihi^gjiot to tread 
part The little sjnuous path of earthly care. 

Of a Jiving ocean ; or, to sink engulfed. By flowers embellished, and by springs 
Like Niger, in impenetrable sands refreshed. * 

And utter darkness : thought w'hich may — * Blow winds of autumn 1 — let your 
be faced, chilling breath 

Though comfortless ! — ‘ Take the live herbage from the meadf 

Not of myself I speak ; and strif , 

Such acquiescence neither doth imply, * The shady iorest its green attire, — 
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/ And let the bursting clouds to fury rouse Who, A>r the sake of sterner quiet, closed 
,* The gentle brooks l-^hTour desolating The Stoic's heart against the vain ap« 
sway, ^ proach - 

* Sheds,' 1 exclaimed, * no sadne^ upon Of admiration, and all sense of joy ? '* ^ 

ine, ^ 

' And no' disorder in your rage I find. His countenance gave gotice that my 

' What dignity, what* beauty, _ in this zeal 

change « Accorded little with his present mind; 

* From mild to aiigrv, and from sadigc^ 1 ^ased, and he resumed. — " Ah ! gentle 

— gay. • *Sir, 0 

^\lteniate and revolving ! How benign. Slight, if you will, the means ; but spare 

* How rich in animation and delight, to slight 

‘How bnun^ful these, elements — coin- 'The end of ^hose. who did, by system, 
])ared • rank, 

‘ With aught, as more desirable and fajr. As the prime object of a wise man’s aim, 

* Devised by fancy for the golden age ; Secfiritv from shock of accident, 

* Or^he perjietiial warbling that prevails Release from fear ; and cherished peace- 

‘ In Arcady, breath uiiaftt%e(l ski^, fill days 

*“ Through the Imig year in cx»ffstaiit gniet For their own sakes, as mortal life’s chief 
• bound, got'd, 

* Night hushed as nighty and day serene as And onlv reasonable felicity. 

, 4 day ! ’ , What motive drew, what impulse, 1 

— But why t^iis tedious reCurd ?— Age, would ask, 

we kgovv^ Through a long course of' later ages. 

Is g^arrulous r and ^t>litude is apt drove, 

To aiitffci[Tate the [)rivjJege*of Age. The hermit to his cell in forest wide 

Fjft)m far ye come ; and surely with a Or what detained him, till his closing 
hope ^ eyes 

Of beuerentertaiuflient : — let us hence ! ” Took their last farewell of the sun and 
* stars. 

Loth CO foilP^K# the spot, and still more Fast anchored in the desert ? — Not alone 
^ loth Dread of the persecuting sword, remorse. 

To be diverted from our present theme. Wrongs unredrebsed, or iusults unavenged 
I said, “ My thoughts, agreeing. Sir, w'ith And uuavengcablc. defeated pride, 

yours, Pn>bperitv subverted, maddening want. 

Would punh this censure farther : — for. Friendship betrayed, affection unre- 
if smiles lurued. 

Of scornfut pity be the just reward Love with despair, or grief in agony ; — 

Of Poesy thus courteously employed Not always from intolerable pangs 
In framing models to improve the scheme He lied; but, compassed round by 
Of Man’s existence, and rc :ast tlic world, pleabure, sighed 

Why should uc»t grave Philosophy be , For indepciideul happiness ; craving 
styled, * i peace. 

Herself, a dreamed of a kindred stock, • The central feeling of all happiness, 

A dreamer yet more spiritless and dull ?, Not as a refuge trom distress or pain. 
Yes, shall the fine iminuuitieb she boasts A breathiiig-tiine, \acatiou, or a truce, 

^ Establish sounder titles of Cbteeni But for its absolute self ; a life of peace, 

* For her, who (all too timid and reserved Stability w'ithout regret or fear ; 

- For onset, ror resistance too inert. That hath been, is, and shall be ever- 

Too weak for%ufferiiig, and fqr hofie too more ! — 

tame) Such the reward he sought ; and wore 

Placed, among flowery gardens curtained out life, 

* round e There, where on few external things his 

world-excluding groves, the lH'q^ heart 

tberhqod • Was set, and those his own : or, if not 

Of sou i^kiffeans, taught — if they his. 

The ends oi being would secure, and win Subsisting under nature's stedfast law. 
The crown of wisdom — toTjdeld up their 

souls • What other yearning wa? the master 

To a voluptuous uacoiicern, preferring tie 

Tranquillity to all things. Or is she,’ Of the monastic brotherhood, upon rock 
I cried, “ more worthy of regard, the Aerial, oi in green secluded vale, 
l^^vvar, One after one, collected from afar^ 

. ^ W.P. ' r'" ^ V 
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An undissolving fellowship ? — ^Wiiat but 
this, 

The universal instinct nf repose, 

The longing for confirmed tranquillity. 
Inward and outward ; humble, yet sub- 
lime : to 

The life where hope and memory are as 
one If •' f 

Where earth is quid and her face, un- 
changed ' 

Save by the simplest toil of human hands 
Or seasons’ difference ; the immortal Soul, 
Consistent in self-rule ; and heaven re- 
vealed 

To meditation in that qiiiotnes', ! — 

Such was their schL*mc : and though' the 
wished for end 

By multitudes was missed, perhaps at- 
tained 

By none, they for the attempt, and pains 
employed. 

Do, in my present censure, stand re- 
deemed 

From the unqualified disdain, that once 
Would have been cast upon them by my 
voice 

Delivering her decisions from the seat 
Of forward youth — that scruples not to 
solve 

Doubts, and determine questions, by the 
rules 

Of inexperienced judgment, ever pirone 
To overweening faith ; and is inflamed. 
By courage, to demand from real life 
The test of act and suffering, to provoke 
Hostility — how dreadful when it comes. 
Whether ailliction be the foe, or guilt ! 

A child of earth, I rested, in that stage 
Of my past course to which these thoughts 
advert, 

Upon earth’s native energies ; forgetting 
That mine wa'^ a coiidiLiun w'lfich re- 
quired 

Nor energy, nor fortitude — a caIn 
Without vicissitude ; which, if the like 
Had been presented to my view elsewhere, 
I might have even been tempted to des- 
pise. 

But no — for the serene was also briglit , 
Enlivened happiness with joy o’erflowing, 
With joy, and — oUd that memory should 
survive 

To speak the word — with rapture ! Na- 
ture’s boon. 

Life’s genuine inspiration, happiness 
Above what rules can teach, or fancy 
feign ; 

Abused, as all possessions are abused 
That are not prized according to their 
worth. 

And yet. what worth ? what good is given 
to men. 


More solid thain the gilded clouds of 
heaven ?•» '' 

What jew'^ more lasting thhn a -vernal 
flqiver ? — 

None ! ’tis the general plaint of human 
kind 

Tn solitude : and mutually addressed 
From each to lAll, for wisdom’s sake ; — 
• This truth 

Tlw priest announ(ses from his holy seat **- 
And, crowned with garlands in the sam- 
pler grove, • 

The poet fits it to his^'j^ensiw lyre. 

Vet, ere that findi resting-place be gained, 
S.'.arp contradictions inav arise, by doom 
Of this same life, compelling us to grieve 
That the prosperities of love and joy 
Shojdd be permitted, oft>^''imes,.to endure 
Su long, and be at once cast down ,for 
ever. , 

Oh ! tremble, yc, to whom hath^ been 
<assigiie(? • • 

A course of days comt-using happy 
months, , t- •• 

And they as Kippy years ; the iresent/till 
So like the past, and both so hnn a plecj^ge 
Of a congtmial future, that the wheels 
Of pleasure move without the aidofihope : 
For Mutability is Nature’s bane ; i 
And slighted Hope will be avenged ; and, 
when i 

Ye need her favours, ye shall find her not ; 
But in her stead — fear — doubt — and 
agony ! ” 

This was the bitter language of the 
heart : 

But, while he spake, look, gesture, tone of 
voice. 

Though discomposed and vehement, 
were such 

As skill and graceful nature might suggest 
To a proficient of thf tragic scene 
Standing before the multitude, beset 
With dark events. Desirous to divert 
Or stem the current of the speaker’s 
thoughts, 

W’e signified a wish to leave /hat place 
Of stillnc.ss and close privyiCy, a nook 
That seemed for self-examination made ; 
Or, for confession, in the sinner’s need, 
Hidden from all meal’s v|pw. To out 
^ attempt 

Me yielded not : bu)t, pointing to a slope 
Of mossy turf defended frpm the l&un. 
And on that couch inviting iislo rest. 
Full on that, tender-hearted Man he 
turned ^ ,, 

A serious eye, and his speech thus re- 
newed. 

“ You never saw, your eyes did never 
. look 
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On the bright form of Her whom once I 
loved : — • • 

Her silver voice was heard vpon the 
earth, • 

A sound unknown to yon ; else, honoured 
Friend ! , • 

Your heart had borne a pitiable, share 
Of what 1 suffered, when *wept that loss. 
And suffer now, not seldom, from tht* 
thought * 

That 1 remember, and can ween n<^ 

^ more. — * 

Stripped as bain all^the golden fruit 
Of self esteem ; and by the cutting blasU 
Of sclf-lfeproach famUiarly assailed ; • 

Yet would I not be of such wintry 
^jareness « , 

But that (iomc Ijfaf of your regard slviild 
hang 

Upon jnv naked branches : — lively 

thoughts 

iGfve ‘‘birth, full often, imguaS-dcd 

words ; • 

I grieve tbat,ciin yoiy presence, from 

T(^j much of frailtw hath already 

dropped ; 

But that tootmiicb demands ^till more. 

/B You know. 

Revered Coniuatriot — and to you, kind 

jp Sir, 

(Not to be deemed a stranger, as you 
come 

Following the guidance of these welcome 
feet 

*To our secluded vale) it may be told — 
That my c^pmerits did not siie in vain 
To One on whose mild radiance many 
gazed 

With hope, and all with pleasure. This 
fair Bride — 

In the devotedness of youthful love. 
Preferring me to parents, and the choir 
Of gay comi^nnions, to the natal roof. 
And all known places and familiar sights' 
(Resigned with sadness gently weighing 
'» down 

'i Her trembliig expectations, but no more 
Than did to her due honour, and to me 
Yielded, that^ay, a confidencG sublime 
,ln what 1 had to build upon) — this Bride, 
Yoimg, modest, meek, and beautiful, 1 
t^3ed • 

^ To^. low cottage in §. sunny bay, m 
Where* the sd|i|t sea innocuously breaks, 

. And the se^bbreeze as innocently breathes 
On Devon's leafy shores ^ — a sheltered 


In aV>ft clim^ encouraging the soil 
To a luxuriant bounty I — As our steps 
Approach the embowered abode — our 
chosen ] 30 at~'~~ 

SecrTOited in lihe earth, her kindly bed. 


m 

'flje unendangered myrtle, decked with 
flowers. 

Before the threshold stands to welcome 
us ! 

While, in the flowering m3Ttle*s neigh - 
bf)urhood, • 

Not overlooked but courting no regard# 
likosc native plaflts. the holly and the 
•yew, 

Gave’ modest intftnation to the mind 
How willingly their aid they would unite 
.With the green myrtle, to endear the 
hours • 

Of wuiter, and protect that pleasant 
place. 

— Wild were the walks upon those lonely 
Downs, 

Track leading into track ; Ivjw marked, 
how worn 

Into bright verdure, betw-een fern and 
gorse, 

Winding away its never ending line 
On their smooth surface, evidence was 
none : 

But. there. lay open to our daily haunt, 
A range of unappropriated earth, 

Where youth's ambitious feet might 
move at largo ; 

I W’hence, unnv^lcstod wanderers, w'e be- 
held 

The shilling giver of the day diffuse 
His brightness o’er a tract of sea and land 
(iav as our spirits, free as our desires ; 
As our eiijoyinoiits, boundless. — From 
those heights 

We dropped, at pleasure, into sylvan 
combs : 

Where arl^our'* of impenetrable shade. 
And mossy si-ats, detained us side by 
side. 

With hearts at case, and knowledge in 
our hearts 

‘ That all the grove and all the day was 
ours.’ 


O liappv time. ! still happier was at 
hand ; 

For Nature railed my Partner to resign 
Her share in the pure freedom of that 
life, 

linjoyed by us in common. — To my hope. 
To mV heart’s wish, iiby tender Mate be- 
came ' ^ 

The thankful captive ot maternal 
bonds ; 


And those wild paths were left to me 
aloae. 

There could I meditate on follies past ; 

And, like a weary voyager escaped 

From risk and hardship, inwardly re^ 
trace 

A course of vain delights and thoughtleas 
guilt, 
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And self-indulgence — ^without shame pur- 
^ued^ 

There, undisturbed, could think of and 
could thank 

Her whose submissive spirit was to me 
Rule and restraint — my guardian — shall 
I say 

That earthly Providence, whose guidirg 
love 

Within a port of rest hati lodged me safe ; 
Safe from temptation, and from danger 
far ? « 

Strains followed of acknowledgment 
addressed 

To an Authority enthroned above 
^,The reach of sight : from whom, ,is from 
their source. 

Proceed all_ visible ministers of good 
That walk "the earth — Father of heaven 
and earth. 

Father, and king, and judge, adored and 
feared ! 

These acts of mind, and meinorv, and 
heart. 

And spirit — interrupted and relieved 
By observations transient as the glance 
Of flying sunbeams, or to the outward 
form 

Cleaving with power inherent and in- 
tense. 

As the mute insect fixed upon the plant 
On whose soft leaves it hangs, and from 
whose cup 

It draws its nourishment imperceptibly — 
Endeared my wanderings : and the 
mother's kiss 

And infant's smile awaited my return. 

In privacy we dwelt, a wedded pair. 
Companions daily, often all day long ; 
Not placed by fortune within easy reach 
Of various intercourse, nor wishing aught 
Beyond the aU'jwance of our own fire- 
side. 

The twain within our happy cottag« bom. 
Inmates, and heirs of our united love ; 
Graced mutually by difference of sex. 
And with no wider interval of time 
Between their several births than served 
for one 

To establish something of a leader’s 
sway ; • 

Yet left them joined bv sympathy in 
age ; 

Equals in pleasure, fellows in pursuit. 
On these two pillars rested as in air 
' Our solitude. 

It soothes me to perceive, 
. . Your courtesy withholds not from my 
words 

'^.^^.^ttentive audience. But, oh ! gentle 
-r Friends, 

. times of quiet and unbroken peace. 


Though, for a nation, times of blessed* 
ness. 

Give badk faint echoes flrom the his- 
totian’s page ; 

So, in the imp^ect sounds of this dis- 
course, 

Depressed I hcvur, how faithless is the 
voice V 

'Which those most blissful days rever- 
berate. •' <'* 

What special record can, or ived, be 
given 

To rules and habits. ‘wherrtiy much was 
done, 

Dkit all within the sphere of little things ; 
Of humble, though, to us, important 
cares, * 

AncV»v*’^'cicris interests V Smoothly did 
our life r 

Advance, swerving not from the path 
prescribed ; ^ 

Her ^annual,. h!.r diurnal, round alike * * 

Maintained with faithful ewre. And you 
divine , ^ • 

The worst effects that our cniidil^on oaw ■' 
If you imagine ck'anges slowly wrought. 
And in their progress nnperccivablc : 

Not wished for ; som^tiinc^' noticetfc with 
a sigh, < 

(Whate’er of good or lovciv they might 
bring) •I*"' e. 

Sighs of regret, for the familiar good 
And loveliness endeared whicJi they 
removed. 

Seven years of occupation undis-' 
turhed 

F.stablished seemingly a right to hold 
That happiness ; and use and habit gave 
To what an alien spirit had acquired 
A patrimonial sanctity. And thus. 

With thoughts and wishes bounded to 
this world, 

I lived and breathed ; most grateful — if 
lo enjoy 

Without repining or desire for more. 

For different lot^ or change to higher*' 
sphere, 

(Only except some impulsfis of pride 
With no determined objem, though up- 
held '• 

By theories with suitable support) — ’ 
Mqst grateful, if in such wise to enjw ' 
&e proof of gratitude for what we hsCire ; - 
Else, I allow, most tb&nl^e^. — But, at 
once, ‘ • 

From some da,rk seat of fatal power was J 

A claim that shattered all.— ^ur bloom- 
ing girl. 

Caught in the grip of death, with such f 
briel time 

To struggle in as scarcely would .^low < 
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Her check tn change its oolpur, was con- I called on dreams and visions, to dis- 
veyed . ! close 

From us to inaccessible worlds, , to re- < That which is veiled from waking 
gions ^ I thought ; conjured 

'Where height, or depth, admits nol the Eternity, as men constrain a ghost 

approach • ^ 1 To appear and answer ; to the grave I 

Of living man, though lowging to pursue. ' spake • 

— With even as brief a warning — aiidilmploriiiglv : — looked up, and asked the 
. how soon, • 5 Heavens « 

Wthwhat short intervalof time between, If Angels traversed their cerulean floors, 
I tremble yet to think of — our last prop. If fixed or wandering star could tidings 
Our happy lifg’s onk/ re^naining stav — • yield . 

The brother followed ; and was seen no Of the departed spirit — what abode 
more ! # . ^ occupies — w hat consciousness retains 

Of former loves and interests. Then my 
Calm .is a frozen lake when rutITIe‘;s ■ ^oiil 

winds j • • j. Turned inward, — to examine of what 

Blow fiercfily, .iptating earth ^nd sk\% | ..tuff 

The'Mother now remained ; as if in her, ' TiineV fetters are composed : and life was 
Who, to*the lowest region of the soul, put 

Hail been erewhile imsetyed and To inquisition, long and profitless ! 

* turbed, • | By pain of heart — now checked — and 

This second visitatioii had no power now impelled — 

To shake : nut** only tfi bind up and seal ; | The intellectual power, through words 
*And^to ^stSblish thankfulness of heart i and things, 

Jn ^leaven's determinations, ever just. Went sounding on, a dim and perilous 
The eminence whereon her spirit stood, way ! 

Mine \?as unamc toaattain. Immense And from those transports, and these 
The sp'ice that severed us ! But, as the toils abstruse, 

sight ^ i Some trace am I enabled to retain 

#:iminiiiiicntcs with heaven's ethereal Of time, else lost -existing unto me 
orbs Only by records in myself not found. 

Incalculably distant ; so, I felt 

; That consolation mav descend from far From that abstraction I was roused, — 
(And that is intercourse, and union, too,) and how* ? 

, While, overcome with speechless grati- Even as a thoughtful shepherd by a 
tude, • flash 

And, with a holier love inspired, I looked Of lightning startled in a gloomy cave 
On her — at once superior to my woes Of these wild hills. For, lo ! the dread 
And partner of my loss. — O heavy Bastile, 

change ! With all the chambers in its horrid 

Dimness o’er this clear luminary crept towers. 

Insensibly ; — the imfloortal and divine | Fell to the ground : — by violence over- 
Yielded to mortal reflux ; her pure glorv, ■ , thrown 

As from the pinnacle of worldly state • Of indignation : and with shouts that 
" Wretched ambition drops astounded, fell ' drowned 

.^.,fnto a gulf obscure of silent grief, ' The crash it made in falling ! From the 

';And keen Reart - anguish — of itself , wreck 

ashamed, t .A golden palace rose, or seemed to rise, 

Yet obstinately cherishing itself : ' The appointed seat of equitable law 

And, so consumed, she melted from my , And mild paternal swgy. The potent 


An&^ft me, on this earth, disconsolate! ^ felt : the transformation I perceived, 
“ • lAs marvellously seized as in that mo- 


Whaf followAl cannot be reviewed in 
though t*; 

^Muoh less, retraced in word%. If she, of 


ment 

When, from the blind mist issuing, I 
beheld 


lile • Glory — beyond all glory ever seen. 

Blameless, sc intimate with love and joy Confusion infinite of heaven and earth. 
And all the tender motions of the soul, Dazzling the soul. Meanwhile, pro- 
Had been supplanted, could I hope to phetic harps 

atand-r In every grove were ringing, ' War shall 

dfsptmd^t, and now. destitute ? ^ . cease ; 
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‘ Did ye not hear that conquest is ab- 
jured ? 

‘ Bring garlands, bring forth choicest 
flowers, to deck 

‘The tree of Liberty.’ — My heart re- 
bounded ; 

My melancholy voice, the chorus ioincd ; 

— * Be jo>"ful all ye nations ; in all lailds, 

*’ Ye that are capable pf joy be gla<^ ! 

* Henceforth, whate’cr is wanting to 
yourselves 

‘ In others ye shall promptlv find ; — anu 
all. 

‘ Enriched by mutual and reflected 
wealth, 

‘ Shall with one heart honour their com- 
mon kind.’ 

Thus was I reconverted to the world : 

Society became my glittering bride. 

And airy hopes mv children. — From the 
depths 

Of natural passion, seemingly escaped. 

My soul diffused herself in wide embrace 

Of instituticnis, and the forms of things : 

As they exist, m mutable array, 

Upon life’s surface. What, though in 
my veins. 

There flowed no (iallic blood, n<ir had 1 
breathed 

The air of France, not less than Gallic 


Scorn and contempt forbid me to pro- 
ceed ! 

But ^^slory, time’s slavish scribe, wfll 

How rapidly the zealots of the cause 
Disbanded — or in hostile' ranks ap- 
peared ; •* ' 

Some, tired of honest service ; these, out- 
done. 

Disgusted therefore, or appalled, by ai&is 
Of f?''rcer zealots — so confusiof||reigned. 
And the more fsithf il were compelled to 
exclaim. 

As Brutus did to Virtue, ‘ Liberty, 

^ I wf>rshipped thee, and find xhee but i 
‘^Shade ! * 

» 

Such T^cicantation h'ad for me no 
charm. 

Nor ■would I bend to it ; wdio shcMild have 
grieved 

At aught, ‘hou’cvcr fair, that bore the 
mien *" 

Of a conclusion, or catastiropne. 

Why then c(fcceal, that, Mdieri tKe siftiply' 
good ' •' 

In thnid selfishness withjdrew, I sought 
Other support, not sr:;rupiilou6 whence it 
came ; ’ 

And, by what compromjf, it stood, not 
nice ? ^ ^ 


zeal 

Kindled and burnt among the sapless 
twigs 

Of my exhausted heart. If busy men 
In sober conclave met, to weave a web 
Of amity, whose living threads should 
stretch 

Beyond the seas, and to the farthest pole,’ 
There did I sit, assisting. If, with noise 
And acclamation, crowds in open air 
Expressed the tumult of their lainds, my 
voice 

There mingled, heard or not. Th^ 
powers of song 

I left not miinvoked ; and, in still groves. 
Where mild enthiLsiasts tuned a pensive 
lay • 

Of thanks and expectation, in accord 
With their belief, I sang Saturnian rule 
Returned, — a prpgeny of golden years 
Permitted to descend, and bless mankind. 
— With promises the Hebrew Scripture; 
teem : 

I felt their invitation : and resumed 
A long-suspended office in the House 
Of public worship, where, the glowing 
phrase 

Of ancietit inspiration serving me, 

I promised also, — with undaunted trust 
Foretold, and added prayer to prophecy ; 

admiration winning of the crowd ; 
'™e help desiring of the pure devout. 


Enough if notions seemed to be high- 
pitched. 

And qualities determined. — Among men 
So charactered did I maintain a strife’ 
Hopeless, and still more hopeless eVery 
hour ; 

But, in the process, I began to feel 
That, if the emancipation of the world 
Were missed, I should at least secure my 

OWTl, 

And be in part compensated. For 
rights, • 

W’idely — invctcrately usurped upon. 

1 spake with vehemence ; and promptly 
seized » 

All that Abstraction furnished for my ' 
needs * 

Or piirpqf»es ; nor scrupled to proplaim. 
And propagate, by liberty of life, 

Those new persuasions. Not that I re- 
.. I joiced, • . , ^ 

sJ/5t even found pleasure, ki such va^-'ant 
course, ^ 

For its ^own sake ; but faSPtl^e^ from the 

Which 1 had ‘trod in happiness and peace. 
Was most inviting to a troubled tllfilcl ; ^ 
That, in a struggling and distetitoere^ ' 

Saw a seductive image of herself. 
Yet.^ark the c^ntrad^tio^ 'of whic^' 
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Is still the sport ! Here Nature was my 
guide. 

The Nature o‘f the dissolute ; Ifdt thee, 

0 fbstering Nature I I rejected-^miled 
At others’ tears in pity^ and in sc^rn 
At those, which thy so£t influciicc some- 
times drew 

From my unguarded hcdrt. — The tran- 
quil shores ‘ 

Ut Britain circumscriLcd me ; eUe, per- 
haps . 

1 might have bew entangled among 

deeds, • \ 

Which, now, as infamous, I should 
abhor — • 

Despise, as senseless : for my spirk re- 
lished » • 

Strangely«thc cwsperation of<hat Dltnd, 
WMcli turned an angry beak against the 
down 

Of hei[*own breast ; confounded into hope 
*Of disencumbering thus hef fretful wmgs. 

But all quieted by injn bonds 

* Of tnilimrv swav. The shifting aims. 
Tlwj moral interests, tlfb creative might. 
The varied functions and high attributes 
Of civSl actiuit, viqidctl to a power 
Formal, and odious, and contempt ibU'. 
— In Britni%|| ruled a panic dread of 

M change ; ' * 

The weak were praised, rewarded, and 
advanced ; 

And, from the impulse of a just disdain, 
Once more did I retire into nivself. 

There feeling no contentment, I resolxed 
To fly, foft safeguard, to some foreign 
shore. 

Remote from Europe ; from her blasted 
hopes ; 

Her fields of carnage, and ])olluted air. 

Fresh ble^' the jv'iud, when o’er the 
Atlantic Main 

The ship went gliding with her thought- 
less crew ; 

* And who among them but an Exile, freed 
From discoifteiit, indifferent, pleased to 

sit ^ 

Among the busily-employed, hot more 
With obligation charged, with service 
taxed. • 

. TDm the loose pendant — to the idle witid 
Up5i the tall mast sft*‘eaming. But, yi* 
Pftwers • 

Of soul ahd sense mysteriously allied. 

O, never let the Wretched? if a choice 
Be left him, triist the freight of his dis- 
tress 

To a long voyage on the silent deep I 
For, like a plague, jvill memory break 
out ; 

And, in the blank and solitude of things. 


Uuon spirit, with a fever’s strength. 
Will conscience prey. — Feebly must they 
have felt 

'Who, in old time, attired with snakes and 
whips 

The vengeful Furies. Bdiutiful regards 
Were turned on me — the face of her 1 
• loved ; • 

Tiie^Wife and Mother pitifully hxiiig 
Tender reproaclirf, insupi>ortable ! 

Where now that boasted liberty ? No 
welcome 

Froqi uukn(3Wn objecU I received ; and 
iho.-t*. 

Known mid familiar, which the vaulted 
sky 

Did. in the placid clearness of the night. 
Disclose, had acciisatiruis to prefer 
Against my peace. Within the cabin 
stood 

That volume — as a coinjiass for the soul — 
Revered among the nations. I implored 
Its guidance ; but the infallible support 
Of faith was wanting. Toll me, why re- 
fused 

To One by storms annoyed and adverse 
\N!ud ' : 

Perplexed with currenis ; of his weakness 
sick ; 

Of vain endeavours tired ; and by hisow'ti. 
And by his nature's, ignorance, dis^ 
niayi'd ! 

L<»ug-wishcd-fm* sight, the Western 
World appeared ; 

-\nd, when the ship was moored, 1 leaped 
ashore 

Indignantly — res^ilved to be a man. 

Who, having o'er the past no power, 
would live 

No longer in subjection to the past, 
With abject mind — from a tyrannic lord 
Inviting penance, fruitlessly endured : 
So, like a fugitive, whose feet have cleared 
’Some bL»undary, which his followers may 
not cross 

In prosecution of their deadly chase. 
Respiring I leaked round. — How bright 
the sun. 

The breeze how soft ! Can any thing 
produced 

In the old World compare, thought I, for 
power 

And majesty with this gigantic stream. 
Sprung from the desert ? And behold a 
city 

Fresh, x'outhful, and aspiring I What 
are these 

To me, or I to them ? As much at least 
As he ilesires that they should be, whom 
wim.s 

And xvaves have wafted tf) this distant 
shore, 
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In the eonditibn of a damaged seed.^ 
Whose hbres cannot, if they would, take 
root. 

Here may I roam at large ; — ^my business* 
is« 

Roaming at lajge, to obserx'e, and not to 
feel 

And, therefore, not 'cO act — coiiviiioid 
that all < 

Which bears the naint' of action, how- 
soe’cr 

Beginning, ends in servitude — still pain-« 
fill, «■ 

And mostly profitless. And, sooth to 
say. 

On nearer view, a motley spectacle 
Appeared, of high pretensions — uiire- 
proved 

But by the obstreperous voice of higher 
still ; 

Big passions strutting on a petty stage : 
Which a detached spectator may regard 
Not uiiainused. — But ridiruk* deindiids 
Quick change of objects ; and, lo laugh 
alone. 

At a composing distance from the haunts 
Of strife and folly, though it be a treat 
As choice as musing Leisure can bestou : 
Yet, in the very centre of the crowd. 
To keep the secret of a poignant scorn. 
Howe’er to airy Demons suitable, 

Of all unsociarcourscs, is least fit 
For the gross spirit of mankind, — the one 
That soonest fails to please, and quick- 
liest turns 
Into vexation. 

Let us, then, I said. 
Leave this uiiknit Kcpublic to the 
scourge 

Of her own passions ; and to regions 
haste, 

Whose shades have never felt, the en- 
croaching axe, 

Or soil endured a transfer in the mart 
Of dire rapacity. There, Man abides. 
Primeval Nature’s child. A creature 
weak 

In combination, (wherefore else driven 
back 

So far, and of liis old inheritance 
So easily deprived ?) but, for that cause. 
More dignified, antf stronger in himself ; 
Whether to act, judge, suffer, or enjoy. 
True, the intelligence of social art 
Hath overpowered his forefathers, and 
soon 

Will sweep the remnant of his line away ; 
But contemplations, worthier, nobler far 
Than her destructive energies, attend 
Hki independence, when along the side 
Of Mississippi, or that northern stream 
That spreads into successive seas, he 
walks; 


Pleased to perceive his own unshackled 
life, ' ^ 

And his (nnate capacities of soul; 

There imaged : or when, having gained 
the top • 

Of some commanding eminence, which 
yet 

Intruder ne’er^eheld, he thence surveys 
‘ Regions of wood and wide savannah, vast 
Expanse of unappropriated earth, ^ 
With^mind that sheds a light of^hat he 
sees ; 

Free as the sun. ''and loneH as the sun. 
Pouring above h'ls head its radiance down 
Upon a living and rejoicing wiirld ! 

So, westward, tow’rd the unviolated 
S , 

1 bent my way ; and, r^iamiiig far (.iid 
wide, II 

Failed not to greet the merry Mockiqg- 
*Dird . i * ' 

And, while the melanchoV Miiccawiss 
(The sportive bird’r, companion in the 
grove) • ft. * 

l^epeated, o’er anti o’er, his plaintive a*y, 

T sviiii>:ithised at leisure wvth the sound ; 
BuL that pure arcl?etype of human 
greatness, • 

1 found him not. Ther^ ui his stead, 
appeared i- 

A creature, squalid, vengeful, and im- 
pure ; 

Remorseless, and submissive to no law 
But superstitious fear, and abject sloth. 

Enough is told ! Here am J — ye have 
heard 

What evidence I seek, and vainly seek ; 
What from iny fellow-beings I require. 
And either they have not to give, or 1 
Lack virtue to receive ; what I myself. 
Too oft by wilful forfeiture,^ have lost 
Nkn* can regain. How lang'uidly I look 
•Upon this visible fabric of the world. 
May be divined — perhaps it hath been 
said : — 

But spare your pity, if therrfbe in me 
Aught that deserves respei^t : for I exist. 
Within myself, not coiiuortless. — ^The 
tenour 

Which my life holds, he readily may oon- 
c ceive , /’ 

Whoe’er hath stood watch a mounfain 
brook «i *' 

In some still passage of its tfoffrse. and 
seen, t 

Within the depths of its capacious breast. 
Inverted trees, rocks, clouds, and azure 
sky ; 

And, on* its glassy^ surface, specks of 
foam, : 

And conglobated bubbles undissolved* 
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■Numerous as stars; that, by their on- 
ward lapse, • > 

Betray to sight* the motion of theistreain. 
Else imperceptible. Meanwhile, isjieard 
A softened roar, or muirnur ; and the 
sound • 

Though soothing, and the little flpating 
isles '* • 

Though beautiful, arc both by Natiu-e 
charged • 

With the same pensive office ; and make 
known • 

Through whai perplexmg labyrinths 
abiupt * 


Precipitations, and untoward straits, 
Th<^ earth-born wanderer hath passed ; 
and quickly, 

That respite o’er, like traverses and toils 
Must he again encounter. — Such a 
stream • 

I Is human Life ; and so the Spirit fares 
; 111 Ihe best quiet tci her course allowed : 
'«\na ^uch is mine, — save only for a 
I hope # 

That my particular current soon will 
1 reacli 

The unfathomable gulf, where all is 

I ^iiU!” 
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.^OOK FOURTH 


I Yft tampered, not unfrequciitly, with 
I strains 

^ ARGUMENT ! Of native feeling, grateful to our minds : 

State of feeliiiR produced by the fArc^goiiii; Nai^-a- i surely some relief to his, 

tive — A hcliei ir»a superintending Providence we sate listening with compassion 

the only ad^qtulo support under atrtiction — ■■ duo. 

I cjaculaiioJf- Acknowledges the , A pause of silence followed ; then, with 

diflicnlt'jrof a lively faith— ^ende immoderate ' voice 

soHow — E\hortatious — How received — Wan- I Th'ii ilnl f tboniyK . 

derer applies liis^iscouri^. to that other cause though the heart was 

of dej«ction in •the Military’s mind — Disap- •! ' j ’ • , 

pointnrviit from the^ French RevoUiUon — 1 ne V\ aiiderer said : — 

Sttite*) grounds of hope, and insists on the I ^ ” One adequate support 

jicoessity of fPSiiepce and fortitude with ' For the calamities of mortal life 

^eHp«*ct tti the course of great revolutions— ’ Fxists — one oiilv ; an assured belief 
toowledw the wurM of iranquillity-Rural Thai the pnicesiioti i>f tmr fate, howe’er 

Solitude f.tvour.iblc to knowledge of the in- , c„#i w- i. - j w. . . o ■ 

ferior Credturea ; Study of their habits and v, - disturbed, is ordered bv a Being 
ways recoinmended ; exhortation to inxliiy ' ^-^{ kinuite benevolence and power ; 
exertion and corninunion with Nature — Mor- | VVhose everlasting purposes embrace 
bid Solitude pitiable — Superstition better : All accidents, con\'orting them to good, 
than apath;f — Apathy and dcstituliun un- ' — The darts of anguish fix not where the 
known in the inf.mcv of society — The various seat 

dean, and Grecian modes of belief — Solitary : „ loriitiea 

interposes — Wanderer points out the iiifliience 1 acquiescence in the Will supreme 
of religious and imaginative foeluig in the For tune and for eternitv ; by faith.' 
humble ranks* of soifely, illustrated from Faith absolute in ( 7 od, ' including hope, 
present and past tiin^These principles | the defence lhal lies in boundless 
tend to recal exploded superstitions and ■ • love 

popery — Wanderer rebuts this charge, and! rw u; ..1- u 1 a 1 j j 

• contrasts the dignities of the I niagiuation with I rfeclioiis : with habitual dread 

the presumpti|ous littleness of certain modern ; aught unw'orthily conceived, endured 
Philosophers — Recommends other lights and * Impatiently, ill-dunc, or left undone, 
'guides— Asserts bhe power of the ^ul to re- | To the dishonour of his holv name, 
generate herself ; Sirfitary asks how— Reply— , Soul of our Souls, and safeguard of the 
Personal appeal — ^Exhortation to activitv 1 world » 

®f body renemnd — How to commune with ; 

Nctairc — Waiidaer concludes with a legit u 

* maAunion of the imagination, affections, un- 


dersfanj^ing, and rensod>-£ffcct of his dis- 
course — Return to the Cottage. 

Here closed the Tenant of* that lonely 
vale • 

His mournful narrative — commenced in 
pain. 

In paiti oommenced, and ended without 
peace : 


thou only cadkt, the sick of 
heart ; 

I Kestore Ihcir languid spirits, and recal 
Their lost affections unto thee and 
thine ! ” 

Then, as we issued from that covert 
nook, 

He thus continued, lifting up his eyes 
To heaven : — “ How beautiful this dome 
of sky ; 
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And the vast hills, iu fluctuation fllced | 
At thy command, how awiul ! Shall the | 
Soul. j 

Human and rational, report of thee i 
Even ^ less than these ? — Be mute who ! 
will. whf> can. 

Yet i will praise thee with iinpassioucd ; 

voice : . „ j 

My lips, that may forget thee in thoi 
crowd, V 

Cannot forget thee here ; where thou 
hast built. 

For thy own glory, in the, wilderness ! 

Me didst thou coiistilutc a pne.-^t of ihiiie. 
In such a temple as we now behold 
Reared for thy presence : therefore, am 
I bound 

To worship, here, and everywhere — as one 
Not doomed to ignorance, though forced 
to tread. 

From childhood up, the ways of poverty. 
From unreflecting ignorance preserved. 
And from debasement rescued. — By thy 
grace 

The particle divine reinaiiKjcl uiKiiieiiched ; 
And, ’mid the wild weeds of a rugged soil. 
Thy bounty caused to flourish deathless 
flowers. 

From paradise transplanted : wintry age 
Impends ; the frost will gather round my 
heart ; 

If the flowers witJior, 1 am worse than 
dead ! 

— Come, labour, when the worii-oul 
frame requin's 

Perpetual sabbath ; c«nne, disease and j 
want ; 

And sad cxclu'sioii through decay of 
sense ; 

But leave me unabated trust in thee — 
And let thy favour, to the end of life. 
Inspire me with abilitv to seek 
Repose and hope among eternal things — 
Father of heaven and earth ! and I am 
rich. .1 

And will possess my portion iu content ! 

And what are things eternal ? — powers 
depart,” 

The grey-haired Wanderer stedfastly 
replied, 

Answering the ^lucstion which himself 
had asked, 

“ Possessions vanish, and opinions^ 
change, 

And passions hold a fluctuating seat : 
But,' by the storms of circumstance un- 
shaken. 

And subject neither to eclipse nor wane. 
Duty exists ; — immutably survive, 

For our support, the measures and the 
forms. 

Which an abstract intelligence supplies ; 


Whose kingdom is, where time and space 
are not. ■ . , . 

Of otbep converse which mind, !>oul, and 

Do, with united urgency, require, . 

What more that may not perish ? — Thou, 
dread source. 

Prime. self-c?pkting cause and end of all 
That in the scale of being fill thejir place ; 
Above our hiimiyi region, or below, 

Sot and sustained ; — thou, who didst 
' wrap the cloud ♦ 

Of infancy around Us, that thyself, 
Therein, with 'our simplicity awhile 
^light’st hold, on earth, communion un- ' 
disturbed ; 

W'ho from the anarchy of dreaming sleep, 
Oi^.froni Jts aeath-likct.vuid, with punc- 
tual care, ^ 

a\iid touch as gentle as the morning light, 
Restor’st us, daily, to the powers of sense 
AmJ reasop’j stedfast rule — thoU, thou 
alone 

Art everlasting, and the sed Spirits, 
Which thop iucludest, as the sc^ h^T 
waves : 4 ^ 

For adoration thoa eiidur'st ; eiidurt 
For consciousness the V^iotions ^o£ thy 
will ; ^ 

For apprehension those transcendent 
truths % ♦ - 

Of the pure intellect, that stand as laws* 
(Submission constituting strength and 
power) 

Even to thy Being’s infinite majesty ! 
This universe shall pass away — a wprk 
(ilonous ! because the shadow of thy 
might, ‘ 

A step, or link, for intercourse with thee. 
Ah ! if the time must come, in which niy 
feet 

No jiKjre shall stray where meditation 
leads. 

By flowing streanf; through Wood, or 
craggy wild. 

Loved haunts like these ; the unimpris- 
oned Mind , 

May yet have scope to raiy^c among her 
own, 

Her thaughts, her images, her high 
desires. 

If the dear faculty of sight should fell, 


Still, it may be allowed rd^ to rem^.ber 
what visionary powers bf eye and^soul 
In youth, were iniifb ; when, statk^imd on 
the top 

Of some huge hill — expectant, I behe|d 
TJie sun rise up, from distant climes 
returned • 

Darkness to chase, and sleep ; and brhig 
the day 

His bounteous gift ! or saw him toward 
the deep 
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SUak, with a retinue of flapiing clouds Whiph reason promises, and lioly writ 
Attended ; then, my spirit wAs entranced Ensures to all believers ? — Yet mistrust 
With joy exalt&d to befititude ; • Is of such incapacity, methinks. 

The measure of my soul was fillod^with No natural branch'; despondency far 
bliss, * less ; 

And holiest love ; as earth, sea, air. \t’ith And, least of all, is alsolutfe^lllGsp^- 
light, ■ — And, if there be whose tender ffemes 

With pomp, with glory, with magnifi- •have drooped * 

cence ! TCvcn»to the dust ; apparcntlv, through 

• weight ^ 

Those fervent raptures are lor gver Of anguish unrelieved, and lack of power 
flown ; ^ An agonizing sorniw to transmute ; 

And, since theii*date, my s'^ul hath under- l>eii^not lhaPproof is here of hope with- 
gone held 

Change manifold, for better or for worse Wherj wanted most ; a cxmfidence im- 
Yet cease 1 not to struggle, and aspire j ji.iired 

Heavenward ; and chide tUp part of me i So jutiahlv. that, having ceased to see 
that flags. / • ' • ! With lH,dil V eyes, thev arc borne df>wn 

Through sinful choice ; or dread neces- j bv love 


sity r- Of what is tost, and perish through regret. 

Onjmipan nature from above imposed. , ()h ! m>. the innocent Sufferer often sees 
*Tis, by comparisfin, an ea*^ 4Ask | Tot'i clearlv : feels too vividlv ; and longs 

Earth to despise ; but, to converse with j To realize the vision, with intense 

heav<‘n»- • * Ami over-constant vearning ; — there — 

This 15 iii^t rasy ; — to relirqiiish all there lies 


Wejaave. or hope, of happiness and joy, i The excess, by which the balance is dc- 
And stand in fr<{edom loosened from this ; stf^»ycd. 

wc-4-ld, • • ! Too, too coiitraeted are these walls of 

I deen? not arduous ; but must needs i flesh. 


confess 


' This vital warmth t.'>o cold, these visual 


Tiiat ‘tis a thing impossible to frame 
Conceptions equal to the soul's desires : 
And the most difTtcult of t , ks to hrf/f 
Heights which the soul is competent to 
gain, 

— ^Man is of dust : ethereal hopes are his. 
Which, wheiij thev should sustain theni- 


orbs, 

Thougli inroncoivablv endowed, too 
dim 

For anv passion iff the soul that leads 
To ecstasy : and, all the crooked paths 
Of time and change disdaining, takes its 
course 


selves aloft. Along the line tff limitless desires. 

Want due consistence ; like a pillar of i, speaking now from such disorder free, 
smoke. Nor rapt, nor craving, but in settled 

That with majestic energy from earth peace. 

Rises ; but, having reached the thinner . T cannot doubt that thev whom vou de- 


Air, . , • . ' plore 

Melts, and dissolves, and is no longer seen. Are glorified ; or. if thev sleep, shall w'ake 
From this infirmity 01 mortal kind Fnuii sleep, and dw'cll'with God in end? 
Sorrbwr probeeds^ which else w’Cre not : less love. 

• at least, ^ Hope, below this, consists not with'be- 

Ijf grief be sc^ething hallowed and or- lief 

. ' daiiied, . * . . mercy, carried infinite degrees 

If, in proportion, it be just and meet. Beyond the tenderness of human hearts : 
Yet,' through this weakness of the gen- Hope, below this, consists not with belief 
« eral hearty In perfect wdsdom, gliding mightiest 

Is fc^enabled y? maintain its hold • powrer. 

In fiat' excess' whichj fon science disap- arii at finds no limits but her own pure 
prtnres* • % will. 

For who'ootild sink and settle to that 


}X)int • Here tnen we rest ; not fearing for our 

Of selfishness : ^ senseless who could be creed 

As long and perseveringly to mourn The worst that human reasoning can 
for 'any object of his love, removed achieve. 

From this unstable world, if he Could fix To iiusetile or perplex it : vet with pain 
A isatisfying view upon that state ' Acknowledging, and grievous ' sel|-re< 
Of '^uire, imperidtable, blessedness. prt >ach , 
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That, though immovably convincecb we 
want 

•Zeal, and the virtue to exist by faith 
As soldiers live by courage ; as, by 
strength 

Of ^art,l^ sailor hglits with roaring 


By nature’s care from wreck of scattered 
stones, • '■ 

And frt>m encroachment of encircling^ 
heath : 

Small space ! kut, for reiterated steps, 
Smboth and commodious ; as a stately 

deck 

Alas ! the endowmerfc of immortal poA'er Which to an^- ^ro the mariner is used 


Is matched unequally with custf>m^-time,* 
And domineering faAilties of sense 
In all ; in most with superadded foes, 

^ Idle temptations ; open vanities, • 
Ephemeral offspring of iiribh]jShing 
world ; 

And, in the private regions of the piirid. 
Ill-governed passions, rankliiigs (^f de- 
spite, I 

Immoderate wishes, jiinirig disrontciit, | 
Distress and care. What then reniaitis ? | 
— ^To seek 


To tread for pastime, talking with his 
” mates, < «r 

Or haply thinking of far-distaat friends. 
While the ship gljdes before^a steady 
breeze. • *■ 

Stillness prevailed around us : and the 
r voice 

That spake was capable to lift the soul.^ 
Toward regiy^tis yet more tranquil." But, " 
inethought, " V 

That he, whose fixed despondenevt had 
given 


Those helps for his occasions ever near , Impulse, and motive to that ^rong dis- 
Who lack.s not will to use them ; vows, * " course: ‘ ‘ ^ 

renewed I Was less upraised in spirit than abashed; 

On the first motion of a holy thought ; '■ Shrinking from adjnoiiition.t^ike a man 

Vigils of contemplation ; praise ; and i Who feels Viat to exhort is ^o.rppnoachi 
prayer — | Yet not to be 6‘verted from his ain^. 


A stream, which, from the fountain of 
the heart 

Issuing, however feeblv, nowhere flow’s 
Withoiiit accc.ss ot unexpected strength. 
But, above all, the victorv is most sure 
For him, who, seeking faith by virtue, 
strives 

To yield entire .submissirni to the law 


The Sage continued : — 

“ For'lthat otlrer loss. 
The loss of confidence in social n^aii, 

By the unexpected transports of our 
age * 

Carried so high, that every thought, 
j which looked 

I Beyond the temporal destiny of the Kind, 


reverenced j To many seemed superfluous — as, no 
cause? 

Could e'er for such exalted jconfidcqce 
Exist ; so, none is now for fixed despair : 
The two extremes are equally disowned 
By reason : if, with sharp recoil, from 
one 

You have been driven far as its opposite, 
Betwreen them seek the point whereon 
to build 

Sound expectations. So doth he advise 
Who shared at first the illusion ; but was 
soon < 

Cast from the pedestal of p&de by, shocks 
Which Nature gentlv gave, in woods and 
fields ; 

Nor unreproved by Providence, thus 
speaking • 

7b the inattentive childreit of the t 

* Vain -glorious Generatimi ! what f new 
powvs 
youna^ 


Of • conscience — conscience 
and obeyed. 

As God's mist intimate prescnc.e in the 
soul. 

And his most perfect image in the world. 

— Endeavour thus to Ii\e; these rules 
regard ; 

These helps solicit ; and a st.xlfast scat 

Shall then be yours among tlie happy few 

Who dwell on earth, yet breathe empyreal 
air, 

^ns of the morning. For your nobler 
"part, 

Ere disencumbered of her mortal chains. 

Doubt shall be quelled and trouble 
chased away ; 

With only such degree of sadness left 

As may support4ongings of pure desire ; 

And strengthen love, rejoicing secretly 

In the sublime attractions of the grave.” « 

pOWjtfS '4, 

While, in this strain, the venerable * On you nave been conferred.?' what 
Sage withheld 

Poured forth his aspirations, and an- ' From your progenitors, have ye re- 
nounced ceived, ^ 

.'His judgments, near that lonely house 'Fit recompense of new desert? what 
we paced claim 

TA^ plot of green-sward, seemingly pre ‘ Are ye prepared to urge, that toy de^ 
r seived crees 
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‘ For you should undergo a sudden i 
change ; ' " 


* Knowing the heart of man is set to be 
The centre of this world, about the which 


* And thC'weak functions of one bifcy day. Those revolutions of disturbances 

‘ Reclaiming and extirpating, perfovrn Still roll • where all the aspects of misery , 

* What all the slowly-ma^ving years of Predominate ; whose strong effects are' 

time, ^ . * such « 

‘ With their united force, ^have left un- As he must bear, being powerless to re- 
done ? • ■rlr(\ss ; • 

* By nature’s gradual processes be taught ; Ami tiyii unless above himself he can 

‘ story be confounded ! Ye aspire • Erect himself, how pAbr a thinf* is Man ' ’ ^ 

’ Rashly, to fall once more ; and that 

false fruit, * .Happy is he who lives to understand, 

‘ Which, to your over-^^'cning spirits. Not human nat^iure only, but explores 
yields * All natures. — to the end that he may 

‘ Hope of a flight celestial, will produce , 1 And 

‘Misery and shame. But Wisdom ,of ' The l 3 w that governs earl.: and where 
hrt" sons p , bt-gins 

'Shall n»)t, the /‘ss, Ihniigh ^late, ^e The union. Ihe partitirni where, lhat 
justified.'' ’ make'* 

.. Kind and . degree, ainoiig all visible 

Such timely warning,” said the Wan- Beings 
.* ^erer, “ gave • , • TIm* ronstiiution*.. pow<‘r*, and faculties. 

That visionary •»oice : and, at this dav. j Which thev inherit. - cannot step be- 
When a Tar*arf»m drijkness <iverspreads{ yond. — 

The g4oa!\jn/i nations ; when the uiipioii> 1 And cannot f.dl brnealh ; lhat do assign 
jpule, t ilo every class its sLatmu and its office. 

By will or by established ordinance, I Through all the rrnghtv commonwealth of 


Their own dire agenl^, and constrain the 
good 

To acts which Uiey abhor ; though I be- 
A wail - • 


thing-* ; 

I’p from the creeping jilant to snvereign 
Man. 

Such converse, it directed by a meek, 


^ wan - riucii converse, 11 oireripo uy a ineex, 

This triumph, yet the pity of inv heart Sincere, and humble -jiirit, teaches love : 
l-*revents me not from owning, that the For knowledge is delight ; and such de- 
law, light 

By which mankind now suffers, is most Breeds love ,* vet, suited as it rather is 
just. ^ To thought and to the climbing intellect, 

• For by superjor energies ; more s'trict It teaches less to k.ve. than to adore. ; 
Affiance in each other ; faith more firm If that be not indeed the highest love ! 
In th€iir unhallowed principles ; the bad . * , . ^ ^ ^ 

Have fairly earned a victory o’er the ^ tempted here to mter- 

weak, }K>se, 

The vacillating inconsistent go<xl. dignity of life is not impaired 


Therefore, not unconsoled, I wait — in aught that innocently satisfies 

hone • • The humbler cravings, of .the heart ; 


•To see the moment, when the righteous 
cause 

Shall gain defenders zealous and devout 


Is a still happier man. who, for thos<* 
heights 


As they who have opposed her ; in which speculation not unfit, descenas 
Virtue And such benign affections cultivates 

Will, to her efforts, tolerate no Iwuiids Among the inferior kinds ; not merely 
That are not loBv as her rights : aspiring those - , - . 

Bu impulse of her own ethereal zeal. That he may call his own, and which 
Tua^ spirit onfl^ can redeem mankind^ . .■ r j 

And wen that tiered spirit shall appear* individual objects of regard. 

.Then ^Sail our Triumpn be con^plete as Tjpon his care, from whom he also looks = 
theirs. • • signs and tokens of a mutual bond ; 

Yet, should this confidence prove vain, But others, far beyond this narrow sphere, 
the wise Whom, for the very sake of love, he loves. 

Have still the Hfeeping of their proper Nor fa it a mean praise of rural life 

peace ; sohtude, that they do favour most, 

Are guardians of their own tranquillity. Most frequently call forth, and best 
I'hey act, oc they recede, observe, and sustain, 
f^l • 


1 Daniel. 
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These pure sensations ; that can peiie- 
trate 

The obstreperous city ; on the barren 
seas 

Are not unfelt ; and much might recom- 
mend, c 

How much they might inspirit and 
endear, < a 

The loneliness of this snblimo re.'^jjrat ! 

V’ 

“ Yes,” said the Sage, resuming the 
discourse 

Again directed to his dtf.vneast Friend, 
“ If, with the froward will and gro'v'elling 
st^ul 

Of man, offended, liberty is here,' 

And invitation every hour renewed. 

To mark their placid state, who never 
heard 

Of a command which they have pfiwer 
bn*ak. 

Or rule which they are templed to trans- 
gress : 

Theses with a soothed or ele\'ated heart, 
..lay we bc'hoJd ; their knowledge regis- 
ter ; 

Observe their ways ; and, free from envy, 
find 

Complacence there : — but wherefore this 
to you ? 

I guess that, welcome to ycuir lonely 
hearth. 

The redbreast, niffled uj) by winter’s cold 
Into a ‘ featherv bunch,' feeds at your 
Aand : 

A box, perchance, is from your casement 
hung 

For the small wren to build in ; — not in 
vain. 

The barriers disregarding that surround 
This deep abiding place, before yoiir 
sight 

Mounts on the breeze the butterfl>' ; and 
soars. 

Small creature as she is, fnjm eartb*s 
bright flowers. 

Into the dewy clouds. Ambition reigns 
In the waste wilderness : the Soul ascends 
3>rawn towards her native lirmament of 
heaven. 

When the fresh eagle, in the month of 
May, . 

Upborne, at evening, on replenished 
wing, %• 

This shaded valley leaves ; and leaves 
the dark 

Empurpled hills, conspicuously renewing 
A prouQ communication w-ith tlie sun 
Low sunk beneath the horizon ! — List ! 
—I heard. 

From yon huge breast of rock, a voice 
sent forth 

M if the visible mountain made the cry. 


Again ! ” — ^Thc effect upon the soul was 
such 

As he ^expressed : from out the moun- 
fatain’s heart 

The solemn v(ipv*.e appeared to issue, start- 
ling 

The blank air — for the region all around 
.Stood empty of all shape of life, and 
silent 

•Save for that single cry, the unanswrj'd 
bleat 

Of ‘a poor lamb — It^ft somewhere to itself, 
The plaintive spirit of tke solitude ! ' 

He paused, at’ if unwilling to proceed, 
Through consciousness that silence in 
such place 

Was best^. tjje most affecting eloi^ucnce. 
IV I his thougi^ts rciiirned upon 

theinsidves, , 

And, iu ^^oft tone of speech, thus he 
resumed. * * 

I , ■ » 

” .Vli I if the heart, I too confidently 
raised, ^ i> *i 
Perchance att>o lightly nccnpie(,L or^-liillod 
Tt )0 easily, despise or overlook , 

The vassalage that binds her to the earth. 
Her sad dependence u(nn timey and all 
Tlir- trepidations oi mortality, «. 

What place so destitute and void — ^biit 
there . •* ' . 

The little flower her vanity shall che^ ; 
The trailing worm reprove her thought- 
less pride ? 


These craggy regions, these chaotic 
wilds, 

Does that benignity pervade, that warms 
The mole contented with her darksome 
Walk 

In the cold ground ; and to the emmet 
gives 

Her foresight, and intelligence that makes 
Tlie tiny creatures sttVjng by kicial 
league ; 

Siipj)orts the generations, multiplies 
Their tribes, till we behold a Spacious 
plain I' 

Or grassy bottom, all, with little hills — 
Their Iz^bour, covered' as a lake with 
waves ; . i 

Thousands of cities, in the desert place 
(Hiiilt up of life, and fooU, and me^S bf 
life! , ’ 

Nor wanting here, tq, enterCtdu Jhe 
thouglit, f> • 

Creatures t^at in communities exist, 

Less, as might seem, for general gov- 
djanship 

Or through dependence upon mutual aid. 
Than by participation of delight V 
.\nd a strict love of fellowsb'ipr combined. 
What other ^irit can it Ibe that 
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The gilded summer flies to mix and weave 
Their sports together in th^ colar beam. 
Or in the gloom of twilight hum their joy ? 
More obviously the self-same influence 
rules 0 

The feathered kinds ; ^tlic . flelufave’s 
pensive flock. 


In t^iis ddcp Hollow, like a siilleu star 
Dimly reflected in a lonely pool. 

Take courage, and withdraw yourself 
from ways 

That run not parallel to nature’s course. 
Rise with the lark ! your matins shall 
obtain 


Tlie cawing rooks, and scfivmews from ! Gra^^, be their comp«)sitiori what it may, 
afar, 1 W but^with hers performed ; climb once 

Hwuering above these inyind solitudes, *1 ag.iiii, •§ 

By the rough wind unscattered, at whose \ Climb every day, those ramparts ; meet 
call • I V the breeze 

^ Up through thii trcii^hci# of the long- 1 Uputi tlieu* Lops, adventurous as a bee 
drawn vales *• i That your garden thither soars, to 

Their voyage was begun : n«)r is its power feetl 

Unfelt among the sedentary fow 4 , j On nc^-bl(»wn heath ; let yon commaiid- 


That seek yon pool, and t^ei;e i>rolong j 


their stay f • *# 

In sil^t congress ; or together roused 
Take flight ; while with their clang the ; 
air resounds. 

A.»d,*ov&r all, in that cthertml .vault, * 

Is the mute coniimii y of changeful clouds ; 
Bright appanitagi, sudden Iv put forth. 

Xiie rfVubaw^iriilmg on the la^ed ^to^lll ; 
The mikf assemblage cjf the starry 
neaveiis : 


: ri>ck 


roll 


Be your freciueiitcd watch-tower ; 

! the Slone 

; 111 thunder. down the mountains; with 
j all voiir ini^ht 

’ Chase the wild goat ; and if the bold red 
I deer 

I Fly to those harboui'S, driven by hound 
> and h(»rn 

Ltiud eclujiiig, add your speed to the pur- 
suit ; 

And thctgrcat su 2 i, earth’s uiiivei sal lord ! | So, wearied tt) your hut sh;Ul you return, 
* ' And sink at evetiing into sound repose.” 

How bouiitif^i'* Nature ! he shall find i 

AAr^o seeks nut* and to hirii, who hath | The Solitary lifted tr»ward tiic hills 
not asked, A kindling ’ eye accordant feelings 

Large iiiea'surc shall be dealt. Three I rushed 

sabbath-days | Into luy bosuni. whence these words 

Are scarcely told, since, ana service bent ' broke forth : 

Of mere humanity, you cloiiib those I “ Oh ! what a joy it were, in vigorous 
• heights : | health. 

And what a * marvellous and heavenly To have a body (this uur vital frame 
show j With shrinking sensibility endued. 

Was suddenly revealed ! —the swains I And all the nice regards of flesh and blood) 
moved on, I And to the elements surrender it 

And heedetl not : y^m lingered, you per- j As if it were a spirit ! — How divine, 
ceived I'lie liberty, for frail, for mortal, inaii 

And felt, deeply as living man C(juld feel. , To roam at large among unpeopled glens 
^here is a luxury in self-dispraise ; I Aiid iiiouiitainous retirements, only trod 


And inward self-disparagement aflords 
Te meditative spleen a grateful feast. 
Trust me, pronouncing on your own 
desert. 

You judge untlAnkfuUy : distempered 
nerves 

Infpct the thoughts : the languor of the 
^ame * 


Depi^j^^ the soTil’s vigour. 


Quit your 


Qeave npt so £ondly to your moody cell ; 

Nor let the hallowed power^ that shed 
from heaven 

Stillness and rest,* with disapproving eye 

Look down upon your taper, through a 
watch 

Of midnight hours, unseasonably twink- 
ling 


Bv devious footsteps ; regions consecrate 
To oldest time ! and, reckless of the storm 
That keeps the raven quiet in her nest. 
Be as a presence or a motion — one 
Among the many there ; and w'hile the 
mists 

Flviiig, and rainy vapours^ call cut shapes 
And phantoms from the crags and solid 
• earth 

As fast as a musician scatters sounds 
Out of an instrument ; and while the 
streams 

(As at a f.rst creation and in liaste 
To exercise their untried faculties) 
Descendii>g from the region of the clouds. 
And starring from the hollows of the 
earth 

More multitudinous every moment, rend 
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Tiieir way before them — ^whaff a jo^y to 
i»>am 

' , An equal among mightiest energies ; 

And haply sometimes with articulate 
voice, 

Amid the rdeafeniiig tumult, scarcely 
heard 

Bv him that utters it, exclaim aluud^ 

‘ I^age on ye elements ! let moon and 
^ stars c 

Their aspects lend, and iiiiiigk’ in their 
turn 

With this commotion (rmuoLis Ihougli it 
bo) '» 

From day to night, from night to da>,^ 
prolonged ! ’ ” 

“ Yes,” said the Wanderer, taking 
from iny lips 

The strain of trun!!»purt, “ xyhosue'er in 
youth 

Has, through ainhitioii of his soul, given 
way 

To such desires, and grasped at such 
delight. 

Shall feel congenial stirrings late and 
long. 

In spite of all the weakness that life 
brings, 

Its cares and sorrows ; ho, though taught 
to own 

The tranquillizing power of time, shall 
wake, 

Wake sometimes to a lu^ble restlcssnes- — 
Loving the sports which once he gloried 
in. 

Cuiniiatrioi, Friend, remote are Garry’s 
hills. 

The streams far distant of your native 
glen ; 

Yet is their form and im-ige here ex- 
pressed 

With brotherly resemblance. Turn your 
steps 

Wherever fancy leads ; by day, by night. 
Are various engines working, not tbe same 
As those with which your soul m youth 
was moved. 

But by the great Artificer endowed 
With no inferior power. You dwell 
alone ; 

You walk, you^ive, you speculate alone ; 
Yet doth remembrance, like a sovereigy^ ' 
prince. 

For you a stately gallery maintain 
Of gay or tragic pictures. You have seen. 
Have acted, sufiered, travelled far, 
observed 

With no incurious eye ; and books are 
yours. 

Within whose silent chambers treasure 
lies 


Preserved from age to age ; more pre* 
cious fail 

Than t^at accumulated store of gold 
Aa:^rient gems, which, for a day of need, 
The Sultan hi^s deep in ancestral tombs. 
These hoards oi truth you can unlock at 
will : 

And music wt^its upon your skilful touch. 
Sounds which the wandering shepherd 
o from these heights 
Hears, and forgets his pilose ;-HfUr- 
- ntshed thus, ^ 

How can yoUcdroi^p, if filling to be up< t 
raised ? • 

A piteous lot it were to flee from M jJI — 
Yet not rejoice in Nature. He,, whose 
,, hour'i ‘ 

Are by domestic pled^urcs aiicarcss<;d 
And unenlivened : who exists wholtf years 
Apart from benefits received^ jr done 
’Vid the t»-aiisactioTis of the ■ bustling 
crowd ; 

Who neither hears, nor fei^ls a wish to 
hear, 

Of tht‘ world's yiterests — such li oifi hatli 
need ^ 

Of a quick fimev. and an active heart. 

That, for the day’i. consumption, books 
may yield 

Food not unwholesome*^/ earth and air 
correct ^ ^ 

His morbid humour, ivith delight sup- 
plied 

Or solace, varying as the seasons change. 

— Truth has her pleasure-grounds, her 
haunts of ease 

And easy contemplation ; e,ay parterres. , 
And labyrinthine walks, her sunny 
glades 

And shady groves in studied contrast — 
each. 

For recreation, leading into each : 

These may he raiigj, if willing to partake 
Their soft indulgences, and in due time 
May issue thence, recruited for the tasks 
And course cjf service Truth requires 
from thf>se ^ 

Who tend her altars, wait upon her 
thrpne, , 

And guard her fortresses. Who thinks, 
and feels. 

And recognises ever and anon 
The breeze of nature stirring in 
Why need such^ man go d^Crately 
astray, “ 

And nurse * the dreadful appetite o£ 
death T * 

If tired with systems; each in its deme 
Substantial, and all crumbling in tneir 
turn, 

Let him build systems of his own, and 
smile 
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At the fond work. dcmc^Ii^hed with a That flowing years repealed not * and 
touch ; ^ , distress 

If unrelfgious,* let him be at onc^ And grief spread wide ; but Man escaped 

Among ten thousand innocents, eiirolJed the do">rn 

A pupil in the many-clrfmberod scljoul. i Of destitution ; — solitude ^as not. 

Where superstition weaves her airy — Jehovah— shapeless Power above all 
dreams. « Powers, , 

• ^iif|:le and one, the omnipresent God, 

Life’s autumn past, I stand on wunter^ Bv vbcal utteranc^, or blaze of light, 
verge ; Or cloud (^f darkness, localised in heaven; 

And daily lose W'hat I desire to keeji : On earth, enshrined within the wandering 

Yet rather would I irist.'yitlv decline ark ; 

To the traditiohary sympathies Or. mit of Sion, thundering from his 

Of a most rustic ignorance, and take | throne 

A fearful apprehension from the ow'l •: Betwfien the Cherubim — on the chosen 
Or death-watch : and as readily' rcicicc, Kav-e 

If two auspicioug magpic-jp crossed my Showered miracles, and ceased not to dis- 
way ^ ])ensc 

To this would rather bend than see and Judgments, that filled the land from age 
hear . ! to ape 

TJn^reijctitions wearisome of sense, ,• j With hope, and love, and gratitude, and 
•Wiicre si3ul is dead, and feflihg hath no ■ fear ; 

place : • ■ And with amazement smote ; — thereby 

Where knu^’lcage, il> begun in cold re- to assert 

aiark • ITis scorned, or unacknowledged. 

On ‘•iitward things, withiForiiial inference sO' ereignty. 

entls ; And w lien the One, iiieffable of name. 

Or, if the miria* tiir» inw'ard, she recoils Of nature indivisible, withdrew 
Al onc^ — or, not recoiling, is perplexed — From mortal adoration or regard. 

Lost in a plocufcof uninspired n'scarch ; Not then wasOeity engulfed; nor Man, 
iMfcanwhile, the heart w'lthin the heart. The rational creaiure, left, to feel the 
the seat weight 

Where peace and happy consciousness Of his own reason, W'itliout sense or 
should dwell. thought 

On its own axis rcstlesslv revolving, Of higher reason and a purer will. 

Seeks, yet cun nowhere And, the light of ' To beiieht and bless, through mightier 
truth. « I jiower : — 

j Whether the J^crsiaii — zealous to reject 
Upon the breast of new-created earth ' Altar and image, and the inclusive walls 
Man walked ; and w'hen and w'heresoe’ei And rof*fs of temples built by'" human 
he moved, hands-- - 

Alone or mated, solitude was not. i To loftiest Jieiglits ascending, from their 

He heard, borne on the wind, the articii- tops, 

late voice With inyTtlc-wrcathed tiara on Ins brow. 

Of God ; and Angels to.his sight appeared I'reseiitcd sacrifice to nmon and stars, 
Crowning the glorious hills of paradise ; And to the winds and mother elements. 
Or through the groves gli ding like morn- And the whole circle t)f the heavens, for 
ing mist * him 

Enkindled by tt® ^® sensitive existence, and a God, 

talked * i With lifted hands invoked, and songs of 

With winged Messengers : who daily' . praise : 

• brought • Or, less reluctantly' to bflnds of sense 

To Ixis small island in the ethereal dee/l 'Yielding his soul, the Babylonian framed ‘ 
Tidin-ia of joy and love. — From those • Tor influence undefined a personal shape ; 

pun! heights And, from ihe plain, with toil immense, ' 

(Whether df Actual vision, sensible upreared 

To sight and feeling, or thatp in this sort Tower eight times planted on the top of 
Have condescendingly been shadowed tow.*r, 

forth That Belus, nightly to his splendid couch 

Communications spiritually maintained. Descending, there might rest ; upon that 
And intuitions moral and divine) ' height 

Fell Human-kind’^to banishment con- Pure ana serene, diffused — to overlook 
denmed Winding Euphrates, and the city vast 

- W.P- .-.K-.--''. ■ RR ’ 
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Of his devoted worshippers, far-strctched. 
With grove and field and garden inter- 
spersed ; 

Their town, and foodful region for sup- 
port ^ 

Against the pressure of beleaguering war. 

Chaldean Shepherds, ranging trackless^ 
fields, ^ * 

Beneath the concave of unclouded skies 
Spread like a sea, in btnindh'ss solitude, 
Looked on the polar star,, as on a guiefe 
And guardian of their course, that never 
closed 

His stedfast eye. The planetary Ftve 
With a submissive reverence they be- 
held ; 

Watched, from the centre ot their sleep- 
ing fiocks. 

Those radiant Mercuries, that seemed to 
mov'c 

Carrying through other, in perpetual 
round, 

])ecrc*es and resolutions of the Gods ; 
And, by their aspects, signifying works 
Of dim futurity, to Man revealed. 

— ^The imaginative faculty was bird 
Of observations natural ; and, tliiis 
Led on, those sheiihercls made report of 
stars 

In set rotation passing to and fro. 
Between the orbs <)f our apparent sphere 
And its invisible counlerpart. adorned 
With answering constellations, under 
earth. 

Removed from all npin'oaeli of living 
sight 

But present to the dead ; who. so they 
deemed. 

Like those celestial inesseiigors beheld 
All accidents, and judges weye of all. 

The lively Grecian, in u land of hills. 
Rivers and fertile plains, and sounding 
shores, — 

Under a cope of skv more variable. 

Could find commodious place for every 
God, 

Promptly received, as prodigally brought. 
From the surrounding countries, at the 
choice 

Of all adventhrers. With unrivalled 
skill, 

^As nicest observation furnished hints 
For .studious fancy, his quick hand bc- 
/ stowed 

j)n fluent operations a fixed shape ; 

Ictal or stone, idolatrously served. 

.'.And yet — triumphant o’er this pompous 
show 

Withiii^his palpable array of sense, 

lies hide encountered ; in desjute 
fictions chanted in the streets 


By wanderii\g .Rhapsodists ; and in con 

Of doubt and bold denial hourly urg^ 
Amm "the wrangling schools — a spirit 
,,hung, - 

Beautiful region ! o er thy towns and" 
farms, 

Statues and tdi'nples, and memorial tombs; 
And emanations were perceived ; and 
acts ^ 

Of immortality, in Nature’s cdl|rss, 
Kxernplified bV^myfrteries, that were felt 
As bonds, on grave philosopher imposed 
And armed warrior ; and in every grove 
'A gay or pensive tenderness prevail d, 
When piety more awful had relaxed. 

— ‘^Take, run.iiiig rive^, take these locks 
of in'iTie’ — , 

Thus would the Votary say — ^-this 
sc‘\ ered hair, ,• . 

‘ My vow fidOlling, do I here present., 

‘ Thankful'for my beloved child’s returii. 

‘ Thy banks, (.‘ephisus, he Again hath trod, 

‘ Thy murmurs heard ; ana drunk the 
cry.star Ivirmh ‘ * 

‘ With which lh6u dost refresh the th‘-sty 
lip» 

‘ And, all day long, i loist'en these' flowery 
fields ! * ‘ 

And doubtle-is, somctiii:. -s, when the 
hair was shed ^ 

Upon the flowing stream, a thought 
arrise 

Of Life continuous, Being unimpaired ; 
That hath been, is, and where it was and 
is 

There shall endure, — existence uiiexposed 
To the blind walk of mortal accident ; 
From diminution safe and wealcening 
age ; 

While man grows old, and dwindles, and 
decays ; 

And countless gcneratioqs of mankind 
Depart ; and leave no vestige where thev 
trod. 

We live by Admiration, Hope, atiU 
Love ; ' 

And, even as these arc well and wisely 
fixe^p 

In dignity of being we ascebd. 

But what is error ? ** — ‘%\nswer he who 
♦» can ! ” ( ** . 

The Sceptic somewhat haugl^^ ex- 
claimed : • ^ 

“ Love, HopQ, and Admiratidh — are they 
not • 

Mad Fancy’s favourite vassals ? Does 
not life 

Use them, full oft, as pioneers to ruin, 
Giiides to destruction ? Is it well to 
trust 

Imagination’s light when reason's fails, 
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The unguarded taper where the guarded 
faints ? • • 

*~Stoop. from those heights, anft soberly 
declare • 

What error is ; and, of ^ir errors, which 
’*f>oth most debase t)ie mtnd ; the germine 
seats 

Of power, where are the/^ Who shall 
regulate, 

W#h truth, the scale of hitellectiial rank^ ’ 

“ Methinks,” persuasively the ^ago 

replied. • • 

** That for this arduous office you p<jssess 
Some rare advantages. Your early day^ 
A grateful rocullection must siij>ply , 

Of iiiCLch exalted good by IJeaveri vouch- 
safed , / , 

To dignity the humblest state. — Your 
voi^j' 

Hath, Tny hearing, often testified 
.‘STJiSt poor iiien's children, and tney 
alone, « 

By their «inditioii ji aught, can undcr- 
• ^ • 

Th^ wisdom of the pray«r that daily asks 
For daily brc.ad. A consciousness is 
yrmr."^ •' 

How i«elingly rf'iigion may be learned 
111 smoky cab^^, from a mother’s tongue. — 
M<'ard while nfc dwelling vibrates to the 
din 

Of the contiguous torrent, gathering 
strength 

At every moment — and, with .strength, 
increase 

Of fury ; or^ while snow is at the door. 
Assaulting and defending, and the wind. 
A sightles;^ labourer, whistles at his 
work — 

Fearful ; but resignation tempers fear. 
And piety is sweet to infant minds. 
—The Shepherd-lad^^that in the sunshine 
earves, • 

On the green turf, a dial — to divide 
The silent hours ; and who to that report 
Can portion out his pleasures, and adapt. 
Throughout A long and lonely summer's 
day 

His round of pa'fkoral duties, is not left 
'With less intelligence foT.jnoral thiiip 
Of gravest imoort. Early he perceives. 
Within himselK a measure and a rule, ^ 
Whloh to the sun of truth he can ap]>]y. 
ThafMuiies fqf him,*and shines for all 
mankind- 

Experience daily fixing his/egards 
On nature's wants, he know's how few 
they are. 

And where they lie, how answered and 
appeased. 

This knowledge ample recompense affords 
For manifold privations ; he refers 


His notions to this standard ; on this 
rock 

Rests his desires ; and hence, in after 
life, 

Sonl-streiigtheniug patience, and sub- 
lime content. • 

Imagination- -not permitted here 
Toswaste her power#, as in the worldling's 
• ®und. 

On fickle pleasuresf and superfluous C^res, 
And trivial ostentation — is left free 
4 iul puissant to range the solemn walks 
Of time and i^iture, girded by a 2one 
That? while it funds, invigorates and sup- 
ports. 

Acknowledge, then, that whetlier by the 
side 

Of his ]MV)r hut, or on the mountain top. 
Or m the cultured field, a Man so bred 
(Take from him what yrni will iipini the 
score 

Of ]gnf)raiice or illusion) li\ es and breathes 
I'i>r noble j>urpos(‘s of mind : his heart 
Heats to tlie henur song of ancient days ; 
Hi-, eye distinguislies, liis soul creates. 
And those illusions, which excite the 
SCO! n 

Or move the pitv of unthinking minds. 
Are they not mainly outward ministers 
Of inward coiipciencc ? with whose service 
charged 

They raine and go, appeared and disap- 
pear, 

Dnerting evil purposes, remorse 
Awakening, chastening an inteniperate 
prief. 

Or pride of heart abating : and, whene'er 
For less impoilant ends those pbantoihs 
move. 

Who would forbid them, if their presence 
serve. 

On thinlv-poopled mountains and wild 
heaths. 

Filling a space, else vacant, to exalt 
The forms of Nature, and enlarge her 
powers ? 

Once more to distant ages of the world 
Let us revert, aud place before our 
thoughts 

The face which rural solitude might wear 
To the unenlightened ^wains of pagan 
Greece. 

> — In that fair clime, the lonely herdsman, 
stretched 

On the soft grass through half a summer's 
day. 

With ni asic lulled his indolent repose : 
And, in some fit of vrearincss, if he. 

W'hcn his own breath was silent, chanced 
to hear 

A distant strain, far sweeter than the 
sounds 
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Which Ills poor skill could make, hrs fancy Like one whose uiitjred car a murmuring 
fetched, ^ stream , 

Even from the blazing chariot of the sun. Detains bnf tempted now to interpose, 

A beardless Youth, who touched a golden He with a smile exclaimed : — ‘ 

lute, .. *■ “ ’Tis well you speak 

And Ailed the illumined groves with At a safe distanCb' from oiu* native land, 
ravishment. And 'from the mansions where our youth':*' 

The nightly hunter, lifting a bright eye was taught, 

Up towards the crescent moon, whli The true descendants of those godly 
grateful heart • ' ^ men 

Called on the lovely wanderer who be- Who swept from Scotland, in a ilame*^ 
stowed ?jeal, Tit 

That timely light, to share his joyoii* Shrine, altar, image,i(and the massy piles 
sport : * * That harbourec^,‘them, — the souls retain- 

And hence, a beaming Goddess with her ' ing yet 

Nymphs, ^ ; The churlish ftMtures of thai after-r-ice 

Across the lawn and tlirongh the dark- i fled to \voods, caverns, and jutting 
some grove, 1 rocks, ^ n 

Not unaccompanied with tuneful not<‘s j In *:icadly‘‘Sconi of supfrstitious rites, 

By echo multiplied from rock or cave, | Or what their scruples construed te be 
Swept in the storm of chase : as moon j such — 

and stars i llo^^ think you, would they toier£|;te this 

Glance rapidly along the clouded heaven, i scheme? ' 

When winds tue blowing strong. The I Of fine propensities, that's ■'nds, if urged 
traveller slaked | Far as it might be rurged.-to .-.ow afresh 

His thirst from rill or gushing fount, and The weeds dC Romish phanl,.-yv in /vain* 
thanked Lhirooted ; would re-consecrate our ^^ells 

The Naiad. Sunbeams, upon distant To good Saint Fillan amj to fair Saint 
hills Anne ; 

Gliding apace, with shadows in their And from long banishment recal Saint 
train, Giles, . ^ 

Might, with small help from fanev, be To watch again ivith tutcln y love t 
transformed O’er stately lidinborough Ihroiicd on 

Into fleet Oreads sporting visibly. crags ? 

The Zephyrs fanning, as they ])assed, A blessed restoration, to behold 

their wrings, The jiatron, on the shoulders of bis 

Lacked not, for love, fair objects whom priests, 

they wooed Once mure parading through ^ler crowded 

With gentle whisper. Withered boughs streets 

grotesque, Now' simply guarded by the s( 3 l>er powers 

Stripped of their leaves and twigs by Of science, and philosohpy, and sense ! ” 
hoary age. 

From depth of shaggy covw-t peeping This answer followed. — “ You have 
forth turned my thoy^ghts 

In the kiw vale, or on steep mountain Upon our brave Progenitors, who rose 
side ; ' Against idolatry with warlike mind. 

And, sometimes, intermixed with stirring And shrunk from vain observances, to 
horns lurk « 

Of the live deer, or goat’s depending In woc^ds, and dwell und^-r impending 
beard, — rocks 

These were the lurking Satyrs, a wild Ill-shelteicd, and oft Wanting fire and 
brood food ; 

Of gamesome Deities ; or Pan himself. Why ? — for this very reason that they 

The simple shepherd’s awc-inspiring « felt, 

God ! *’ • And did acknowledge, wneresoe’erf they 

moved, . ^ ‘ 

Hie strain was aptly chosen ; and I A spiritual pre-ience, oft-times miscon- 
could mark ceived, . 

Its kindly influence, o’er the yielding But still a high dependence, a divine 

brow Bounty and government', that filled their 

Of our Companion, gradually diffused ; -learts 

While, listening, he had paced the noise- With joy, and gratitude, and fear, and 
less turf. love ; . 
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Aiid from their ferveat lips drew hymns of 
praise, 

That through the desert rang. •Though 
favoured less, • 

Far less, than these, such, in their 
> degree, • 

Were those bewildered ' Pagans of old 
time. *• 

Beyond their oWn poor natures and 

• ,« above * • 

They looked ; were humbly thankful 

for the good • 

Which the wanm sun V)1itilrd, and earth 
B?stowed ; were giadsodir, — and their 
mural sense ^ 

They fortified with reverence for Jhe 
Oods; 

And they had luipes that ov^r'-tep^yd 
ihe Grave. 

Now, sj'/ail our great Discoverers,'' he 
■ •excilaimed, • , ' 

Raising his voiig; triumphantly, ** obtain 
From senses aia^d rea-jjju less than these 
• (^btq,i/i()d, • 

ThcMtgh far misled ? ^hall men for 
®whom our age 

Unbaffl^d powers of vision hath prepared. 
To exp^jre the wor® without and world 
within, 

^ joyless the blind ? Ambitious 
spirits — 

Whom earth, at this late season, hath 
produced 

To regulate the moving spheres, and 
weigh 

The planets in the hollow of their hand ; 
And they ^10 rather dive than soar, 
whose pains 

Have solved the elements, or analysed 
The thinking principle — shall they in 
fact 

Prove a degraded Race ? and what avails 
Renown, if tluAr prcsflrnption make them 
such ? 

Oh ! there is laughter at their work in 

• heaven ! 

' Inquire of ancient Wisdom ; go, demand 
Of mighty Nature, if 'twas ever meant 
That we should puy far off yet be unraised ; 
That we should pore, and jlwindle as we 
. pore. 

Viewing all objects unremittingly ^ 
In di|coniiexioif dead and spiritless ; 

And Kj^^dividing, andtlividing still, 
Break dowr ^l^randcur, still unsatisfied 
With the perverse attempt, while little- 
ness * 

May yet become more little ; waging 
thus 

An impious warfare with the very life 
Of our own souls t 

And if indeed there be 


An ,all-pervading Spirit, upon whom 
Our dark foundations rest, could he de- 
sign 

That this magnificent effect of power, 
The earth we tread, the skv that we be- 
hold i 

By day, and all the pomp which night 
• rc\'eals ; • 

'Fhat, these* — and that superior mystery 
Our vital frame, sg fearfully devised. 
And the dread soul within it — should 
•t exist 

0 ily to be examined, pondered, searched, 
Probi^d, vexed, and criticised ? — Accuse 

gie not ^ 

Of arrt»gaiice, unknown Wanderer as I 
arn, 

If, having walked with Nature threescore 
years, 

.^nd offered, far as frail tv would allow, 
.My htjart a dailv sacrifice to Truth, 

1 now affirm of Nature and of Truth, 
VV'hom 1 have servt'd, that iheir Divinity 
Revolts, offended at Iht' wavs of men 
Swayed by such motives, to such ends 

'*inpl()ycd ; 

Philosophers, who, though the human 
soul 

Be of a thousand faculties composed. 
And twice ten thousand interests, do yet 
prize 

This soul, and the transcendent universe. 
No more than as a nnrn^r that reflects 
To proud Si*lf-lovc her own intelligence ; 
That one, poor, finite object, in the abvss 
Of infinite Being, twinkling restlessly ! 

Nor higher place can be assigned to 
him 

And his compeers — the laughing Sage of 
France. — 

Crowned was he, if my memory do not 
err. 

With laurel planted upon hoary hairs, 
lii sign of ci^nquest bv his wit achieved 
And benefits his wisdom had conferred ; 
His stooping lK)dy tottered with wreaths 
of flowers 

Opprust, far less becoming ornaments 
Than Spring oft twines about a moulder- 
ing tree ; 

Yet so it pleased a fond, ^ vain, old Man. 
And a most frivolous people. Him 1 
# mean 

Who penned, to ridicule confiding faith • 
This sorry Legend ; which by chance we 
four.d 

Piled in a nook, through malice, as might 
seem, 

Among more innocent rubbish.”— 
Speaking thus. 

With a brief notice when, and how*, and 
where. 
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We had espied the book, he drew it forth ; 
And Courteously, as if the act removed. 
At once, all traces from the good Man's 
heart 

Of unbenign piversion or contempt,^ 
Restored it to its owner. “ Gentle 
Friend,” 

Herewith he grasped the Solitary's hjfAd.^ 
“ You have known flights and guides 
better than these. 

All ! let not aught amiss within dispose 
A noble mind to practise^ on herself. 
And tempt opinion to support llie wongs 
Of passion : W'hatsoe’er be felt or feared. 
From 'higher judgment -seals make no 
appeal 

To lower : can y<iu question that the soul 
Inherits an allegiance, not by choice 
To be cast off, upon an oath proposed 
■ By each new upstart notion ? In the 
ports 

Of levity no refuge can be found. 

No shelter, for a spirit in distress. 

He, who by wilful disesteem of life 
And proud insensibility to hope, < 
Affronts the eye of Solitude, shall learn 
That her mild nature can be terrible ; 
That neither she nor Silence lack the 
power 

To avenge their own insulted majesty. 

O blest seclusion ! when the mind ad- 
mits 

The law of duty ; and can therefore move 
Through each vicissitude of loss and gain. 
Linked in entire complacenee. with her 
choice ; 

When youth’s presumpluousness is mel- 
lowed down. 

And manhood’s vain anxiety dismissed ; 
When wisdom shows her seasonable fruit. 
Upon the boughs of sheltering leisure 
hung ' 

In sobej plenty ; when the spirit stoops 
To drink with [gratitude the crystal 
stream 

Of unreproved enjoyment ; and is pleased 
To muse, and be saluted by the air 
Of meek repentance, wafting wall-flower 
scents 

From out the crumbling ruins of fallen 
pride •* 

And chambers of transgression, now' for- 
lorn. ^ 

O, calm contented days, and peaceful 
nights ! 

Who, when such good can be obtained, 
would strive 

To reconcile his manhood to a couch 
Soft, as may seem, but, under that dis- 
guise. 

Stuffed with the thorny substance of the 
past 


For fixed annqyance ; and full oft beset 
With floating dreams, black and discon- 
solate. 

The Vapoury phantoms of futurity? 

V* '' 

Within the sQul a faculty abides, 

That w'ith interpositions, which would 
hide *' 

And darken, so can deal that they be- 
come 

ConXingencies of pomp ; afl^ serve to 
exalt t. 

Her native brightness. ‘•As the ample 
moon, 

the deep stillness of a summer ev. a 
Ri^mg beh inf 1 a thick and lofty grove. 
Burns, like aci imconsuming fire of light, 

1 11 ^ the gnsen trees ; add, kindling on all 
sides c 

Their leafv^umbrage, turns th^usky veil 
Int^ a substance glorious as ner^own. 
Yea, with he? own incorporated, by power 
Capacious and serene. Lifee power abides 
In man’s celestial spirit ; •*vi#Lue thus 
Sets forth tnd magnifies h^sclf ; «*lhus 
f(.*eds ® i- 

A Ctalm, a beautiful, anc^ silent fire. 

From the encumbrances Of mortal life. 
From error, disappointment — nat/, from 
guilt ; 

And sometimes, so relenting justice wiU,% 
From palpable oppressions of despair.” 

The Solitary by these ^words was 
touched 

With manifest emotion, and exclaimed : 

” But how begin ? and whence ? — ‘ Tfip 
Mind is free — 

Resolve,’ the haughty Moralist would say, 

‘ This single act is all that we demand.' 
Alas ! such wisdom bids a creature fly 
W'hose very sorrow is, that time hath 
shorn t« , 

His natural wings ! — To friendship let 
him turn * 

For succour ; but perhaps he Mfs alone 
On stormy waters, tossed in a little hoStt 
That holds but him, and c'^n contain no 
more ! 

Religion 'tells of amit>^ublime 
Which no condition can preclude ; of 
One « * 

Who sees all suffering, comprehend^ aU 
wants, , ' I * 

All weakness fathoms, «can sifpply a)( 
needs : • ' 

But is that bounty absolute ? — His gifts* 
Are they not, still, in some degree, i:e- 
wards 

For acts of service ? Can bis love ex- 
tend 

To hearts that own not him ? Will 
showers of grace* . 
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When in the sky no promise may be seen, 
Fall to refresh a parched %itd withered 
land.? ■ ^ • 

Or shall the groaning Spirit cast hei^load 
At the Redeemer’s feet ? ^ 

In rueful tone. 
With some impatience in his inion, he 
spake : *• 

Back to my mind rushed all that had been 

• Jsrged „ • 

To calm the Sufferer when his story 

p closed ; • ' 

I looked for counsel as unhfiidiiig now: 
But a discriminating svin)Tathy 
Stooped to this apt reply : — 

“ As men from nj^’n 
Do, in the constitution of tl^fir souls. 
Differ, by mvstor^*not to be oy4jlaiiU'.iL ; 
And we fall by various ways, and sink 
One deeper than another, self-coiidcinried. 
Through rnanifold degrees of guilt and 

• flhanie ; ^ • 

So manifold andavarioiis are the ways 
Of restoratic^i, ffashio^ed to the stops 
Of alljlnfiirnfety, and tending »!! 

To t|jc same point, attainnble by all — 
Peace ill ourselves, and union with our 
Gorf. , 

For you* assuredly, hopeful road 
Lies open : w^h'ave heard from you a 
4i voice 

At every moment softened in its course 
By tenderness of heart ; have seen I'our 
eye. 

Even like an altar lit bv lire from heaven. 
Kindle before us. — Your discourse this 
• day, , 

That, like the fabled Lethe, wished to 
flow 

In creeping sadness, through oblivious 
shades 

Of death and tiighl, has caught at every 
turn 

The colours of the sun. Access for you 
•Is yet preserved to principles of truth. 
Which the imaginative Will upholds 
In seats of wisdom, not to be approached 
By the inferior Faculty that moulds. 

With her minute and speculative pains, 
Opinion, ever changing ! • 

« I have seem 
A curious child, who dwelt u]ioii a tract 
Of inland grounn, applying to his car * 
The ^onvolutiohs of a smooth -lipped 

To which, ku lienee hushed, his very 
soul ^ 

listened intensely ; and his countenance 
soon 

Brightened with joy ; for from within 
were heard 

Murmuritigs, whereby the monitor ex- 
s>ressed' . ' 
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Mystjerioiis union with its native sea. 
Even such a shell the universe itself 
Is to the ear of Faith ; and there arc 
times. 

I doubt not. when to you it doth impart 
Authentic tidings of invisiMc things ; 

Of ebb and flo w, and ever-during power ; 
Aiirk central peace,* subsisting at the 

• h*iart 

Of endless agitaticJli. Here you stand, 
Adore, and worship, when you know it 
* not ; 

Pious beyond -the intention of your 
trtought ; 

Dovoi^t above the meaning of your will. 
— Yes, vnii have felt, and may not cease 
to feel. 

The estate of man would be indeed for- 
lorn 

If false, cwncliisioiis of the reasoning 
Ijower 

Made the eye blind, and closed the 
passages* 

Through which the car converses with 
the heart. 

Has not the soul, the being of your life, 
Received .1 shock of awful consciousness. 
In some calm season, when those lofty 
rocks 

At night’s approach bring down the Un- 
clouded sky. 

To rest upon their circumambient walls i 
A temple framing of dimensions vast, 
And yet not too cntiniious for the sound 
Of human anthems, — choral song, or 
burst 

Sublime of instnimcntal harmony. 

To glorify the Eternal ! What if these 
Did never break the. stillness that prevails 
Here. — if the solemn nightingale be mute. 
And the soft w(xjdlark here did never 
chant 

Her vespers, — Nature fails not to provide 
Impulse and utterance. The whisper- 

• ing air 

Sends inspiration from the shadowy 
heights. 

And blind recesses of the cavemed rocks ; 
The little rills, and waters numberless, 
Inaudible by daylight, blend their notea 
With the loud kreams : and often, at 
the hour • 

When issue forth the first pale stars, is 

• heard. 

Within the circuit of this fabric huge. 
One voice — the solitary raven, flying 
Athwart the concave of the dark blue 
dome, 

Unseen, perchance above all power of 
sight— 

An iron .'mcll ! with echoes from afar 
Faint — and still fainter — as the cry, with 
which 
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The awanderer accompanies her fligli^ 
Through the calm regioiip fades upon the 
ear. 

Diminishing by distance till it seemed 
To ex])ire ; yet from the abyss is caught 
again, • 

And yet again recovered ! 

• But descentfng 
From these imaginative heights* thaf 
yield • 

Far-stretchiiig views into eternity, 
Acknowledge that to Nature’s liuinblar 
power • 

Your cherished sullenness is forced to 
bend ^ 

Even here, where her amenities are sown 
With sparing hand. Then trust your- 
self abroad 

To range her blooming bowers, and 
spacious fields, 

Where on the labours of the happy throng 
She smiles, including in her wide embrace 
City, and town, and tower, — and sea w'lth 
ships 

Sprinkled ; — be our Companion while vre 
track 

Her rivers populous with gliding life ; 
While, free as air, o’er priniless sands we 
ma»‘ch. 

Or pierce the gloom of Jkt majestic 
woods ; 

Roaming, or resting under grateful shade 
Tn peace and meditative cheerfulness ; 
Where li viug things, and things inanimate. 
Do speak, at Heaven’s coiniiiand, to eye 
and e.ir. 

And speak to social reason's inner sense, 
With inarticulate language. 

For, the Man — 
Who, in this spirit, c<nniiiunes with the 
Forms 

Of nature, who with uude’--"tandiiig 
heart 

Both knows and loves such objects as 
excite • 

No morbid passions, no disquietude. 

No vengeance, and no haired — needs 
must feel 

The joy of that pure principle of love 
So deeply, that, unsatisfied with aught 
Less pure and exquisite, he cannot choose 
But seek for ob^'cts of a kindred love 
In fellow'-natures and a kindred joy. 
Accordingly he by degrees perceives m 
His feelings of aversion softened down ; 
A holy teiidenicss pervade his frame. 
His sanity of reason not impaired. 

Say rather, all his thoughts now flowing 
ck’.ar, 

From .1 clear fountain flowing, he looks 
round 

And seeks for good ; and finds the good 
he seeks : 


Until abhorrence and contempt are 
things • • 

He only*kqows by name ; 'and, if he hear, 
Froiif other mouths, the language which 
they speal^ 

He )s compassionate ; and has no thought. 
No foaling^ wl^ch can overcome his love. 

t 

And further ; by contemplating these 
• Forms • 

In the relations which they beal^o man. 
He* hall discern, h^)w, through the vari- 
ous mean*# • 

Which silentl\^they yield, are multiplied 
^'h(i spiritual presences of absent thing- 
Tryst me. that for the instructed, time 
will con^ 

Wilien they shall mcet5j.o object but may 
teach • 

Some accijptablc lesson to tlu*ir minds 
Of^uman suffering, or of human joy. 
So* shall thuy learn, w'hile alf tlftngs 
speak of man, 

Their duties from ;|11 fon»s ;»and general 
laws, t ^ M ■ 

And local acci(l;nts, shall tend alil^ 

To rouse, to urge ; and, with the will, 
cimfer • * 

The ability to spread the blessirigs wide 
Of true philanthropy. The light of love 
Not failing, perseverance itoni their stog,s 
Departing not, for them shall be con- 
firmed 

The glorious habit by which sense is made 
Subservient still to moral purposes, 
Auxiliar to divine. That change shaU 
clothe ^ 

The naked spirit, ceasing to deplore 
The burthen of existence. Science then 
Shall be a precious visitant ; and then. 
And only then, be worthy of her name : 
For then her heart shall kindle ; her dull 
eye. 

Dull and inanimate, no iifore shall hang 
Chained to its object in brute slavery ; 
But taught with patient interest to 
watch « 

The processes of things, and serve the 
cause 

Of order*and distiiictn^s, not for this 
Shall it forget that its most noble use, ' 
Its most illustrious province, must be 
. found • ' 

III furnishing clear guidSLnee, a simport 
Not treacherous, to the ^nd’s ^fMrsive 
power. , i, 

— ^So build we up the Being that we are ; 
Thus deeply drinking-in the soul of 
things, • 

We shall be wise perforce ; and, while 
inspired 

By choice, and conscious that the Will is 
free. 
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Shall move unswerving, even as if im> Tl\oug1i bound to earth by ties of pity 
pelled • • and love. 

By strict necessity, plong tbe^ath From all injurious servitude was free. 

Of order and of good. Whate’er^e see, 

Or feel, shall tend to qi^cken and rehne ; The Sun. before his place of rest were 
Shall fix, in calmer , seats of moral reached, 

strength. Had yet to travel far, but unto us. 

Earthly desires ; and r«ise, to loftier Ttn us who stood lAw in that hollow dell, 
heights • He |\rid become invisible, — a pomp 

Of divine love, our ii'itellectual soul.*^ Leaving behind ci yellow radiance spread 
v Over the mmiiitain sides, in contrast bold 

Here closed the^Sage that eloTjucnt iWith ample shadows, .seemingly, no less 
harangu*, * ■ Than those jcspleiidcnt lights, his rich 

Poured forth with fervotir in continuous • “bequest ; 

stream, * i A t[i‘spcMisation of his evening power. 

Such as, remote, mid savage wildei^ess. ■ — Adowii the path that from the glen had 
An 'Indian Chief discliii^ges from hi.s I led 

breast ^ • » ; The funeral tram, the Shepherd and his 

Intp the nearing of assembled tribes, I Mate 

In open circle seated round, and hushed! Were seou descending : — forth to greet 
As the uiiT^eathing air, when not aJeaf ! them ran 

•Sflrs in the mighty woJ^# — .So did he . Our little* Page : the rustic pair approach; 

speak : • And in the Matron’s countenance may be 

The word»h(i"Uttere/l shall not pass away i read 

Dis^rrs^d/like music that wind talvcs Plain indication that the words, which 
, up * j told 

By snatches, ^nd lets fall, to be forgot-! How that neglected Pensioner was sent 
ti‘n ; • Before his lime into a quiet grave. 

No— 4hey sank iiuo me, the bounteous | Had done lo her liuinanity no wrong : 
gift ^ : But we are kindly w'elcomcd — promptly 

jof one whom time and nature had made ! served 

wise, ! With ostentations /oal. — Along the floor 

(vracmg his doctrine wdth authority ] Of the small Cottage in the lonely Dell 

Which hostile sjiirits silently allow ; j A grateful couch was spread for our 

Of one accustomed to desires that feed | _ repose ; 

On fruitage gathered from the tree of i Where, in the guise of mountaineers, we 
life; , j lay. 

To hopes oil knowledge and experience j Stretched upon fragrant heath, and 
built ; I lulled by s«miid 

Of one in whom persuasion and belief ' Of far-off torrents charming the still 
Had ripened into faith, aud faith be- j night, 

come , And, l<> tired limbs and over -busy 

A passionate intuition; w'heiict; the' thoughts. 

Soul, • * ! IiiN’iting sleep aud soft forgetfulness. 


BOOK FIFTH 

• 

THE PASTOR junctions oi lUity as existing in the inind — 

. • General complaint nf a fallinn-ofi in the value 

.ARGUMENT of life after the time of voiith— Outward ap- 

p<;ar.’incc«i of content and happiness in degree 
farewell to tlse Valiev — Reflections — A large illusive —Pastor .approaches — Appeal made to 
and populous Vale described— Toe Past»r’s him — Pis answer— Wanderer in sympathy 

Dwelling, and some ^count of him — Churc.i^ with him— 'Sogpestion that the least ambitious 

sSi^'^anuments — ^The Solitary musing, and enquirers may he most free from error — The 

‘^where — Rqpsed — In the Churchyard the Soli- Pastor is desired to give some portraits of the 

tary communicates the thoughts which had living or dead from his own observation of 

recently passed through his mind — Lofty life amonp these Mountains — and for wfat 

tone of the Wemderer's discourse of yesterday purpose— Pastor consents— Mountain cottage 

adverted to — Rite of Baptism, and the pro- — Excellent qualities of its Inhabitants — 

fessions accompanying it, contrasted with the Solitary expresses his pleasure ; but denies 

real state of human life— Apology for the Rite the praise of virtue to worth of this kind— 

Inconsistency of the best men — Acknow- Feelings of the Priest before he enters upon 

l e d gm en* that practice falls far below the in- bis account oi persons interred in the Church- 
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yard — Graves of unbaptized Iniants— funeral 
and sepulchral observances, whence — Ecclesi- 
astical Establishments, whence derived — 
Profession of belief in the doctrine of Immor- 
tality. 

“ Farewell, efeep Valley, with thy one 
rude House, ^ 

And its small lot of life-supportiif^ 
fields, • 

And guardian rocks ! — Varcwoll, attrac- 
tive scat ! 

To the still influx of the morning light 
Open, and day’s pure cheerfulness, Jjut 
veiled 

From human observation, as if yet • 
Primeval forests wrapped thee round 
with dark 

Impenetrable shade ; once more farewell. 
Majestic circuit, beautiful abyss. 

By Nature destined from tlie ' birth of 
things 

For quietness profound ! ” 

Upon th<‘ side 
Of that brown ridge, sole outlet of the 
vale, 

Which foot of boldest stranger would 
attempt, 

Lingering behind my comrades, thus I 
breathed 

A parting triluitc to .1 spot that seemed 
Like the fixed centre of a troubled world. 
Again I halted with reverted eyes ; 

The chain that would not slacken, was at 
length 

Snapt,— and, pursniiig leisurely my wav'. 
How vain, thought 1 , is it by change of 
place 

To seek that comfort which Ihe mind 
denies ; 

Yet trial and temptation oft are shunned 
Wisely ; and by such tenure do we hold. 
Frail life’s possessions, tliat evci* they 
whose fate 

Yields no peculiar reason of complaint 
Might, by the promise that is here, be 
won 

To steal from active duties, and embrace 
Obscurity, and undisturbed repose. 

— ‘Knowledge, methinks, in these dis- 
ordered times. 

Should be allowed a privilege to have 
Her anchorites, liHe piety of old ; 

Men, who, from faction sacred, and un- 
stained 

By war. might, if so minded, turn aside 
Uncensurf'd, and subsist, a scattered few 
living to God and nature, and content 
With that cominnniuii. Consecrated be 
The spots where such abide ! But hap- 
.. pier i t ill 

The Man, whom, furthermore, a hope 
attends 

That meditation and research may guide 


His privacy to principles and -powers 
Discovered or *^in vented ; or set forth. 
Through his Rcquaintance With the ways 
of truth. 

In lucid order ; sv that, when his course 
Is rurl, some faithful eulogist may say, 

He sought not pr^iisc, and i)raise did over- 
look « 

His unobtrusive merit ; but his life, 

Swl'ct to himself, i*'as exercised in go(|iii!« 
That ^h all survive his name and m^ipory. 

Acknowledgme^its of grat*itude sincere 
Accompanied these musings ; fervent 
« thanks 

For Hiy own peaceful lot and happy 
choice ; , 

A choice tkat from the •passio^is of the 
world f 

AVithdrew', and fixed me in a stifl^etreat ; 
Shel^'red, but not to social duties Jost, 
Scciud<‘d. blit flot buried ; and with soAg 
Cheering iriy days, and with industrious 
thought ; • 

With the ever-welcome conipsny # of • 
books ; • ^ 

With virtuous fricndship*|^ soul-sustain- 
ing aid, ^ • • 

And with the blessings of domestic«Love. 

Thus occupied in mind I paced along, iir 
Following tJjo rugged road, by .sledge or 
wheel 

Worn ill the moorland, till I overtook 
My two Associates, in the morning sun- 
shine 

Hailing together on a rocky Ifnoll, 

Whence the bare road descended rapidly 
To the green meadows of another vale. 

Here did our pensive Host put forth 
his hand 

III sign of farewell. , “ Nay,” the old 
Man said, 

•” The fragrant air its coolness still re- 
tains ; 

The herds and flocks are yet abroad to • 
crop * 

The dewy grass ; vou cannot leave us 
now, • ^ 

We must not part at this inviting hour.” 
He yielded, though reluctant ; for his» 

• mind 

fhstinctivcly disposed hini*to retire - 
To his own covert ; as a billow, 

Upon the beach, rolls back inte the 36a. 

— So we descend : and winding round a 
rock ^ 

Attain a point that showed the valley — 
stretched 

In length before us ; and, not distant far, 
Upon a rising ground a grey church- 
tower. 
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Whose battlements wer|| screened by 
tufted treps. * 

And toiiirards a crystal Merc, |hat Uy be- 
yond ^ 

Among steep hills and wjK>ds embosomed, 
flovfPd 

A copious stream with oboldly-winding 
course ; • 

H^e traceable, there hidden — there again 
To sight restored, and glittering in the 


sun. . 

On the stream’s banic, and every where, 
appeared* • 

Fair dwellings, single, or in social knots ; 
Some scattered o’er the level, othens 
perched • 

On the hill sides, a cheerful quiet scene. 
Now in its inoramg purity arrayed. • 


“As ’rwl some happy valley of the I 
^ , AJps.” % 

* said I, “ once happy, ere tyrannic power. 
Wantonly breaking in upon the Swiss, 
Destroyed* thbir uno/Teiiding coiumon- 

• •weJltlfJ • 

A popular equality rciffns here. 

Save for yon st'tttely ilouse benea* li whose 
r 3 of • • 

' A rural lord might dwell.’’ — “ No feudal 
pomp, ^ 

power,’’ replied the Wanderer, “ to 
that House 

Belongs, but there in his allotted Home 
Abides, from year to year, a genuine 
Priest, 

The shepherd of his flock ; or, as a king 
Is styled,* when most aifcctionately 
praised. 

The father of his people. Such is he ; 
And rich and poor, and young and old, 
rejoice 

Under his spiritual sway. He hath 
vouchsafed • 

To me some portion of a kind regard ; 
And something also of his inner mind 
Hath he imparted — but I speak of him 

^ As he is known to all. 

* The calm delights 

Of unambitious piety he chose. 

And learning’s^ solid dignity ; though 
bom 

Of knightly iacc, nor wanting powerful 
friends. • 9 

in prime of .manhood, he wilh^ 
ofifcw • 

fi'roxn academic bowers. He loved the 
spot — • 

Who does not*love his native soil ? — he 
prized 

The ancient rural character, compos<i^J 
01 simple mangers, feelings unsupprest 
And undisguised and strong and serious 
thought ; 


A character reflected in himself, 

W'jth such embellishment as well be- 
seems 

His rank and sacred function. This deep 
vale 

Winds far in reaches hidden from our 
sight, 

Aifd one a turrcteci manorial hall 
' Adoi^s. in which the good Man’s ances- 
tors • 

Have dwelt through ages — Patrons of 
this Cure. 

To t^em, and ■to his own judicious' pains. 
The Vicar’s dwelling, and the whole 

Owes that presiding aspect which might 
well 

Attract your notice ; statelier than could 
else 

Have been bcstow'od, through course of 
common chance. 

On an uiiwealthv mountain Benefice.” 

Ok 

This said, oft pausing, we pursued our 
wav ; 

Nor reached the \'illage.churchyard till 
the sun 

Travelling ’ at steadier pace than ours, 
had risen 

Above the .summits of the highest hills, 
And round our path darted oppressive 
beams. 

As chanced, the p« trials of the sacred 
Pile 

Stood open ; and we entered. On my 
frame. 

At such transition from the fervid air, 

A grateful coolness fell, that seemed to 
strike 

The heart, in concert with that temperate 
awe 

And natural reverence which tlie place 
inspired. 

Not raised in nice proportions was the 
pile. 

But large and massy ; for duration built ; 
With pillars crowded, and the roof up- 
held 

By naked rafters intricately crossed. 
Like leafless underboughs. In some thick 
wood, 9 

All withered by the depth of shade above. 
Admonitory texts inscribed the walls. 
Each, in its ornamental scroll, enclos^ ; 
Each also crowned with winged heads — 
a pair 

Of rudely-painted Cherubim. The floor 
Of nave and aisle, in unpretending guise. 
Was occupied by oaken benches ranged 
In sceml> rows ; the chancel only showed 
Some vain distinctions, marks of earthly 
state 
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liy immemorial privilege allowed ; 
Though with the Enciacture’s special 
sanctity 

But ill according. An heraldic shield. 
Varying its tincture with the changeful 
'light, c 

Imbued the altar-window' ; fixed alnft 
A faded hatchment hung, and one I'v 
■time , 

Yet undiscoloured. A- capacious pew 
Of sculptured oak stood here, with 
drapery lined ; t 

And marble monuments were here dis- 
played • 

Thronging the walls ; aiul on the flfM>r 
beneath 

Sepulchral stones njiprared, with em- 
blems graven 

And foot -worn epitaphs, and some with 
small 

And shining efTigies of brass inlaid. 

The tribute by these various records 
claimed, 

Duly we yiaid, each after each, and read 
The ordinary chronicle of birtli, 

Office, alliancfs and promotion — all 
Ending in dust ; of upright magistrates. 
Grave doctors strenuous for the mother- 
church, 

And imcorrupted senators, alike 
To king and people true. A brazen plate. 
Not easily deciphered, told of one 
Whose course of earthly honour was be- 
gun 

Tn quality of page among the train 
Of the eighth Henry, when he crossed the 
seas 

His royal state to show', and prove his 
strength 

In tourriarn^'nt, upon the. fields tif France. 
Another tablet registered the death. 

And praised th** gallant bearing, of a 
Knight 

Tried in the sea-fights of the sccondt 
Charles. 

Near this brave Knight his Father lay 
entombed ; 

And, to the silent language giving voice, 
I read, — how in his manhood’s earlier day 
He, ’mid the afflictions of intestine war 
And rightful govejnment sub verted, found 
One only solace — that he had espoused 
A virtuous Lady tenderly beloved 
For her benign perfections ; and yet more 
Endeared to him, for this, that, in her 
state 

Of wedlock richly crowned with Heaven’s 
regard, 

She with a numerous issue filled his 
house. 

Who throve, like plants, uninjured by the 
storm 


That laid their country waste. No need 
to speak« * 

Of less particular notices assigned 
To Yoiath or Maiden gone before their 
time, * 

AndiMatrons and un wedded Sisters old ; 
Whose .charity and goodness were re- 
hearsed I • 

»In modest panegyric. 

« ^ “ These dim lioftSt 

W'hal w'oiild the\ tell ? ” said Lr— but, 
from the task ^ 

Of puzzling oiitft^thaf faded narrative. 
With whisper sbft my venerable Friend 
emailed me ; and, looking down the dark- 
^some aisle, 

I saw the Tenant of the lonely vale 
Stajjdjiig^paft ; w'ith ^curved arm re- 

On the baptismal font ; his pallid fice 
Upturned, as if his mind rapt, or 

^ost , ‘ , 

In some abstraction ^gracefully he 
stood, * t 

The semblaq/;e bearing of a^sc^lpt^red , 
form » 

That loans upon a monumental urn * 

In peace, from morn to n<ght, froip year 
to year. • ^ * 


Him from that posture dfa the Scxtoir 
rouse ; 

Who entered, humming carelessly a tune, 
f'lnitinuation haply of the notes 
That had beguiled the work from which 
he came, 

With spade and mattock o’er his shoulder 
hung ; • 

To be deposited, for future need. 

In thoir appointed place. The pale Re- 
cluse 

Withdrew ; and straight wc followed, — to 
a spot 

Where sun and shadb were* intermixed ; 
for there 

A broad oak, stretching forth its leafy 
arms , 

From an adjoining pasture^ overhung 
Small space of that green churchyard 
with ji light ^ 

And pleasant awning. On the moss- ■ 
grown wall 

My ancient Friend and I together too£: 
yOur seats ; and thus the Solitary spake • 
Standing before us*; — 

“ Did you Yiot^ tne mien 
Of that self-solaced, easy-hearted churl, 
Death’s hirefiiig, who scoops out his 
neighbour’s grave, • 

Or wraps an old acquaintance up in clay. 
All unconcerned as he would bind a sheaf. 
Or plant a tree. And ^id you hear his 
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I was abruptly summoned by the sound And consecrating eleibent hath cleansed 
From some affecting images aiil4 thoughts. The ■original stain, the child is there 
■V Which th^n were.silent ; but craw utter- received 

ance now. I ^ Into the second ark, Christ’s church, with 

trust 

Much,” he continued,^with dejected That he, from wrath redeemed, therein 
look, shall float 

** Much, yesterday, was sak^ in glowing Over the billows of this troublesome 
phrase * world 

O^Mir sublime dependencies, and hopes> To thc*iair land of everlasting life. 

For future states of bein^ ; and the wings ( orrupt afleetJons, covetous desires. 

Of speculation, joyfully outspread, * Arc all renounced ; high as the thought 
^Hovered above ^ur d^tir^ on earth : of man , 

But stoop, and place the jjrospoct of the Can cirrv virtue. \’irtue is professed : 

soul I A ciedicatioii made, a promise given 

In .sober contrast with realitv. M'or dtie provision to control and guide. 

And man’s substantial life. If this miitc ; And uiireniittiiig progress to ensure 
earth « • ‘In holiness and truth." 

Of what it holds Could speak, aftd cve^* | ** You cannot blame,” 

^ave ' Here interi^osing fervently 1 said. 

Were as a v'Jiiumo, shut, yet capable : ” Kites which attest that Man by nature 
Of yielding its contents to’ oije^.ind eai^ | lies 

We should recoil, stricken with sorrow ■ Bedded for good and evil in a gulf . 

*and shq^ne, . Fearfully low ; nor w’ill your judgment 

fo -see disclosed, by *such dread proot, ! scorn 

riliw Til j * I Those services, whereby attempt is made 

Thai? which is done accords with what is To lift ihe creature toward that emi- 
kaqwn ^ I nonce 

To reason, and by ccfflsciciice is enjoined ; On which, now fallen, crewhile in 
How ialy, how perversely, life’s w'holej “ majesty 
j course, ^ He stood : or if not so, whose top serene 

To thi.s conrlu.sion, deviates from the At least he f(‘els 'tis given him to descry ; 

line, Nut without aspirations, evermore 

Or of the end stops short, proposed to all Keturning, and injunctions from within 
At her aspiring outset. Doubt to cast oil and weariness : in 

Mark the babe trust 


. Not long accustomed to this breathing That what the Soul perceives, if glory 
world ; * lt>st, 

One that hath barelv learned to shape a May be, through pains and persevering 
smile, hope. 


Though yet irrational of <iouI, to grasp | 
With tiny finger — to let fall a tear ; 

And, as the heavy cloud of sleep dis- 
solves, ■ • 

• To stretch his limbs, bcmocking, as might 
seem, 

he outward functions of intelligent man ; 
grave profW^ient in amusivc feats 
Of puppetry, that from the lap declare 
His expectations, and announce his 
' claims 

To that inheritance which millions rue 
Tliat they we^ ever born to ! In due 
* time - 

A solemn ceremonial comes ; 

When tnes, for this Minor hold in 
trust • 

Rights that transcend the dottiest heri- 
tage • 

Of mere humanity, present their Charge. 
For this occasion daintily adorned. 

At the baptismal font. And when the 
pure 


Recovered : or. if hitherto unknown. 
Lies within reach, and one day shall be 
gained.” 

” I blame them not,” he calmly ans- 
wered — ‘‘ no ; 

The outward ritual and established forms 
With which communities of men invest 
These inward feelings, and the aspiring 
vows 

To which the lips give public utterance 
Are both a natural process ; and by me 
Shall pass uncensured ; though the issue 
^ prove, 

bringing from age to age its own re- 
proach. 

Incongruous, impotent, and blank.^ 
But, oh ! 

If to be weak is to be wretched — miser- 
able, 

As the los’. Angel by a human voice 
Hath muLjrnfuIIy pronounced, then, in 
my mind. 
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Far better pot to move at all tliap ipove 
By impulse sent from such illusive 
power, — 

That finds and cannot fasten down ; 
that grasps 

And is rejoiced, and loses while it 
grasps ; 

That tempts, emboldens — for a lime 
sustains, . * 

And then betrays ; atcuses and inflicts 
Remorseles'' punishment ; and so re- 
treads • 

The iiKivitablc circle : belter far ^ 

Than this, to graze the herb in thought- 
less peace, 

By foresight or remenibraiice, undis- 
turbed ! 

Philosophy ! and thou more vaunted 
name 

Religion ! with thv statj'lier retinue. 
Faith, Hope, and Charity — from the 
visible workl 

Cho(^se for your emblems whatsoe’er ye 
find 

Of safest guidance or of linnest trust — 
The torch, the star, the anclirn- ; nor 
except 

The cross itself, at whose unconscious 
feet 

The generations of mankind have knelt 
Bucfully seized, and shedding bitter 
tears. 

And through that conflict seeking rest- 
of you. 

High -titled Powers, am I constrained to 
ask,' 

Here standing, with the uuvoyageablc 
sky 

In faint reflection of infinitude 
Stretched overhead, and at my pensive 
feet 

A subterraneo”s magazine of bones. 

In whose dark vaults my own shall soon 
be laid, * . • 

Where arc your triuinplis ? y<nir do- 
minion where ? 

And in whaf age admitted and con- 
firmed ? 

— Not for a happy land do I enquire. 
Island or grove, that hides a blessed few 
Who, with obedience willing and sincere. 
To your serene authorities conform ; 

But whom, I ask, of individual Souls, ■ 
Have ye withdrawn from passion's 
crooked ways, 

Inspired, and thoroughly fortified ? — If 
the heart 

Could be inspected to its inmost folds 
By sight undazzled with the glare of 
praise, 

Who shall be named — in the resplendent 
line 


Pf sages, inai;tyrs, confessors — the ip^p 
Whom i^e Best might ^4 faitji. wpeyever 
fix’d,}' • 

For fine day’s little compass, has pre- 
served V 

Frobi painful and discreditable slipcks 
Of contradietpn, from some vague de- 
sire ‘ 

Culpably cherished, or corrupt relapse 
l o some iiiisanotiopcd fear ? ’ ' ' 

. " If m so. 

And Man,” said I« “ bo in his pobfest 
shape ^ ‘ 

Thus pitiably infirm : then, he who inade. 
«And who shall judge the creature,' w.'!’ 
f forgive. 

— Yet, in its general tenor, your complaint 
I'^f all ttfo true : ancf, surely not 'rais- 
jilaccd : • 

For, from this pregnant spe^of ground, 
such thoughts * , , 

Rise to tht Notice of a serious mind 
Bv natural exhalation. •■With the dead 
III their repose, the livini* in* their mirth. 
Who can reflect, unmoved, <ipop, the 
round * «. 

Of smooth and solemiyzed complacen- 
cies. c ** 

By which, on Christian lands, fi*jm age 
t<i age ^ 

Profession mocks perffirmance. Earthl's 
sick, 

And Heaven is weary, of the hollow 
words 

Which States and Kingdoms utter when 
they talk 

Of truth and justice. Tur^ to private 
life 

And social neighbourhood ; loo^ we to 
f:)urselves ; 

A light of duty shines on every day 
For all ; and yet how few arc warmed or 
cheered ! 

i How’ few who mingle with their fellow- 
men 

And still remain self-governedi and 
apart, 

Like this our honoured 'Fr|end ; fmd 
I thence acquire 
Right to*expect his vi^rous decline. 
That promises to the end a ' bleat old 
age ! ” , ‘ . 

fl 


Yet,” with a^mile of triun^lLthus 
exclaimed • ' ^ ■ 

The Solitary, ” in the life man. 

If to the pogtry of common speecji 
Faith may be given, we^see as ip a glass 
A true reflection of the circling yeac, 
that 


Grant i 


With all its seasons, 
is there. 

In spite of many a rough uptpward 
blast. 
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Hopeful and promising V|^ith buds and 
flowers ; _ * 

Yet whefc is glowing Summ^rj^ Tone ritlr 
day, ^ 

That ought to follow^ faithfully ex- 
pressed ? 

And mellow Autumn, ^barged w'ith 
bounteous fruit, • 

Where is she imaged ? in what favoured 
* clime M • 

Her lavish pomp, atid ripe magnificence ? 
— Yet, while the be^ier part is missed, 
the worse • , 

III man’s aiitiininal season is set forth 
With a resemblance not to be denied. • 
And that contents him ; bowers that hear 
no more , 

The voice af gladift'ss, less and Isss siip«Jy 
Of ^outward sunshine and internal 
warmth ; 

Aiif}, 'Vith mis change, sharp air luid 
■ * falling leaves, ^ • 

Foretelling aged Winter’s desolate sway. 

• h«w gwy^Iin habitations <hat bedeck 
Thij fertile valley 1 Not a house but 
scorns .j. 

To giv^ assurafice af content within ; 
Embostinied liappiness, and placid love ; 
As if the sin^^inc of the day were met 
With answering brightness in the hearts 
of all 

Who walk this favoured ground. But 
chance -regards. 

And ni>tice forced upon incuriuus ears : 
These, if these only, acting in despite 
Of the cncQmiunis by my Friend pro- 
nounced 

On humble life, forbid the judging niiiid 
To trust the smiling aspect of this fair 
And noiseless commonwealth. The sim- 
ple race 

Of mountaineers (^y nature’s self re- 
' moved 

From foul temptations, and by constant I 
care ^ 

Of a good shepherd tended as themselves 
T)o tend thbir flocks) partake man’s 
general lot 

.With little miti(^tion. They escape, 
Perchance, the heavier woes of guilt; 

» feel not „ 

The tedium of fantastic idleness : m 

Yet Ufe, as with the multitude, with them 
Is fasfifvied like an ill-constnicted tale ; 1 
That on the DUtset wastes its gay desires, j 
Its fair adventures, its enlivening hopes. 
And pleasant ij^terests — for the sequel 
leaving | grace ; 

Old things repeated with diminished 
And all the laboured novelties at best 
Imperfect substitutes, whose use and 
power 


Eviqce tie want and weakness whence 
they spring.” 

While in this serious mood we held 
discourse. 

The reverend Pastor toward the church- 
yard gate 

A|>proached ; and, \fith a mild respectful 

• a*r 

Of native cordialitV, our Friend 
.^dv.nicfcl to greet him. With a gracious 
' mien 

Was jie recciwd, and mutual joy pre- 
vailed. 

AwhUe they stood in conference, and I 
gni*s>s 

That he. who now upon the mo^sy wall 
Sale by my side, had vanished, if a wi-.h 
Could iiave transferred him to the flying 
clt)iids. 

Or the least penetrable hiding-place 
In his own valley’s rocky guardianship. 
— For me, I lix»ked upon the pair, well 
pleased : 

N.'itiure had framed them both, and both 
wore marked 

By circumstance, with intermixture fine 
Of contrast .and resemblance. To an oak 
Hardy and grand, a weather-beaten oak. 
Fresh' in the strength and majesty of age. 
One might be likened : flourishing ap- 
])eared. 

Though somewhat ]>a^t the fulness of his 
primt*. 

The other — like a stately sycamore. 
That Fi)reads, in gentle pomp, its honied 
shade. 

A general greeting was exchanged ; and 
soon 

The Pastor learned that his approach 
had given 

A welcome interruption to discourse 
Grave, and in truth too often sad. — ” Is 

• M.an 

A child of hope ? Do generations press 
On generations, without progress made r 
Halts the individual, ere his hairs be 
grey, 

Perforce ? Are we a creature m whom 
good 

Preponderates, or e\il ^ Doth the will 
Acknowiedge reason’s law ? A living 

• power 

Is virtue, or no better than a name. 
Fleeting as health or beauty, and un- 
sound ? 

So that the only substance which re- 
mains, 

(For tliiis the tenor of complaint hath 
run) 

Among so many shadows, are the pains 
And iJeualties of miserable life. 
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Doomed to decay, and then expiry in We may not jloubt that who can best 
dust I I subject ■' 

— Our cogitations this way have been ; The will* t^ reason's law, can strictliest 
drawn, l^e 

These are the points," the Wanderer said, 1 And act in that\ obedience, he shall gain 

“ on whiuh | The** clearest apprehension of those 

Our inquest turns. — ^Accord, good Sir ! | truths, , 

the light • rt I Whicli unassiited reason’s utmost i^wer 

Of your experience to dispel this glponi Is too infirm to reach. But, waiving 
By your persuasive civisdom shall Ihe ; * this, .j * 

heart • ' .And our regards confining withifl^l^ounds 

That frets, or languishes, be stilled and ^ Of fess exalted consciousness, through ^ 

cheered." ^ ^ | which ' 

I The very multitude are free to range, 

“ Our nature," said the Priest, in, mild i We safely may affirm that human life 
reply, I Is o ■I her fair and tempting, a soft scene 

"Angels may weigh and fatlioiii : they . (iratclul to sight, refreshing to the soul, 
perceive, 1 On i forbidden tract uf'^'Jiecrless view ; 

With uiidistcuipered and unclouded , Even as the same is looked at, or ap- 
spirit, • I preached. 

The object as it is ; but, for nursehes, i Thv's, when in changeful Aj^nl fields, are 
That speculative height u'c may not ■ white 

reach. | With iiow-fallcn snow, if iroin the sullen 

The good and evil arc our own ; and w'C ' mirth * 

Are that which we would coiitcMiiplate ; Vour walk aonduct you liitKjri ere the- 
from far. j sun • 

Knowledge, for iis, is difticnlt to gain — ' Hath gained his noontide height, this 
Is difficult to gain, and hard to keep — | churchyard, filled 
As virtue’s self ; like virtue is beset With inoiuids transversely lying side by 
With snares ; tried, tempted, subject to j side \ 

decay. ! From east to west, before you will appeaii; 

Love, admiration, fear, desire, and hate, ' An uuillumiiied, blank, and dreary, plain. 
Blind were we without these : through With more tha[i wintry checrlessncss and 
these alone gloom 

Are capable to notice or discern Saddening the heart. Go forward, and 

Or to record ; we judge, but cannot be look back ; 

Indifferent judges. ’Spite of proudest * Look, from the quarter whence the lord 
boast, j of light. 

Reason, best reason, is to inqierfect man i Of life, of love, and gladness doth dis- 
An effort only, and a noble aim ; j pcrise 

A crown, an attribute of sovereign power. His beams ; which, unexcluded in their 
Still to be courted — never to be won. tall, 

— Look forth, or each inuii dive into Up‘^>i the southern side of every grave 
himself : Have gently exercised a melting powfer ; 

What sees he but a creature to^y per- T/tt'n will a venial prospect greet your 
turbed ; eye. 

That is transported to excess ; that All fresh and beautiful, and green and 
yearns, bright, '■ 

Regrets, or trembles, wrongly, or too Hopeful and cheerful : — vanished is the 
much : pall o- 

Hopes rashly, in disgust as rash recoils ; That overspread and chilled the sacred ' 
Battens on spleQji, or moulders in dcs- turf, 

pair ? Vanished or hidden ; and the whole do- 

Thus comprehension fails, and truth isf main, 

missed ; To some, too lightly minded^ 'hiight 

Thus darkness and delusion round our appear » 

path A meadow carpet for the dancing hours- 

Spread, from disease, whose subtle injury — ^Tfaia contrast, not unsuitable to life, 
lurks Is to that other state more apposite. 

Within the very faculty of sight. Death and its two-fold aspect ! wintry 

■ ' , , , — 

Yet for the general purposes of faith Cold, sullen, blank, from hope and joy 
In Providence, for solace and support, shut out s 
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The other, which the raiy, divine hath 
touched, . . 

Replete 'with vivid promi5e.l bri^t as 
spring/* 

y 

We see, then, as we feel,” the Wan- 
derer thus 0 

With a complacent animehion spake, 

” Apd in your judgment. Sir ! the mind’s 
repose 

On evidence is not to be ensured • 

^ By act of najeed rcikisoi). Moral truth 
Is no mechanic structurc^f built by rule : 
And which, once built, retains a stedfast 
shape • 

And ^undisturbed proportions ; but a 
thing ^ - 

Subject, yrtu dcrin, to vital accidents ,• 
And? like the water-lily, lives and thrives. 
Whose roo&-is fixed in stable earth, whose 
• head ^ ^ 

'floats on the tossing waves.* With joy 
sincere 

I re-salute *th^sc sentiments confirmed 
'*Bv j^iur^aiitlioritv. But h<?w acquire 
Tht# inward principle that gives effect 
To outward anvnneiit ; the pas^.ve will 
Meek {"o admit ; V'M activ^e energy. 
Strong' and unbounded to embrace, and 
firm • 

keep and cherish ? how shall man 
unite 

With self-forgetting tenderness t)f heart 
An earth despising dignity of soul ? 
Wise in that union, aiid without it 
, blind ! ” 

j 

“ The way,” said I, ” to court, if not 
obtain ' 

The ingenuous mind, apt to be set 
aright ; 

This, in the lonely dell discoursing, you 
T'eclared at l.'trge '; a(id by what exercise 
From visible nature, or the inner self 
* Power may be trained, and renovation 
brought 

/ 'To those who need the gift. But, after 
all. 

Is aught so certain as that man is doomed 
To breathe bene^h a vault of igborance ? 
The natural roof of that dark house in 
‘ which .• 

,His soul is pj^nt 1 How little can be 
^jenown — 

This is'ltie wi»e man’s sigh ; how far wc 
err— • ^ 

This is the good man’s not unfrequent 
pang ! 

And they perhaps err least, the lowly 
class 

Whom a benign necessity compels 
I'q follow reason’s least ambitious 
<OUCM s . 


Such do I mean who, unperplexed by 
doubt. 

And unincited by a wish to look 
Into high objects farther than they may. 
Pace to and fro, from morn till even-tide, 

; The narrow avenue of daily toil 
j For daily bread.” 

^ • ” Yes,” Woyantly exclaimed 

The ^ale Recluse— “ praise to the sturdy 
plough. 

And patient spade ; praise to the simple 
crook. 

And ponderous loom — resounding while 
it holds 

Bod f and mind in one captivity ; 

And let the light mechanic tool be hailed 
With honour ; which, encasing by the 
power 

Of long companionship, the artist’s hand. 
Cuts off that hand, with all its world of 
nerves. 

From a too busy commerce with the 
heart ! 

-Ingloi joLi:, implementb of craft and 
loll. 

Both yv t]\at shape and build, and yi 
j that force, 

I Bv slow solicitation, earth to yield 
■ Her annual bounty, sparingly dealt 
I fortli 

I With wise reluctance ; you would I extol. 
Not for gross good alone which ye pro- 
duce. 

But for the impertinent and ceaseless 
strite 

Of jiniofs and reasons ye preclude — in 
those 

Who to your dull society are born. 

And with their humble birthright rest 
content. 

— Would I had ne'er renounced it ! ” 

A slight flush 

Of moral anger previcuislv had tinged 
The old Man’s cheek ; but, at this closing 
' turn 

Of self-reproach, it jiassed away. Said 
he, 

” That which we feel wc utter ; as we 
I think 

j So have we argued ; reaping for our pains 
No visible recompense. For cur relief 
You,” to the Pastor turning thus he 
spake, 

*” Have kindly interposed. May I en- 
treat 

Your further help ? The mine of real life 
Dig for us ; and present us, in the shape 
Of virgin ore, that gold which we, by 
pains 

Fruitless cs those of aery alchemists. 
Seek from the torturing crucible. There 
lies 

Around us a domain where you be.ve long 
^ SS* 
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W&tPhed both the outward cour!ie and 
inner heart : 

Give us, ^or our abstractions, solid facts ; 
Ear our disputes, plain pictures. Say 
what man 

He is who cultivates yon hanf'inp; field ; 
What qualities of mind she bears, who 
cohies, * 

For morn and evening service, with her 
pail. ^ 

To that green pasture ; place before our 
sight ‘ 

The family who dwell witnin you h'juse 
Fenced round with glittering laurel ; or 
in that 

Below, from which the curling smoke 
ascends. 

Or rather, as we stand on holy earth. 
And have the dead around us, take from 
them 

Your instances ; for they are both best 
known, 

And by frail man most equitably judged. 
Epitomise the life ; pronounce, you can. 
Authentic epitaphs on some of these 
Who, from their lowly mansions hither 
brought. 

Beneath this turf lie mouldering at our 
feet : 

So, by your records, may our doubts be 
solved ; 

And so, not searching higher, we may 
learn 

To prize the breath we share with human 
hind ; 

And look upon the dust of man with awe.** 

The Priest replied— “ An tjfficc you 
impose 

For which peculiar requisites are mine ; 
Yet much, I feel, is wanting —else the 
task 

Would be inos’L grateful. True indeed it 
is 

That they whom death has hidden from* 
our sight 

Arc worthiest of the mind’s n'g.ird ; w'ith 
these 

The future cannot contradict the past : 
Mortality’s last exercise and proof 
Is undergone ; the transit made that 
shows • 

The very Soul, revealed as she departs. 
Yet, on your first suggestion, will I give,* 
Hrc we descend into these silent vaults. 
One picture from the living. 

You behold, 

High on the breast of yon dark mountain, 
dark 

With stony barrenness, a shining speck 
BHght as a sunbeam sleeping till a 
shower 

Brush it away*, or cloud pass over it ; 


Atid such it niight be d6emed^a sleeping 
sunbpap ; 

But 'tis a p‘o^. of cultivated ground*. 

Cut on, an island in the dusker waste ; . 
And that attracti’^’e brightness is its own. 
The lofty site, byrnature framed to.jbjeilipt 
Amid a wilderness of rocks and stones 
The tiller's htfnd, a hermit might have 
j chosen. 

For opportunity presented, thehCe ' 
Far forth to send his wanderinfi^)^ o*er 
land ^ 

And ocean, an,fL look doVn upon the 
works, * / 

The habitations, and the ways of men. 
Himself unseen ! But no tradition tells 
That ever hejjniit dipped his maple dish 
In Vhe swGet spring thdV lurks- ’mid yon 
green fields | . • 

And no such visionary viewsj^belDhg 
To iSiosc who occupy and liirtlie groilpd. 
High oti thatSncuuitain where they long 
have dwelt *' 

A wedded Y)air in ckildles^so^itiide. „ . 
A house of ^ones collected cjti the sipot, • 
By rude hands btiilt, with rocky knolb in 
front. 

Backed also by a le«^ge 6f rock, 'whose 
crest V 

Of birch-trees waves over*'*he chimney 
top ; a 

A rough abode — in colour, shape, and 
sixe. 

Such as in unsafe times of border-war 
Might have been wished for and con- 
trived, to elude 

The eye of roving plunderer — for their 
need 

Suffices ; and unshaken bears the assault 
Of their most dreaded foe, the strong 
South-west 

In anger blowing from the distant sea. 

— Alone within her solitary, hut ; 

There, or within the compass of her 
fields. 

At any moment may the Dame be fottnd, 
True as the stock-dove to, her shallow 
nest ' m 

And to the grove that holds it. She be- 
guiles 

By intermingled work of house and field 
The summer’s day, and v'inter’s ; with 
«• success , 

Not equal, but sufficient to maiata^na 
Even at the worst, a smb^fa of 

content, 

Until the cx^^ected hoiir at which h(ir 
Mate m 

From the far-dHtant quarry's vault re- 
turns ; 

And by his converse crowns aailetit dh^ '^ 
With evening cheerfulness. In powiops. 
of mind. 
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In scale of culture, few anvong my flock 
Hold iQwer rank than this sequestered 
pair ; • « • 

But true humility descends from heaven ; 
And that best gift of heaven hath fallen 
on them ; ' ' ' " 

Abundant recompense fc^ every want. 

— ^Stoop from your height, ye proud, and^ 
• copy these ! • 

. Wpo, m their noiscl^s dwelling-place, 
can bear • 

The voice of i^sdomPwhispering scripture 
texts • 

For the mind’s government, or temper’s 
peace ; • 

' And recommending for their mutual heed 
Forgiveness,' patience, hdpe,. and cha- 
^rityr” • t • • 

“ Much''.v*s I pleased,” the grey-haired 
, • Wanderer said, ^ 

“ When to thq^e shining fields our notice 
first • ^ 

^'Vou turncjd ; and ydt morejileased have 
•frohi your lip's 

Gifthered this fair report of them who 
4ivell g* 

In fl^at retiremeftt ; whither, by such 
(murse 

pf evil hap* 9 iid good as oft awaits 
A tired way-faring man, once / was 
brought 

While traversing alone yon mountain 
pass. 

Dark on my road the autumnal evening 
iell, 

And night Succeeded with unusual gloom. 
So hawdous that feet and hands became 
Guides better than mine eyes — until a 
Ught 

High in the gloom appeared, too high, 
methougbt. 

For human, habitation ; but I longed 
To reach it, destitute of other hope. 

I lodged with steadiness as sailor^ look 
« On the north stv , or watch-tower’s dis- 
tant lamp, 

saw the light — ^now fixed — and 

• Not like a dai'^cmg meteor, but in line 
Qf ueyer-ymying mQtion, to and fro. 

' 8.1^ W of the poked hills, 

« Thought l—seme fnendly coyert must^e^ 

tWtfterw^d my 

steps 

t turn, and reach at last the guiding 
"I gh t • • 

fpysplf 1 hut tp the hegrt of her 
» there was standing on the open hill, 
fTIte kind Matron yrhopi your 


Ceased, when she learned throti|h what 
mishap I came. 

And by what help had gained those dis- 
tant fields. 

Drawn from her cottage^ on that aery 
height. 

Bearing a lantern ^ her hand she stood. 
Or paced the ground — to guide her Hus- 
band home, ^ 

By that unwearied si^al, kenned afar ; 
An anxious duty! which the lofty sif^i 
Traversed buf by a few irregular paths, 
Imposes, whensoe’er untoward chance 
Detains him after his accustomed hour 
Till* night lies black upon the ground. 

‘ But come, *r 

Come,’ said the Matron, ‘ to our poor 
abode ; 

Those dark rocks hide it ! ’ Entering, I 
beheld 

A blazing fire — beside a cleanly hearth 
Sate down ; and to her office, with leave 
asked. 

The Dame returned. 

Or ere that glowing pile 
Of mountain turf required the builder's 
hand 

Its wasted splendour to repair^ fhe door 
Opened, and she re-entered with glad 
looks, 

Her Helpmate following. Hospitable- 
fare, 

Frank conversation, made the evening's 
treat : 

Need a bewildered traveller wish lor 
more ? 

But more was given ; I studied as 
sate 

By the bright fire, the good Man’s form, 
and face 

Not less than beautiful ; an open bfciw 
Of undisturbed humanity ; a cheek 
Suffused with something of n feminine 
hue ; 

Eyes beaming courtesy and mild reg^ ; 
But, in the quicker turns of ' the dis 
course. 

Expression slowly varying, that evincet 
A tardy apprehension. Fnim a fount ' 
l^st, thougnt I, in theobsenrities of time 
But honoured once, those features anc. 

that mien * * 

May have descended, though I see them 
’ here. , 

In such a man, so gentle and sub 4 ued, 
Withal so graceful in )iis gentto^s, * 

A race illustrious for heroic a^eps, " 
Humbled, but not degraded, 

Tfil^ pleasing fancy (cnerishe'd 
• -held 

By sundry recoIle9tions of such fall 
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As bpoks record, and even the careless 
mind 

Cannot but notice among men and 
things) 

Went with me to the place of my repose. 


Roused by the crowing cock at dawn 
of day, * ■ 

I yet had risen too late to intcrchan^je 
,A morning salutation f^ith my Host, | 
Gone forth already to the far-off scat 
Of his day’s work. ‘ Three dark mid-* 
winter months * , 

* Pass,’ said the Matron. ‘ and I never 

see, « 

* Save when the sabbath brings its kind 

release, 

‘ My Helpmate’s face by light of day. 
He quits 

‘ His door in darkness, nor 'till dusk 
returns. 

‘ And, through Heaven’s blessing, thus 
we gain the bread 

* For which we pray ; and for the wants 

provide 

* Of sickness, accident, and helpless age. 

* Companions have I many ; many 

friends, 

* Dependants, comforters — my wheel, my 

fire, 

‘ All day the house-clock ticking in mine 


car, 

* The cackling hen, the tender chicken 

brood, 

* And the wild birds that gather round 

my porch. 

‘This honest sheep-dog's countenance 1 
read ; 

‘ With him can talk ; nor blush to waste 
a word 

' On creatures less intelligent and shrewd. 

‘ And if the blustering wind thr*»drives 
the clouds 

' Care not for me, he lingers round my 
door, • 


* And makes me pastime when our tem- 

pers suit ; — 

* But, above all, my tlioughts are my 

support, 

* My comfort : — would that they were 

of tener fixed 

‘ On what, for guidance in the way that 
leads 

* To heaven, 1 kUow, by my Redeemer 

taught.’ 

The Matron ended — nor could I forbear 
To exclaim — * O happy ! yielding to the 
law 

, Of these privations, richer in the main ! — 

. While thankless thousands are opprest 
clogged 

gpy ease and leisure ; by the very wealth 
An4 pride of opportunity made poor ; 


While tens of ^thousands falter in their 
path. . " 

And smk, tgreugh utter want of (Sheering 
light ; 

For you the houl;:; of labour do not flag ; 
For each evening hath its shining 
star, 

, And every sabbath-day its golden sun,* *’ 

I *•* Yes ! ** said the Solitary with a sifhld 
Tliat^eemed to break from an e^anding 
heart, c ^ 

“ The untutore(|; bird may ‘found, and so 
construct, 

And with such soft materials line, her nest , 
Fix£?d in the centre of a prickly brgke. 

That tlie thorns wound her liot ; they 
• only guard. , 

Powers not unjustly likened to those 
gifts ^ 

Of M-appy instinct which tne wogdland 
bird ‘ " 

Shares with her species, •nature’s grace 
sometimes t ^ 

Upon the individual doth coflfes; * * 

Among her higMer creatiu-es born and 
trained • 

To use (if reason. Aivi, I Awn thaft tired 
Of the ostentatious world — a s%«elling 
stage 

With empty actions and vain passion!^ 
stuffed. 

And from the private struggles of man- 
kind 

Hoping far less than I could wish to 
hope. 

Far less than once I trusted and be- * 
lieved — 

I love to hear of those, who, not con- 
tending 

Nor summoned to contend for. virtue's 
prize. 

Miss not the humble^good at which they 
aim. 

Blest with a kindly faculty to blunt *' 
The edge of adverse (urcumstance, and 
turn » . 

Into their contraries the pbtty plagues 
And hindrances with which they stand ' ^ 
beset.* ✓ 

In early youth, among my native hills^ 

I knew a Scottish Peasant ^ho possess^ 
Aefew small crofts of stoqe-encumbered ' 

^ ground ; ^ 

Masses of every shape andcSiSie, tSraflay 
Scattered about under the«i&oul(lering 
walls . ' . "' A 

Of a rough precipice ; aijd some, apart, - 
In quarters unobnoxious to such chance, 

As if the m(x>n had showered them dbwn .. 
in spite. 

But be repined not. Though ..the y/ 
plough was scared . , v 'v\ 



■ THE PASTOR 


62 (f 


By these obstructions, ' roupid the shady 
stones . • 

A fertilising moisture,' saiditlie S^in, 

'* Gathers, and is preserved ; and feeding 
dews 

' And damps, through all the droughty 
summer day • 

* From out their substance issuing, main- 

herbage that never ’’fails : no grass 
springs up • 

* So green, so f|;esh, s(yplc(itif ul, as mine ! * 
But thinly sown these natures ; rare, at 

least. 

The mutual aptitude of seed and soil • 
That .yields such kindly product, 
whose bed , . ' • 

Perhaps \^n logse sods cover? the i:f>or 
Pensioner 

Brought yc-fJ^erdJiy from our sequestered 
• dell • •• ' 

'Here to lie down in lasting Tjuiot, he. 

If Jiving n(^,^could otherwise report 
.Ofc rustic loiielines*?: that grey-haiicd 

• ^rp^'ian— • 

Somali him, for hiimanfty to him 
No parent was — feelingly could have 
told, 

In life? in death, what solitude con breed 
Of selhshneei^ and cruelty, and vice ; 
Or, if it breed not, hath not power to cure. 
— But your compliance. Sir ! with our 
request 

My words too long have hindered." 

Undeterred, 

Perhaps incited rather, bv these shocks. 
In no ungmcioiis op]iosilion, given 
To the confiding spirit of his own 
Experienced faith, the reverend Pastor 
said, 

Around him looking ; " Where shall I 
begin ? 

Who shall bewftrst sheeted from my flock 
'Gathered together iii their peaceful fold ?" 
He paused — and having lifted up his 
eyes 

the pure^heaven, he cast them down 
again 

Upon the earth beneath his feet ; and 
^ake:-— • • 

' * ** To' a myeteriously-united pair 
.This place is gonsecrate ; to Death 
»Life* * 

.And tdlf^the best affections that proceed 
From tbeir*conjunction ; consecrate to 
faith • 

' In Him who bled for man upon the cross ; 
Hallowed to revelation ; and no less 
To reason's mandates ; and the hopes 
divine 

Of pure imagination ^bove all, 

.To diaiity* and Love, that have provided. 


Within these precincts, a capacious bed 
And receptacle, open to the good 
And evil, to the just and the unjust ; 

In which they And an equal resting-place: 
Even as the multitude of kindred brooks 
And streams, whose muihiur fills this 
hollow vale, 

LWftether their coift-se be turbulent or 
Knooth, 

Their waters clearer sullied, all are lost ^ 
Mr^thin the bosom of yon crystal Lake, 
And end their journey in the same re- 
pose ! * 

And blest are they who sleep ; and we 
that know. 

While in a spot like this we breathe and 
walk, 

That all beneath us by the wings are 
covered 

Of motherly humanity, outspread 
And gathering all within their tender 
shade. 

Though loth and slow to come ! A 
battle-field. 

In stilln^'ss left when slaughter is no 
mor‘=*, 

With this compared, makes a strange 
spectacle ! 

A dismal prospect yields the wild shore 
strewn 

With wrecks, and trod by feet of young 
iUid old 

Wandering about in miserable search 
Of friends or kindred, whom the angry 
sea 

Restores not to their prayer ! Ah ! who 
would think 

That all the scattered subjects which 
compose 

Earth’s melancholy vision through the 
space 

Of all her climes — these wretched, these 
depraved. 

It'd virtue lost, insensible of x>eace, 

From the delights of charity cut off. 

To pity dead, the oppressor and the 
opprest ; 

Tyrants who utter the destroying word. 
And slaves who will consent to be de- 
stroyed — 

Were of one species witbthe sheltered few, 

. . Who, with a dutiful and tender hand, 

T Lodged, in a dear appropriated spot, 
This file of infants ; some that never 
breathed 

The vital air; others, which, though 
allowed 

That privilege, did yet expire too soon, 

Or with too brief a warning, to admit ' < 
Administration of the holy rite V 

That lovingly consigns the babe to the ' 

BtBlB 
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Of lesus/ bis everlasting care. ' 
These that in ti^mbling liope are laid 


That feeds nini ; and the tottering little- 
one C ( 

Taken from air and sunshine when the< 
rose 1 

Of infancy first blooms upon his cheek ; 
The thinking, thoughtless, school-buy .f 
the bold youth 

Of soul impetuous, and the bashful Snaid 
Smitten while all the promises of life 
Are opening round her ; tho^e of middle 
age, 

Cast down while confident in strength 
they stand. 

Like pillars fixed more firmly, as might 
seem, 

And more secure,* by very weight of all 
That, for support, rests on them ; the 
decayed 

And burthensome ; and lastly, that poor 
few 

Whose light of reason is with age extinct ; 
The hopeful and the hopeless, first and 
last. 

The earliest summoned and the longest 
spared — 

Are here deposited, with triluite paid 
Various, but unto each some tribute paid : 
As if, amid these peaceful hills and 
groves. 

Society were touched with kind concern. 
And gentle * Nature grieved, that one 
should die ; ’ 

Or, if the change demanded no regret. 
Observed the liberating stroke — and 
blessed. 

And whence that tribute ? wnerefore 
these regards ? I 

Not from the naked Heart alone of Man,' 
(Though claiming high distinction upop 
earth 

As the sole spring and fountain-head 
of tears, 

Ifis owp peculiar utterance for distress I 


Or gladness.)-'*-No,” the., phildsdphi^ , 
Me-jt. 

Contitiied,^“*’tis not in the vital seat 
Of feeling to produce them, without aid 
From the pure slf^ul, the soul sublii&ft and ^ 
pure ; 

With her two^ faculties of eye and ear, 

The one by which a creature, whom hfs 
» sins ^ «« t. 

Have rendered prone, can upward look 
*LO heaven ; ^ . 

The other that empbwers him to perceivp ^ 
' The vtjice Dbity, on height and plain, 
i iVhispering those truths in stillness, which ' 
i • ^.Ihe Word. 

I To the four quarters of the winds, pro. 
clain^s. • i 

I Not without such assiiSiancc ' coiilc^^ the 
' use 

I Of >hesc benign observanc*^ prevail : 
•Thus are the* born,, thus fostered, iClu? , 

; maintained ; 

i And by the care prpspectii^e ,'i£ our wise 
! ForcfaHiers.j.who, to guard ttie, 

I shocks I 

j The fluctuation and decay of things, 

{ Embodied and establisfi^d tbesf high 
« truths 

' In solemn institutions : — men convinced 
That life is love and immofrality, 

The being one, and one the element. 

There lies the channel, and original bed. 
From the beginning, hollowed out and 
scooped 

For Man’s affections — else betrayed and 
lost. 

And swallowed up ’mid deserts infinite 1 
This is the genuine course, the aim. imd 
end 

Of prescient reason ; all conclusions else . 
Are abject, vain, presumpfpppS^ and 
perverse. * ' / 

The faith partaking %f those holy tiipesi 
Life, f repeat, is energy of love ‘ ’ r 

Divine or human ; exercised in pain. 

In strife, and tribulation ; and ofoained.t 
If so approved and sanctified to p4^s«' ' 
Tiirough shades and silent rest, to endless ' 

joy-”. ^ 
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THE CHURCH-YARD AMONG THE 
MOUNTAINS 
ARGUMENT 

'.■jPMt’s Address to the State and Church of Eng- 
x^Qd— The pastor not inferior to the ancimt 
; yiTorthlM of the Church— He begins hii Narra- 
tives with an instance of unrequited l.ove 

j& v Anguish of mind subdued, and iibv— The< 


lonely ^er--An instance of 
Which leads by contrast to ao'e;aA9lw 
abused talent, irresoTUtion, and 
Solitary, applying this poVertly ^ fils pro. 
case, asks fdr an' instance Of dome 
whose disposltioae may have led him th ebd 
his days here — Pastor, in answer, gives ad' 
account of the tonao ^^^u eocy ^ fiq^ 
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—Ute rule by Kblch Peace^ay be obtained 
■ eKpreawdy.jatid where — Soliiafy hints at an 
dverpovering Fatality— Answer f of the Pas- 
tbr— WhM subjects he will clclhde fA)m his 
' Narratives — Craversation upon this — ln> 

stance of ah imamiable cjfaracter, a Female, 

' and why Kiven — Contrasted with this, a meek 
sufferer, irom un^'irded and betra^d love { 
—Instance of heavier euiicp and its conse- 
quences to the Offender — With this instance | 
• Mairiase Contract broken is contrastisd 
one of a Widower, cviaencing his faithful 
affection towards his deceased wife ty his 
0 care of their female Ohild<;pn. 

Hail to the crown by Rreedorn shaped 
— to gird • 

An English Sovereign's brow ! and to^he 
throne « 

Whereon be siti^ Whose det^ foun€a- 
dions lie 

In veneration and the people’s love ; 
Whose ;«!teps^tre equity, w’ ho.se scat is Aw. 
to the Stat^ of Englhad ! And 
conjoin • 

Wj[th this cPsifiiutaticai as devout, 

^Iad« to ibe%piritual fabric oWier Church ; 
Foivided in truth ; by blood of Martyr- 
dom , 

Cemented ; b)f th# hands of Wisdom 
reared 

In beauty of^jliness, with ordered pomp, 
lucent and uiireprovccl. The. voice, that 
greets 

The majesty of both, shall pray for both : 
That, mutually protected and sustained, 
They may endure long as the sea' sur- 
rounds 

* This favourad Land, or sunshine warms 

her soil. 

And O, ye swelling hills, and spacious 
plains ! 

Besprent from shore to shore with steeple - 
toi^iers, , 

And spires whose * silent linger points to 

• heaven ; ’ 

Nor wanting, at wide intervals, the bulk 
Of ancient minster lifted above the cloud 
V Of the dense air, which town or city 
breeds 

To intercept the aun’s glad befflns — may 
tie’er 

That true sugcessioii fail of English 
hearts, . a 

Who. with ancestral, feeling, can per- 

, m 

' Whai in those holy structures ye possess 
' df ornamental interest, aneb the charm 
Of] [>ious sentiment diffused afar, 

Aztp human charity, and social love. 

' — n?hus never shall the indignities of 
time 

Approach their reverend ^aces, unop- 

. r 


Nor shall the elements be free to hurt 
Their fair proportions ; nor the blinder 
rage 

Of bigot zeal madly to overtura ; 

And, if the desolating hand of war 
Spare them, they shall Cdhtinue to be* 
stow, 

the thronged* abodes of busy men 
(Depsaved, and ever prone to fill the 
mind • 

Exclusively with transitory things) 

) An air and mien of dignified pursuit ; 

Of sH»eet civility, on rustic wilds. 

TIk Poet, fostering for his native land 
Such hope, entreats that servants may 
abound 

Of those pure altars worthy ; ministers 
Detached from pleasure, to the love of 
gain * 

Superior, insusceptible of pride. 

And by ambitious longings undisturbed ; 
Men, whose delight is where their duty 
leads 

Or fixes them ; whose least distinguished 
day 

Shines with some portion of that heavenly 
lustre 

Which makes the sabbath lovely in the 
sight 

Of blessed angels, pitying human cares. 
— And, as on earth it is the doom of truth 
To be perpetually attacked by foes 
Open or covert, be that priesthood still. 
For her defence, replenished with a band 
Of strenuous champions, in scholastic 
arts 

Thoroughly disciplined ; nor (if in course 
Of the revolving world’s disturbances 
Cause should recur, which righteous 
Heaven avert ! 

To meet such trial) from their spiritual 
sires 

Degenerate ; who, constrained to wield 
• the sw’ord 

Of disputation, shrunk not, though 
assailed 

With hostile din, and combating in sight 
Of angry umpires, partial and unjust ; 
And did, thereafter, bathe their hands in 
fire. 

So to declare the conscience satisfied : 
Nor for their bodies would accept release ; 
%ut, blessing God and praising him, be- 
queathed 

With their last breath, from out the 
smouldering fiame. 

The faith which they by diligence had 
earned. 

Or, through illuminating grace, received» 
For their dear countrymen, and all man- 
kind. 

O high example, constancy divine l 
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:V Even such a Man (inheriting the ieal 
' 'And from the sanctity of elder times 
Not deviating^ — a priest, the like of 
■ whom. 

If multiplied, and in their stations set. 
Would o’er th% bosom of a joyful land 
Spread true religion and her genuine 
- ' ^ fruits) ' ‘ 

Before me stood that day ; on » holy 
ground ^ 

Fraught with the relics of mortality, 
JZxalting tender themes, by just degrees 
To lofty raised ; and to thb highest, Jast : 
The head and mighty paramount of 
truths, — 

Immortal life, in never-fading worlds. 
For mortal creatures, conquered and 
secured. 

That basis laid, those principles of 
faith 

Aiinouiired as a preparatory act 
Of reverence done to the spirit of the 
place. 

The Pastor cast bis eyes upon the ground ; 

• Not, as before, like one oppressed with 
awo. 

But with a mild and social cheerfulness ; 
Then to the Solitary turned, and spake. 

“ At morn or eve, in your retired do- 
main. 

Perchance you not unfrequcntly have 
marked 

A Visitor — in quest of herbs and flowers ; 
Too delicate employ, as would appear. 
For one, who, though of drooping mien, 
had yet 

Prom nature's kindliness received a 
frame 

Robust as ever rural labour bred.” 

The Solitary answered : ** Such a 

Form 

Full well I recollect. Wc often rrossed* 
Each other’s path ; but, as the Intruder 
seemed 

Fondly to prize the silence which he kept. 
And I as willingly did cherish mine. 

We met, and passed, like shadows. 1 
have heard. 

From my good H^st, that being crazed in 
brain 

Bv unrequited love, he scaled the rocks. 
Dived into caves, and pierced the matted 
woods. 

In hope to find some virtuous herb of 
power 

, To cure his malady ! ” 

The Vicar smiled,-— 
AistS ! before to-morrow's sun goes 
• , down 

‘ jBUs habitation will be here : for him 


That open grave is destined.” 

” Died he then 
Of pain anij .^rief ? ” the Solitary asked. 

” Do not believe it ; never could that be ! ' 

V. * 

“He loved.” the Vicar answered/ 
“ deeply Iqved. 

Loved fondly, truly, fervently; and 
dared 

A\ length to telL his love, but sued' Ifi 
yam ; 

Rejected, yea repelled ; and, if with 
scorn “ 

Upon the haugH'ty maiden’s brow, ’tis but , 
high-prized plume which female 
• Beauty wears 

In wantonne^s of conquest, or piits on 
To4::hcat ^he world, oi*/rom .herself to 
hide • 

Humiliation, when no long^frce. 

T/ul.* he could brook, and glCry in,; — but 
when •'••• • 

The* tidings came that she whom he had 
wooed . ^ 

Was w'eddeckto another, and’<ii9-hea’'t 
Was forced to nsid away its only hof'e ; 
Then, Pity could have scarcely found on 
earth - * 

An object worthier of regard than he, 

111 the transition of that bi|5^r hour ! 

Lost was she. lost ; nor could tlA 
Sufferer say 

That in the act of preference he had been 
Unjustly dealt with ; but the Maid was 
gone ! 

Had vanished from hi^ prospects and de- 
sires ; * 

Not by translation to the heavenly choir 
Who have put off their mortal spoils — 
ah no ! 

She lives another’s wishes to complete, — 
'Joy be their lot. and happiness,* he 
cried, ^ 

' His lot and hers, as mis&ry must be 
mine ! ’ 

Such was that strong concussion ; but* 
the Man, •' 

Who trembled, trunk and limbs, like some 
huge oak ^ , 

By a fierce tempest shaken, soon resumed * 
The stedfast quiet natural to a mind * 
04 composition gentle ana sedate, 

^And, in its movements, circumspect and* 
slow. • * + > ^ • 

To books, and to the long-fossaken desk. 
O’er which enchained by science he had 
loved 

To bend, he stoutly re-ad&ressed himsejf. 
Resolved to quell his pain, and search for, 
truth ' 

With keener appetite (if that might be) * 
And ^oaer inaustry4 ^ >91 what eQBii|»d 
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Within the heart no outiv^rd sign ap- 
peared , • 

Till a betraying sickliness vtaii sce^ 

To tinge his cheek ; and through his 
frame it crept J 
With slow mutation unconcealable ; 

Such universal change as autumn' makes 
Tn the fair body of a leaff grove 
Di^loured, then divested. . 

• ’Tis affirmed 
By poets skilled in nature’s secret ways 
That Ix>ve will notasulunit to be con- 
trolled * 

By mastery : — and the good Man lacked 
not friends « 

Who strove to instil this truth into*his 
mind, ^ ,• 

A mind ii»all h*5rt -mysteries ^in verg'd. 

* Go^o the hills,' said one, * remit a while 

‘ This bane#\^ diligence : — at early iimrii 
‘ C<^rt* the tresh ^lir, explore the he^hs 
■ * and woods ; ^ * 

‘ And, leaving tt to others to foretell, 

“ Qy caleulalidns sage, the ebb and flow 
Of •tidC'i, 'and when the iffoon will be 
• eclipsed, * 

‘ Do you, for your own benefit, iuiistruct 
*A calendar of Hovers, plucked as they 
blbw 

'Where hcalih abides, and cli(;;erfulness, 

• and peace.’ 

The attempt was made ; — 'tis needless 
to report 

How hopelessly ; but innocence is strong. 
And an entire simplicitv of iniiid 
A thing most sacred in the eye of Heaven ; 
That opensf for such sufferers, relief 
Within the soul, fountains of grace 
divine ; 

And doth commend their weakness and 
disease 

To Nature’s care, assisted in her office 
By all the elgmentSsthat round her wait 
To generate, to preserve, and to restore ; 
And t>y her beautiful array of fonns 
Shedding sweet influence from above ; 
* or pure« 

' Delight exhaling from the ground they 

tread.” 


To harmony restored. — But yon dark 
mould 

Will cover him, in the fulness of his 
strength, 

^ Hastily smitten by a fever’s force ; 

! Yet not with stroke so sudflen as refused 
I Time to look back \Wth tenderness on her 
i^Wnom he had lovea in passion ; and to 
*?nd 

■ Some farewell .words — with one, but one, 

I re(iuest : 

I That, from lii^ dying hand, she would 
; .^cept 

i Of his po -scssions that which most he 
I prized ; 

I A book, upon whose leaves some chosen 
plants, 

' By ins ow'ii hand disposed with nicest 
1 care, ^ 

' 111 undecaving beauty were preserved ; 

'■ Mute register, to him, of time and place, 

. And various fluctuations in the breast; 
j To her, a monument of faithful love 
j Conquered, and in tranquillity retained ! 

) Cky.e to his destined habitation, lies 
I One w'ho achieved a humbler victory, 

; Though marvellous in its kind. A place 
j there is 

\ High in these mouiitains, that allured 
j a band 

Of keen adventurers to unite their pains 
j In search of precious ore ; they tried, 
j wtTc foiled — 

■ And all desisted, all, save him alone. 

He, taking counsel of his own clear 

thoughts, 

And trusting only to liis own W'eak hands. 
Urged unremittingly the stubbora w’ork, 
Unsecoiidcd, uiicouhtcnanccd ; then, as 
time 

Passed on, w'hile still his lonely efforts 
found 

, No recompense, derided : and at length, 
i*By many pitied, as insane of mind ; 

! Bv others dreaded as the luckless thrall 
Of subterranean Spirits feeding hope 
By various mockery of sight and sound : 
Hope after hope, encouraged and de- 
stroyed. 


** Impute it not to impatience, if,” 
* ejctilaimed 

,The Wanderer, ” 1 infer that he vs%5 
^healed • 

By perj^eraifbe in the course prescribed.” 

** You do not err : the»powcrs, that 
had been lest 

By slow degrees, were gradually regained ; 

The fluttering nerves composed ; the 
beating heart 

H rest establi^ed; and the jarring 
thougfhU ‘ 


— But when the lord of seasons had 
matured • 

The fruits of earth through space of 
twice ten years, 

The mountain’s entrails offered to his 
viev.' 

And trembling grasp the long-deferred 
reward. 

Not with more transport did Columbus 
gree4 ^ 

A world, his rich discovery I Biit our 
Swain, 

A very hero till his p^^int was gainedt 



^34 


tut EXCURSION 


Proved ail undble to support the weight 
Of prosperous fortune. On the fields he 
looked * 

With an unsettled liberty of thought. 
Wishes and endless schemes ; by day- 
light walked 

e idj^ and restless ; ever and uuuii 
uaffed in liis gratitude iminoderdi.e 
cups ; 4 

And truly might be safl to die of joy ! 
lie vanished ; but conspicuous to this 
day 

The path remains that link\;d his cottage- 
door 

To the mine's mouth ; a long and slant- 
ing track. 

Upon the rugged mountain's stony side. 
Worn by his daily visits to and from 
The darksome centre of a constant hope. 
This vestige, neither force oi beating 
rain. 

Nor the vicissitudes of frost and thaw 
Shall cause to fade, till ages pass away ; 
And it is named, in meinorv of the event. 
The Path ok Pkrseverance." 

“ Thou from w'horn 
Man has his strength," exclaimed the 
Wanderer, " oh ! 

Do thou direct it ! To the virtuous 
grant 

The penetrative eye which c<m perc<3ive 
In this blind world the guiding vein of 
hope ; 

That, like^this Labourer, such may dig 
theit way, 

* Unshaken, unseduced, unterrified ; * 
Grant to the wise hts firmness of resolve!" 

That prayer were not superfluous," 
said the Priest, 

" Amid the noblest relics, proudest 
dust. 

That Westminster, for Britain's glory, 
hold^ 

Withiri'the bosom of her awful pje. 
Ambitiously collected. Yet the sigh. 
Which wafts that prayer to heaven, is due 
to all. 

Wherever laid, wht> living fell below 
Their virtue’s humbler mark ; a sigh of 
pain 

If to the opposit^extremc they sank. 
How would you pity her who yonder 
rests ; 

Him, farther oil ; the pair, who here arc 
laid ; 

But, above all, that mixture of earth’s 
mould 

Whom sight of this green hillock to my 
i^pd 

Recalf 1 

V, -, lived not till his locks were 

nipped 


By seasonable ^ost of age ; nor 4ied 
Before his, temples, prematurely farced 
To mije the^ntanly brown with siivtT gtef* 
Gave obvious instance of the. sad raeot 
Produced, when v thoughtless Folly, hath * 
usurped 

The natural crown that sage Experience 
wears. ' ^ 

Gay, volatile, ingenious, quick to legrn. 
And prompt to exhibit all thgt he pos- 
ressed ^ 

Or cr>u1d perforn? ; s^'Zealous actor, hired ^ 
Into the troop cf mirth, a 'soldier, sworn 
Into the lists of giddy enterprise — 

Such was he ; yet. as if within bis frame ,, 
Twci several souls alternately had lodged. 
Two sets of manners ^ould the Youth 
*^put ott ; li. , 

And, fraught with antics as the Iiitiian 
bird ^ 

Thai writhes a\nd chattel's in her wirr ca^;e, 
Was graceful, whcnitVleased him, smooth' 
and still ' 

As the mute swan that floats adown tke 
stream, " « ! ■ , • 

Or, on the water% of the unruffled l^e. 
Anchors her placid beauty. Not a leaf. 
That flutters on the kuilgili, lightef* than 
he ; 

And not a flower, that droop# in the green 
shade, ' 

More winningly reserved ! If ye en outre 
How such consummate elegance was bred 
Amid these wilds, this answer may suiiibe ; 
'Twas Nature’.s will ; who sometimes un- 
dertakes. 

For the reproof of human vaxity. 

Art to outstrip in her peculiar walk. 

Hence, for this Favourite — lavishljr eii- • 
dowed 

With personal gifts, and bright instinc- 
tive wit. 

While both. embelL'shing .each other, 
stood 

Yet farther recommended by the charm 
Of fine demeanour, and by dance and ^ 
song, * * 

And skill in letters — every fancy shaped 
Fair expectations ; nor, when to the 
world*^ ^ 

Capacious field forth went the Adven- 
turer, there « * 

,W%re he and his attainments ovorltioked, , 
|\>r scantily rewarded ; but all hpp6|. 
Cherished for him, he suffered to^lepart. 
Like blighted buds ; or dlo^ds that 
mimicked land 

Before the sailor's eye |. or diamond 
drops 

Thaii sparkling decked the morning grasa ; 
or aught 

That was attractive, and hath ceased tm .' 
be I 
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' Vet, when this Prodigal o^turned. the 
rttes * * * 

Of Joyful ffreeting were on hfmdiestitwed. 
Who', by humiliation undeterred. 

Sought for his weariness a place of rest 
Within his Father’s gates. — Whence came 
he ? — clothed •* . 

In tattered garb, from novels where 
• fiHibides ^ • 

Necessity, the stationary host 
^Of vagrant poverty : from rifted iJurns 
Where no one dwells out She wide<staring 
owl • 

And the owl’s prey ; from these hare 
haunts, to which ^ ' 

He had descended from the proud saloon, 
He came, the ghost of bcfiiitv and. of 
healttf, * * 

The wreck of gaiety ! But soon revived 
In strength', p4n^ power refitted, he ^re- 
,• "ne^-ed ' ■»«% »» , 

His suit to Fortune ; and she smiled 
again « 

a t^gkie Ingratei Thrive he rose, • 
Tnijee sank as willingly.. For he — whose 
nerves 

Were used to thrill with pleasure, while 
hij voice • 

Softly acconmanied the tuneful harp, 
ay the nice niigcr of fair ladios touched 
In glittering halls — was able to derive 
No less enjoyment from an abject choice. 
Who Jiappier for the moment — who more 

Than this fallen Spirit ? in those dreary 
holds 

His talents lending to exalt the freaks 
Of merry-making beggars, — now, pro- 
voked 

To laughter multiplied in louder peals 
By his malicious wit ; then, all enchained 
With mute astonishment, themselves to 
spe • • 

' In their own arts outdone, their fame 
' eclipsed, 

, •As by the very presence of the Fiend 
Who dicfatel and inspires illusive feats. 
For knavish purposes f The city, too, 
(With shame 1 speak it) fo her guilty 
* ‘ bowets ' ' 

, AUureidl'him, sunh so low in self-respect 
As there to lii&er, there to 'eat his bre^, 
■Hired minstra of voluptuous blandiim- 
' enumt ; * 

.Charming UiS air with skill of hand or 

voice, 

..Uaten who ^ould, be wrought upon who 
. might* ^ 

- ^Sipot^ely wretched hearts^ or falsely gay. 
•*-«uch,^tbe too frequent tenour of h|s 
boast 

III ears ^at t^hed the repoi;t ;^ut all 


Who saw enough for blame and pitying 
love. 

They also were permitted to receive 
His last, repentant breath ; and closed 
his eyes, 

No more to open on that itksomc world 
Where he had long existed in the state 
a young fowl beneath one mother 
hatched. 

Though from anotner sprung, different in 
kind : 

Where he had lived, and could not cease 
t» live, 

Distracted in propensity ; content 
Witlf neither element of good or ill ; 
And yet in both rejoicing ; man iiii blest ; 
Of contradictions inhiiitc the slav". 

Till his deliverance, when Mercy made 
him . 

One with himself, and one with them that 
sleep.” » 

'Tis strange,” observed the Solitary, 
“ strange 

It seems, and scarcely less than pitiful. 
That in a land where charity provides 
For all that can no longer feed themselves, 
A man like this should choose to bring his 
shame 

To the parental door ; and with his sighs 
Infect the air which he* had freely breathed 
In happy infancy. He could not pine, 
Through lack of converse ; no — be must 
have found 

Abundant exercise for thought and 
speech. 

In his dividual being, self-reviewed, 
Self-catechised, self-punished. — Some 
there are 

Who, drawing near their final home, and 
much 

And daily longing that the same were 
reached. 

.Woul<f rather shun than seek the fellow- 
ship 

Of kindred mould. — Such haply here are 
laid ? ” 

“ Yes," said the Priest, ** the Genius 
of our hills — 

Who seems, by these stupendous barriers 
cast ■* 

^Roiind his domain, desirous not alone 
To keep his owm, but also to exclude 
All other progeny — doth sometimes lure. 
Even by his studied depth of privacy. 
The unhappy alien hoping to obtain 
Concealment, or seduced by wish to find. 
In place from outward mole^station free, 
Helps to internal ease. Of many such 
Could I discourse ; but as their stay was 
brief. 

So t^eir departure only left behind 
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.-Fancies; and loose conjectures. Other 
trace ^ 

‘Survives, for worthy mention, of a pair 
Who, from the pressure of their several 
fates. 

Meeting as strangers, in a petty town 
Whose (blue roofs ornament a distant 
reach , 

Of this far-winding vale, remaine.d as 
friends * 

True to their choice ; and gave their 
bones in trust ^ 

To this loved cemetery, here to todge 
With unescutcheoned privacy interred 
Far from the family vault.— A Chieftain 
one 

By right of birth ; within whose spotless 
breast 

The fire of ancient Caledonia burned *. 
He, with the foremost whose impatience 
bailed 

The Stuart, landing to resume, by force 
Of arms, the crown which bigotry had lost. 
Aroused his clan ; and, fighting at their 
head. 

With his brave sword endeavoured topre- 
*. vent 

CuUoden's fatal overthrow. Escaped 
From that disastrous rout, to foreign 
shores 

He fled ; and when the lenient hand of 
time I 

Those troubles had appeased, he sought 
and gained. 

For his obscured condition, an obscure 
Retreat, within this nook of Engii.sh 
ground. 

The other, bom in Britain's southern 
tract. 

Had fixed his milder loyaltv, and placed 
His gentler sentiments of love hate. 
There, where placed them who in con • 

science prized ^ 

The new succession, as a line of kings 
Whose oath had virtue to protect the 
land 

Against the' dire assaults of papacy 
And arbitrary rule. But launch thy 
bark 

On the distempered flood of public life. 
And cause for mAst rare triumph will be 
thine i 

If, spite of keenest eye and steadiest 
' hand, 

'The stream, that bears thee forward, 
prove not, soon 

, Or late, a perilous master. Ho — ivho 
oft, 

. SeiAcath the battlements and stately 
J , trees 

round his mansion cast a sober 


Had moralisfdiLon this, and other troths 
Of kindeed import, pleased and satis« ' 
fird— 9 

Was forced to vent his wisdom with a 
,sigh t. 

Heaved from the heart in fortune’s 
bi f tern ess, i> 

When he had' crushed a plentiful estate 
13^v ruinous contest, to obtain a sea^ , 

In Britain’s sen^e. FruitlcssLwas the 
attempt : ^ 

And while the rprdkr of fhat desperate 
strife « 

Continued yet to vibrate on his car, ^ 
The vanquished Whig, under a borrowed ^ 
‘'name, 

(For the mero^sound an,d echo of his own 
Ha*anted him with seusdtions of disgust 
That he was glad to lose) slunk front’ the 
world ^ 

To \hc deep |f>ade of .tlflise untreveWed . 
Wilds ; 

In which the Scottish had long 

possessed '* , a ^ 

An undisturbed abode. Here, then, 'ihey ' 
met, . 

Two doughty champions*; flaming Jaco- 
bite • ‘ 

And sullen Hanoverian ! You * might 
think ^ . 

That losses and vexations, less severe 
Than those which they had severally 
sustained. 

Would have inclined each to abate his 
zeal 

For his ungrateful cause ; no, — I have 
heard •’ 

My reverend Father tell that, ’mid the 
I calm 

Of that small town encountering thus, 
they filled. 

Daily, its bowling green with harmless ' 
strife } « 

Plagued with uncharitable thought' the ' , 
cliurch ; 

.And vexed the market-place. But in the, 
breasts « 

Of these opponents gradually was 
wrought. 

With little chiibge of general sentiment^ , 
Such leaning towards each other, that v 
their da 3 rB « ' ' 

, choice were spent in constant fellow-. ' 

ship ; ^ r . 

And if, at times, the/ f^ted IHth the ‘ 
yoke, ^ 

Those very bickerings made them love it , 
more. , 

A favourite boundary, to their length- '< 4 . 
ened walks 

This Church-yard wasr And, whether ' : 
they had come ^ /''I v 
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Treading their path in arinpathy and 
linked - ^ , 

In social converse, or byis^me ^hort 
space 

Discreetly parted to preserve the peace. 
One spirit seldom failed to extend** its 
sway 

Over both minds, when awhile had 
marked ^ 

TticP^isible quiet of th» holy ground. 
And breathed its soothing air :-rthe 
0 spirit of hope * (> ^ 

And saintly mdgnanimityj»; that — spurn- 
ing 

The field of selfish difference and dispute^ 
And every care which transitory thitigs. 
Earth and the kingdoms Qf the earth, 
create^- * • 

Doth^ by a rapture of forgetfulness. 
Preclude formA'eness, from the praise 
det>arrear ^ ' i 

Which else the Cnmtian virtue might 1 
have claimed. 


• there who yet rementber here to 
shave seen • 

Their courtly (gures, seated on the 
stifmp ' * m 

Of an ^\d yew, their favourite resting- 
place. 

* £mt a& the remnant of the long-lived 
tree 


Was disappearing by a swift decay. 

They, with joint care, determined to 
erect. 

Upon ,its site, a dial, that might stand 

For public nse preserved, and thus sur- 
vive 

As their own private monument : for 
this 

Was the particular spot, in which they 
wished 

. (And Heaven .was p(pased to accomplish 
the desire) 

* That,*undivided, their remains should lie. 

So, where the mouldered tree had stood, 
was raisfd 

'^Yon structure, framing, with the ascent 
ci steps 

' '.Jhat to the decosated pillar lebd, 

A work of art more sumptuous than 
• might see^ » 

' 'To suit this pl^ce ; yet built in no proud 
scorn , 

Of nistte honseliness ; they only aimed 

,To ensure for it respectful guardianship. 

Around the margin of the pUte. whereon 

The shadow fails to note the stealthy 

. > hours. 

Winds an inscriptive legend.*' — At these 
'words 

Thither we turned ; and gathered, as we 


The appropriate sense. In Latin numbers 
couched : . 

* Time files ; it is his melancholy task 
To bringt and bear away, delusive hopes. 
And re-produce the troubles he destroys. 
Bui, while his bltnaness IhiA is occupied. 
Discerning Mortal / do thou serve the will 
Of dime's eternal Mlaster, and that peace. 
Which the world wants, shall be for thee 
confirmed / ’ '* 


* “ Smooth verse, inspired by no un- 
Kttered Muse,” 

Exclaimed tlic Sceptic, ” and the strain 
of thought 

Accords wdth nature’s language ; — the 
. soft voice 

Of yon wliitc torrent falling down the 
rocks 

Speaks, l^ss distinctly, to the same 
effect. ' 

If, then, their blended influence be not 
lost 

Upon our hearts, not wholly lost, I 
grant, 

Even upon mine, the more are we re- 
quired 

To feel for those aniong our fellow-men. 
Who, offering no obeisance to the world. 
Are yet made desperate by ‘ too quick 
a sense 

Of constant infelicity,* cut off 
From peace like exiles on some barren 
rock, 

Their life’s appointed prison ; not more 
free 

Than sentinels, betw’een tw’o armies, set. 
With nothing better, in the chill night 
air. 

Than their own thoughts to comfort 
them. Say why 

That ancient story of Prometheus 
chained 

To the bare rock, on frozen Caucasus ; 
The vulture, the inexhaustible repast 
Drawn from his vitals ? Say what 
meant the woes 

By Tantalus entailed upon his race. 
And the dark sorrows of the line of 
Thebes ? 

Fictions in form, but in their substance 
truths, » 

Tremendous truths ! familiar to the men 
\)f long-past times, nor obsolete in ours. 
Exchange the shepherd's frock of native 
grey 

For robes with regal purple tinged ; con- 
vert 

The crook into a sceptre : give the pomp 
Of circumstance ; and here the tragic 
Muse 

I Shall find apt i^ubjects for her highest. 
I art. 
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the groves, under the shadowy 
hills, 

The generations are prepared ; the 
pangs. 

The mtei^al pangs, arc ready : the dread 
strife ^ 

Of poor humanity’s afflicted will 
Struggling in vain w/th ruthless destiify.’^' 

•I 

“ Though,” said the Priest in answer, 
“ these be terms , 

Which a divine v’‘hilosonhy rejects, 

We, whose established and iiu^ailmg 
trust 

Ts in controlling Providence, adnift 
That, through all stations, human life 
abounds 

With mysteries ; — for, if Faith were left 
untried. 

How could the might, that lurks within 
her, then 

Be shown ? her glorious excellence — that 
ranks 

Among the first of Powers and Virtues — 
proved ? 

Our system is not fashioned to preclude 
That symiiathy which you for others 
ask : 

And I could tell, not travelling for my 
theme 

Beyond these humble graves, of grievous 
crimes 

And strange disasters ; but I pass them 

i>y. 

Loth to disturb what Heaven hath 
hushed in peace. 

— Still less, far less, am I inclined to treat 
Of Man degraded in his Maker’s sight 
By the deformities of brutish vice : 

For, in such portraits, though a vulgar 
face 

And a coarsQ outside of repulsive life 
And un affecting manners might at once 
Be recognised by all — ” “ Ah ! do not , 

think,” 

The Wanderer somewhat eagerly ex- 
claimed. 

“ Wish could be ours that you, for such 
poor gain, 

(Gain shall I call it ? — gain of what ? — 
for whom ?) 

Should breathe a word tending to violate 
Your own pure spirit. Not a step w^ 
look for 

In slight of that forbearance and reserve 
Which common human -heartedness in- 
spires, 

portal ignorance and frailty claimt 
Upon this sacrefl ground, if nowhei^ 
else. * 

•* True,” said the Solitary, ** be it far 
irpm to infringe the laws of charity, 


Let Judgme^n#- here in mercy be pro- 
nounced ; , ' 

This,r seli-rfspecting Nature prompts, 
and this 

Wisdom enjoindi-'; but if the thing we seeh 
Be 'genuine knowledge, bear we then izi 
ntind , 

How, from hiS lofty throne, the sim can 

^.oloiirs as briglft on exhal^ons {tretl 
By CA'eedy pool or pestilentiff sWamp, 

As by the rivulp.t s^^rkllng where it runs,'** 
Or the pellucid lake.” 

“ Small risk,” said I, 
Of such illusion do we here incur ; 
Te'mx)tatioii here is none to excegd the 
truth ; ,r ,, 

N6 pvide'ncc appears timt they who rest 
Within this ground, were covetotis of 
praise, - 

Or* of rememjarance deservet*. or«uot. 

Green is the Church-yard, beautiful and 
green, * ^ , 

Ridge rising gently by the ^dc of ridge, 
A heaving kiirface, almost whdily free ' 
From interruption of sepulchral stftnes. 
And mantled o’er with .aboriginal ^urf 
And everlasting flor ers.' These*' Dales- 
men trust 


The lingering gleam of thei#:ieparted lives 
To oral record, and the silent heUrt 
Depositories faithful and more kind 
Than fondest epitaph ; for, if those fail. 
What boots the sculptured tomb ? Ana 
who can blame. 

Who rather would not envy, men that 
feel ^ 


This mutual confidence ; if, from such 
source. 

The practice flow, — if thence, or from a 
deep 

And general humility in degth ? 

Nor should 1 much condenm it, if it 
spring 

From disregard, of time’s destructive 
power, *' ‘ , 

As only capable to prey on things 

Of earth, and human natuire’s '‘ mortal 
t>art. ^ 


Yet — in l^s simple dis^icts^ wheyic'wo . 

dtone lift its forehead emulous of stone - 

In courting notice f and the grodhd .all 
paved 

With conimendations pf d; 

Readiz^, fp 

hves, ■ . 

Of each domestic charity ful#l 

And sufferings meekly l>oirne--»'f y l 
part, , ' ' 

Though with the sfleaoe. PleMd 
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AjEkiotig those fak recitdls 41so rtoge. 
Soothed by the jiatural spirit* w^tch they 
breathe. ^ ^ 

And, In the centre of a world whose soil 
U rank with all unkind'>ess, compassed 
, round 

With such memorials, I h^vc sometimes 
felt, * 

no momentary happiness 
To nave one Enclosure 'Where the voice 
that speaks , 

envy or detractioitvis ^ot heard ; 
Which malice lAay not enter ; where the 
traces 

Of evil inclinations are unknown ; 
Where, love and pity tenderly unite • 
With resignation ; .and no j paring lone 
Intrudes, the pecRful concert tA disturb 
Of aiAity and gratitude.” 

. “ Thus sanctioned,” 

ThcjPa'itor safdt^^^L williiigjy confind 
My narratives to sul^ects Tnat excite 
Feelings w^th 'these accordant ,* love, 
esteem, * 

And admr/ration ; lifting up J veil, 

A .stAibelm introducing hmong hearts 
Retired and covef t ; so that ye shall have 
Clear iifiages b^orc^our gladdened eyes 
Of natdre^s unambitious underwood, 

A.|^d flowers ^lat prosper in the shade. 

* Atid when 

I speak of such among my flock as 
swerved 

Or fell, those only shall be singled out 
Upon whose lapse, or error, something 
more 

Than brotherly forgiveness may attend ; 

' To Such will we restrict our notice, else 
Better my tongue were n iite. 

And yet there are, 
1 feel, good reasons why we should not 
leave 

Wholly untra<;ed a it|ore forbidding way. 
For, strength to persevere and to sux?- 
pfcrt, 

And energy to conquer and repel — 

' lliese elemet^s of virtue, that declare 
Ibe native grandeur of the human soul — 
Are oft-times not unprofitably shown 
' In the perversenoss of a selfish course : 
Truth every day exemplified, no less 
Ifl the grey cattage by the murmuring 
,, stream • • 

Thag in fantastic conqueror’s roving 
cai]^^^ ^ 

Or ’mid the* factious senate unappalled 
Whoever may sink, or rise — sink again. 
As merciless proscription ebbs and flows-. 

There,” said the Vicar, pointing as he 
fi|>akei, 

v^CfttiaA rests in peace ; surpassed by 

few 


In power of mind, and eloquent dis- 
course. A 

Tall was her stature ; her complexion dark 
And saturnine ; her head not raised to 
hold 

Converse with heaven, noi> yet deprest 
towards earth, 

^uP in projection calried, as she walked 
tor over musing. Sunken were her 
eyes ; 

Wrinkled and furrowed with habitual 
thought 

Was her broad ibrchead ; like the brow of 
one 

t Whose visual nerve shrinks from a pain- 
ful glare 

overpowering light. — While yet a 
child, 

i She, ’mid the humble flowerets of the vale. 
Towered like the imperial thistle, not 
unfurnished 

With its appropriate grace, yet rather 
seeking 

To be admired, than coveted and loved. 
Even at that age she ruled, a sovereign 
queen, 

Over her comrades ; else their simple 
sports, 

Wanting all relish for her strenuous mind, 
Had crossed her only to be shunned with 
scorn. 

— Oh ! pang of sorrowful regret for those 
Whom, in their youth, sweet study has 
enthralled, 

That they have lived for harsher servi- 
tude. 

Whether in soul, in body, or estate ! 
Such doom was hers ; yet nothing could 
subdue 

Her keen desire of knowledge, nor efface 
Those brighter images bv books imprest 
Upon her memory, faithfully as stars 
That occupy their xdaces, and, thong ■ oft 
Hidden by clouds, and oft bedimmed by 
* haze. 

Are not to be extinguished, nor impaired. 

Two passions, both degenerate, for 
they both 

Began in honour, gradually obtained 
Rule over her, sind vexed her daily life ; 
An unremitting, avariciius thrift ; 

And a strange thraldom of maternal love. 
That held her spirit, in its own despite, 
Bound — ^by vexation, and regret, and 
scorn, 

Constrained forgiveness, and relenting 
vows. 

And tears, in pride suppressed, in shame 
concealed — 

To a i?ocr dissolute Son, her only child. 

— Her wedded days had opened with 
mishap^ 
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> Whence dire dependence. What could 
she perform . 

To shake the bivtlien oi! ? Ah ! there 
was felt, 

Indignantly, the weakness of her sex. 
She mused, resolved, adhered to her re- 
solve ; I 

The hand grew slack m alms-giving, Vhe 
heart 

Closed by degrees t(/ charity ; heaven’s 
blessing 

Not seeking from that source, she placed 
her trust ' .. 

In ceaseless pains — and strictest parsi- 
mony 

Which sternly hoarded all that could be 
spared. 

From each day’s need, out of each day's 
least gain. 

Thus all was ^e•establi^lled, and a pile 
Constructed, that sulheed for everv end. 
Save the contentment of the builder’s 
mind ; 

A mind by nature indisposed to aught 
So placid, so inactive, as content ; 

A mind intolerant of lasting peace. 

And cherishing the pang her heart de- 
plored. 

Dread life of conflict ! which I oft com- 
pared 

To the agitation of a brook that runs 
Down a rocky mountain, buried now and 
lost 

In silent pools, now in strong eddies 
chained ; 

But never to be charmed to gentleness : 
Its best attainment fits of such repose 
As timid eyes might shrink from fathom- 
ing. 

A sudden illness seized her m the 
strength 

Of life’s autumnal season. — Shall I tell 
How on her bed of death the Mation lay. 
To Providence submissive, so she thought , 
But fretted, vexed, aud wTought upon, 
almost 

To anger, by the malady that griped 
Her prostrate frame with unrelaxing 
lK)wer, 

As the .fierce eagle fastens on the lamb ? 
She prayed, she moaned ; — her hus- 
band’s sister watched 
Her dreary pillow, waited on her needs ; 
And yet the very sound of that kind foot 
Was anguish to her ears ! * And must 

she rule,* 

This was the death -doomed Woman 
heard to say 

In bitterness. ‘ and must she rule and 
reign, 

‘Sole Mistress of this house, when I am 


* Tend what I fended, calling it her own !' 
Enough r fear, too much.—OnC ver- 
bal evci|iing. 

While she was yet in prime of health and 
strength, v 

I well remember, while 1 passed her dodr 
Alone,* with loitering step, and upward 
i eye 

; Turned towards the planet Jupite^hat 
! hung * ^ 

' AboA'-e the centre of the Vaw, a voice 
I Roused me, her vfaice ; it said, ‘ That V 

I gloiious stir 

i ’ In its untroubled element will shine 

I I As now it shines, when we are laid in 

^ earth 

i ‘ And safe from all our sorrows.* With a 
; « sigli •“ ' a ^ 

] She spake, yet, I believe, not iiiisustMned 
I By faith in glory that shalHar transcend 
I Alight by t liege perigba.'He heavens .dis- 
I closed' ■ 

I To sight or mind. Noi' less than care 
•' divine ' ^ 

! Is divine iinSrcy. She, who Had^ebwlled,' 

I Was into meekiicss^oftened and subdued ; 

I Did, after trials not in v^in prolonged, 

I With resignation sinh into the gfave; 

1 And her uncharitable act.s, I trusc, 

, And harsh unkindnesses apr.^all forgiven, 

I Tlio’, in this Vale, remembered with deep 
I awe.” 

I 

I The Vicar paused ; and toward a seat 
I advanced, 

A long stone-seat, fixed in the Church- 
yard wall : 

Part shaded by cool sycamore, and part ' 
Offering a sunny resting-place to them 
Who seek the House of worship, while the 
bells 

Yet ring with all their voices, or before 
The last hath ceased its solitary knolL 
Beneath the shade we all sate down ; and 
there 

His office, uninvited, he resumed. 

** As on a sunny bank, a tender lamb 
Lurks in safe shelter from the winds of 
March. 

Screened by its parent, so that little 
moui.d 

Ii^s guarded by its neightpur ; the small, 
heap * 

Speaks for itself ; an Infant tbr.;^e doth 
rest ; . ' 

The sheltering hillock is the Mother’s 
grave. 

If mild discourse, and manners tbilt con- 
ferred ■.-'■i 

A natural dignity on humblest tank ' 
If gladsome spirit^, and benignant looleii^ 
That Cor a faea not beautiful di4 more 
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Than beauty for the faii;jpst face can do ; 
And if religious tenderness (^f^eart. 
Grieving' for sin, and penitential ^ears 
Shed when the clouds had gathered and 
distained 

The spotless ether of a maiden life*; 

If these may make a h, allowed spot of 
earth » 

holy in the sight of C^od or Man ; 
*Tii^, o’er that mould, a sanctity sllall 
brood j 

Till the stars^ sicker i-at.jt he day of doom. 

Ah ! what a warning lor a thoughtless 
man, , 

Cou^d field or grove, could any spot of 
earth, ,, 

Show to ills ey^*an image of ^the pi-wgs 
WWch it hath'witncssed ; render back an 
echo 

Of thp sad' 

* trod ! j 

There, by hci* innocent Baby s precious - 
gravi?, 

■ AndH.Du*tljb very turf that Joofs her own, 
T.'« Mother oft was Aeeu to stand, or 
kneel 

In t life broad \irayj^ a weeping Magdalene. 
Now she is not ;’the swelling turf reports 
Of the freid^ sliow'er, but ol poor Ellen’s 
tears 

Is silent ; not is any vesligc k-ft 
Of the path worn by mournful tread of her 
Who, at her heart’s light bidding, once 
had moved 


3W p«^b v which it hath 'been ! 


In virgin fearlessness, with step that 
seemed 

Caught from the pressure of elastic turf 
Upon the mountains gemmed witli 
morning dew. 

In the prime hour of sweetest scents and 


airs. 

— Serious and thoughtful was her mind ; 
and yef. 

By reconcilement e.Kquisite and rai-e. 
The form, port, motions, of this Cottage- 


I 

Were siicli as might have quickened and 


inspired 

A Titian’s h«nd^ addrest to picture forth 
Oread or Dryad glancing through the 


• shade . 

What time the hunter’s earliest hor^ is 
heard , • 

Stl&rtlQHg th^ golden hills. 

* A wide-spread elm 


Stands in our valley, named The J oyi- i;l 
Tree ; 

From dateless" usage which our peasants 


hold 


Of giving welcome to the first of May 
, By dances round its trunk. — And if the 

sky 



Permit, like honours, dance and song, are 
paid 

To the Twelfth Night, beneath the frosty 
stars 

Cr the clear moon. The queen of these 
gay sports, * 

If not m beauty yet in sprightly air. 
Was hapless Ellciii — No one touched the 
aground 

So deftly, and tllfe nicest maiden’s* locks 
Less gracefully were braided ; — but this 
' praise, 

Metliiuks, w‘buld better suit another 
place. 

t 

She loved, and fondly deemed herself 
beloved. 

‘ — The road is dim, the current unper- 
ceived. 

The weakness painful and most pitiful. 
By w'hich a virtuous woman, in pure 
youth. 

May be delivered to distress and shame. 
Such fate was hers. — 'I'lie last time Ellen 
danced, 

Among her equals, round The Joyfui^ 
Tkit;, 

She bore a secret burthen ; and full soon 
Was left to tremble f(»r a breaking vow, — 
Then, to bewail a sternly-broken vow. 
Alone, within her widow-ed Mother’s 
house. 

It was the season of unfolding leaves. 

Of days advancing toward their utmost 
length, 

.‘\nd small birds singing happily to mates 
Ifappy as they. With spirit -saddening 
power 

Winds pipe through fading woods : but 
those blithe notes 

Strike the deserted to the heart : 1 speak 
Of what I know, and what we feel within. 
— Beside the cottage in w'hich Ellen 
dwelt 

Stands a tall ash-tree ; to whose topmost 
twig 

A thrush resorts, and annually chants. 
At morn and evening from that naked 
perch. 

While all the undergrove is thick with 
leaves, 

A time-beguiling ditl'jj, for delight 
Of his fond partner, silent in the nest. ' 
— ‘Ah why,* said Ellen, sighing to herselfp 

* Why do nut words, and kiss, and- 

solemn pledge ; 

* And nature that is kind in woman's 

breast, 

* And reason that in man is wise and good, 

' And fear of him who is a righteous 

judge ; 

*Why do not these prevail for human 
life, 

xy ' 
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I To keep two hearts together, that began 
' Their spring-time with one love, and 
that have need 

* Of mutual pity and forgiveness, sweet 
‘ To grant, or be received; while that poor 

bird — ^ 

* O come and hear him ! Thou who hast 

to me * 

* Been faithless, hear him, though a lo(.vly 

cfeature, ^ 

’ One of God*s simple children that yet 
know not 

* The universal Parent, how hr singft 

* As if he wished the firmament of 

heaven • 

* Should listen, and give back to him the 

Voice 

‘ Of his triumphant constancy and love ; 

* The proclamation that he makes, how 

far 

* His darkness doth transcend our fickle 

light ! * 

Such was the tender passage, not by 
me 

Repeated without loss of simple phrase, 
“yVhich t perused, even as the words had 
been 

Committed by forsaken Ellen’s hand 
To the blank margin of a Valentine, 
Bedropped with tesirs. 'Twill please you 
to be told 

That, studiously withdrawing from the 
eye 

Of all companionship, the Sufferer yet 
In lonely reading found a meek resource : 
How thankful for the warmth of summer 
days, 

Whenshe'could slip into the cottage-barii, 
And find a secret oratory there ; 

Or, in the garden, under friciidlv^ veil 
Of their long twilight, pore upon her book 
By the last lingering help of the open sky 
Until dark night dismissed her to her bed ! 
Thus did a waking fancy sometimes lose 
The unconquerable pang of despised love. 

A kindlier passion opened on her soul 
When that poor Child was born. Upon 
its face 

She gazed as on a pure and spotless gift 
Of unexpected pretoise, where a grief 
Or dreqa was all that had been thought 
of,~joy 

Far livelier than bewildered traveller 
feels, 

Amid a perilous waste that all night long 
harassed him toiling through fear- 
ful storm. 

When he beholds the first pale ^eck 
^erone ^ 

Of day-spring, in the gloomy east, re- 
vealedb 


And greets it WAth thanksgiving. <TiU 
this hpur,'‘ 

Thus, iivlier Mefther's hearing Ellen' spaket 

* There was a stony region in my' heart t 

* But He, at whos^ command the parcli^ 

rock 

* Was smitten, and poured forth a quench* 

iiig stream^ 

H^th softened that obduracy, and ir^e 

* UnLx)ked-for glddness in th(a desekt 

phcc, * 

To save the perj^hidlg ; an(}, henceforth, 

1 breathe 

‘ The air with cheerful spirit, for thy sak»^ 

' My infant ! and for that good Mother 
dear, 

‘ Who bore met? and hath prayed for me 
^n vaiit ; — e • 

‘ Yet not in vain ; it shall not be in vaki.* 
She sj)ake, nor was the assurance unful- 
mlcd ; gfc,- ^ 

And if h car t-i:encling ^noughts would oft 
return. 

They stayed not loitg.-^Ttfe blamelcag 
Infant gr^w ; 

The Child whom Ellen and her Mother 
loved r 

They soon were pruud el ; tended if and 
nursed ; 

A soothing comforter, althoU?^fi forlorn 
Like u poor singing-bird from distant 
lands ; 

Or a choice shrub, which he, wfio passes 
by 

With vacant mind, not seldom may ob- 
serve 

Fair-flowering In a thinly-peopled house. 
Whose window, somewhat sadly,' It 
adorns. 

Through four months* space the Infant 
drew fts food 

From the maternal breast ; tl^n scruples 
rose ; 

Thoughts, which the rich ^e free froni, 
came and crossed 

The fond aflection. She no more could 
bear 

By her offence to Jay a twofold Weight 
On a kind parent willingno forget 
Their slender means : so, to that parentis 
care i * 

Triisting her child, she left their common 
^ home, t ’ ' 

And undertook with dutiful %ontdift 
A Foster-mother’s oflfice. 

' ’Tis, perchance, 

Unknown tp you that in- these simple' 
vales 

The natural feeling pf equality 
Is by domestic service unimp%e(l ; , 
Yet, though such service 1%, vdth us,* 
removed 
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'{i'roin sense of degradation, not the less 
The ungentle mind can«e^sily find means 
To iiqpose severe restraints and laws un- 
just, 1 « • 

Which hapless Ellen now was doomed to 
feel : / 

For (blinded by an over-anxious dread 
Of such excitement and divided thought 
AS with her office woulcf but ill accord^ 
pair, whose infant she was boui^^i to 
nurse, • 

Forbad her all communion with h#r own ^ 
Week after«week,^theE mandate they en- 
forced. • 

— So near ! vet not allowed, iijoon that 
sight » 

To*flx her eyes — alas ! ’twas hard to bear! 
But worse affiiption muiit be borne — far- 
wcftse ; • * 

FTlr *tis Heaven's will — that, after a 
diseapa ^ 

Began ana wB^^ip three days* 

space. 

Her chyd^,^ould die ; as Ellen now 
e^cl^imed, *' 

own — deserted shlla ! — Once, only 
once, 

She^aW it jprthat mortal malady ; 

Anc^ on the bffiial-day, could scarcely 
gain 

# Permissiofi to attend its obsequies. 

She reached the house, last of the funeral 
train i 

And some one, as she entered, having 
chanced 

To urge unthinkingly their prompt de- 
parture, 

* Nay/ sSid she, with commanding look, 
a spirit 

Of anger never seen in her before, 

‘ Nay, ye must wait my time ! * and down 
she sate, 

And by the unclosed coffin kept her seat 
Weeping and locking, looking on and 
, weeping, , 

l^on the last sweet slumber of her Child, 
Imtil at Iragth her soul was satisfied. 

You see the Infant's Grave ; and to 
this spot, • 

The Mother, dtt as she was sent abroad, 
4 On whatsoever errand, urged her steps : 
Hither she^ame ; here stood, and some- 
times Imelt • 

Ja tJ|M broad day, d rueful Magdalene I 
So can hgiir; for not only she bewailed 
A mother’s loss, but mourned in bitter- 
ness • 

Her own trahraression ; penitent sincere 
w As ever raised to heaven a streaming 
eye 1 

•«-At leugth the parents of the foster- 
child* 


Noting thsit in despite of theifr oomthbiids . 
She still renewed and could not but re- 
new 

Those visit atiohs, ceased to send bet 

forth ; 

Or, to the garden's narroer bounds* 

confined. * 

J. failed not to i^mind them that they 
erred ; 

Fed: holy Nat\g'e might not tJiUs be 
crossed. 

Thus wronged in woman's breast : in Vaih 
I plead<|d — 

Bift the green stalk of Ellen’s life was 
snapped, 

Afid the flower drooped : as every eye 
could see. 

It hung its head in mortal languishment. 
— Aided by this appearance, I at length 
I'rcvaiJ(.‘d ; and, from those bonds re- 
leased, she went 
Home to her mother's house. 

The Youth was fled ; 
The rash betrayer could not face the 
shame 

Or sorrow which his senseless gUilt had 
caused ; 

And little would his presence, or proof 
given 

Of a relenting soul, have now availed ; 
For, like a shadr>w, he was passed away 
From Ellen’s thoughts ; had perished to 
her mind 

For all concerns of fear, or hope, or love. 
Save only those which to their common 
shame. 

And to his mural being appertained : 
Hope from that quarter would, 1 know, 
have brought 

A heavenly comfort ; there she recognised 
An unrelaxing bond, a mutual need ; 
There, and, as seemed, there only. 

She had built. 
Her fond maternal heart had built, a nest 
In blindness all too near the river’s edge ; 
That work a summer flood with hasty 
swell 

Had swept away ; and now her Spirit 
longed 

For its last flight to heaven’s security. 

— ^The bodily frame wasted from day to 
day ; 

Meanwhile, relinquishing ail Other careC, 
Her mind she strictly tutored to find 
peace 

And pleasure in endurance. Much she 
thought, 

And much she read j and brooded feel- 

Upon her own unworthmess. To me. 
As to a spiritual comforter and friend. 
Her heart she opened ; and no pains were 
spared 
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To mitigate, as gently as 1 could,. 

The sting of self-reproach, with healing 
words. 

Meek Saint 1 through patience glorified on 
earth ! 

In whom, as by her lonely hearth she sate, 
-The ghastly fact of cold decay put on 
A sun-like beauty, and a])peared divint; ' 
May I not mention— that, within thos^ 
walls, (I 

In dud observance of Mr ]noiis wish. 
The congregation joined with me in 
prayer 

For her soul's good ? N?>r was tjiat 
office vain. 

— Much did she suffer : but, if any friend. 
Beholding her condition, at the sight 
Gave way to words of pity or coinidaiiit. 
She stilled them with a prorni)t reproof, 
and said, 

* He who afflicts me knows what 1 can 
bear ; 

‘ And, when I fail, and can endure no more, 
‘ Will mercifully take me to himself.' 
So, through the cloud of death, her Spirit 
passed 

Into that pure and unknown world of love 
Where injury cannot come -.—and here 
is laid 

The mortal Body by her Infant’s side.” 

The Vicar ceased ; and downcast looks 
made known 

That each had listened with his inmost 
heart. 

For me, the emotion scjircely was less 
strong 

Or less benign than that w'hich I had felt 
When seated near my venerable Friend. 
Under those shady elms, from him I heard 
The story that retraced the slow decline 
Of Margaret, sinking on the lonely heath 
With the neglected house to wiifch she 
clung. 

— I noted that the Solitary’s cheek 
Confessed the power of nature. — Pleased 
though sad. 

More pleased than sad, the grey-h aired 
Wanderer sate ; 

Thanks to his pure imaginative soul 
Capacious and serene ; his blameless 
life, 

His knowledge, wisdom, love of truth, 
and love 

Of human kind ! He was it who first 
broke 

The pensive silence, saying : — 

“ Blest are they 
Whose sorrow rather is to suffer wrong 
' Than to do wrong, albeit themselves have 
erred. 

This tale gives proof that Heaven most 
gently deals 


With such, in their affliction. — ^EUenV " 
fate, ^ 

Her teiider„spirit, and her contrite heart/ 
Call to dark hints which I have , 

Of one who died\ within this vale, , by 
doom 

Heavier, as his ogence was heavier far. 
Where, Sir, I priy you, where are laid the 
' hones 

Of Wilfred Armath;' aite ? ** ^ 

I, The Vicar mwered, 

* ‘ In that green nook,i^ose by the Church- 
yard wall, *' * 

Beneath you hawthorn, planted ny myself 
lii^iiernory and for warning, and in sign 
Of swietness where dire anguish had been 
known, ^ 

'Of rouoncilrtnciit after d^an offence — 
There doth he rest. No theme his fpte 
‘KUpplics 

For tUc smooth^ g:lozin^oSiA!Tc ind^lgeIJt 

Nor iK'ed the w'indings of his devious 
course •> • 

Be here rctracid ; — enough that, ky ny^ 
hap •. 

And venial error, robbed of cdmpetejice, 
And her obsequious s|;a&dw, pcade of 
mind, t 

He craved a substitute in trc*<.vbled joy ; 
Against liis conscience rose in arms, and, ^ 


braving 

Divine displeasure, broke the marriage- 
vow. 

That w'hich he ijad been^weak enough to 
do 

Was misery in remembrance he was 
stung. 

Stung by his inward thoughts, and by the 
smiles 

Of wife and children stung to agony. 
Wretched at home, be gained no peace 
abroad ; ^ 

Ranged through the mountains, slept 
upon the earth, * 

Asked comfort of the open air, and found 
No quiet in the darkness of the night. 

No pleasure in the beauty of xhe day." 

His flock he slighted : his paternal fiMds 
Became a cl6g to him, whq^p spirit wished 
To fly — but whither I And this gracious . 

Church, , • ■ 

That wears a look so full of peace and hope 
And love, benignant^ mother' of the vale, ' 
How fair amid her brood of Q:>ttagjis I * 

She was to him a sickness' and reproach. 
Much to the last remained unknown : but 

Is sure, that through remorse and grief 
he died ; 

Though pitied among men, absolved ' 
God, 
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He could tik>t find .forgiveuess in himself ; 
Nor could endure the weight of his o'wn 
diamer. ^ • 

Here rests a Mother. *But fr?m her I 
turn # 

And from her grave. — Behold-^upon 
that rjdge, ^ 

That, stretching boldly ifrom the inoun- 
Obtain side, • 

Carries into the centpn of tlie vale 
Its rocks and woods — the ('n. ag^ where 
she dwelt ; ^ 

And where fet dwells hgr faithful Partner, 
left 

(Full eight years past) the solitary p^oji 
Of .many hchMess Children. I begin 
With words that might. be prelude to a 
tale • • • 

Of sorrow and dejection ; but I feci 
No sadness, when I think of what mine 
^ .eyes • 

■ See daily in thaATSippy ijftnily. 

— Bright ^fland form they f(»r the pen- 
^ sivjfbrow 

of thftr hndrooping Father’s widowhood. 
Those six fair Daughters, budding yet — 
not one, 

NoTone of*alWthe band, a full-blown 
• flower. 

^ Deprest,%:id desolate of soul, as once 
That Father was, and filled with anxious 
fear, 

Now, by experience taught, he stands 
assured. 

That Ciod, who takes awav, yet takes not 
half 

Of whatdie se^ms to take ; or gives it 
back, 

Not our prayer, but far beyond our 
prayer ; 

He gives it — the boon produce of a soil 
Which our endeavours have refused to 
till, • « 

And hope hath never watered. The 
• Abode, • 

Whose giateful owner can attest these 
trutl^, 

Evenwere the object nearer to our sight. 
Would seem in no distinction to surpass 
The rudest habitations. might think 
- ' That it had sprung self -raised from earth, 

• or grcwvu 

Out of the Jiving rock, to be adornvl 
. By nature only ; l^ut, if thither led, * 
Ye fw1d4(liscover,then,a studious work 
V Of man)^ancies, prompting many hands. 

Brought from the 'w^ds the honey- 
su^le twines 

• ' Around the porch, and seems, in that trim 

place, 

A plant no longer wfld ; tt)c cultured rose 


There, blossoms, strong in health, and 
will be soon 

Roof-high ; the wild pink crowns the 
garden-wall, 

And with the flowers are intermingled 
stones 

Sparry and bright, roi^h scatterings of 
the hills. [year, 

^hese omamcntsfi that fade not with the 
A Jiardy Girl continues to provide ; 
Who, mounting fearlessly the* rocky 
heights, [him 

Her Fallicr’s prompt attendant, does for 
I Al^that a bdy could do, but with delight 
'• More keen and prouder daring ; yet hath 

I • she, 

; Within the garden, like the rest, a bed 
■ For her «)wn flowers and favourite herbs, 
a space. 

By sacred charter, holden for her use. 

— These, and whatever else the garden 
bears ' [not, 

i Of fruit or flower, permission asked or 

I I freely gather ; and my leisure draws 

I A not uiifrcquent pastime from the hum 
I Of bees around their range of sheltered 
hives ^ 

Busy in that enclosure ; while the rill. 
That sparkling thrids the rocks, attunes 
his voice 

To the pure course of human life which 
there 

Flows on in solitude. But, when the 
gloom 

Of night is falling round my steps, then 
most 

This Dwelling charms me ; often 1 stop 
short, 

(Who could refrain ? ) and feed by stealth 
my sight 

With prospect of the company within. 
Laid open through the blazing window : 
— there 

I see the eldest Daughter at her wheel 
Spinning amain, as if to overtake 
The never-halting time ; or, in her turn. 
Teaching some Novice of the sisterhood 
That skill in this or other household workj 
Which, from her Father's honoured 
hand, herself. 

While she was yet a little-one, had 
learned. 

Mild Man ! he is iiq^ gay, but they are 
gay 

And the whole house seems filled with 
gaiety. 

— Thrice happy, then, the Mother may 
be deemed. 

The Wife, from whose consolatory ^ave 
1 turned, that ye in mind might witness 
where, 

And how, her Spirit yet survives on 
earth ! *' 
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THE CHURCH. YARD AMONG THE 
MOUNTAINS 

CONTINUED 

argumeV^t 

lo^res^on of these Narrative upon the Aiithtir's 
mind — Pastor invited to ^ve account of cer- 
tain Graves that lie apart — Clerf;yrn.in and 
his Family — Fortunate influence of cliangc 
of situation— Activity in cxtrt'nie old aj^ — 
Another Clergyman, 'a character of resolute 
Virtue— Lameutatiuiib over mis-dircctcd 
plause — Instance of less exalted cxcelleiico 
in a deaf man — Elevated character of a blind 
knan — Reflection upon Blindni'ss — Intcr- 

rutped by a Peasant who pa-^ses —his animal 
cheerfulness and careless vivacity— He occa- 
sions a digression on the fall of beautiful and 
interesting Trees — A female infant’s Grave — 
Joy at her Birth — Sorrow at her Departure - 
A youthful Peasant — ^his palriotic enthusiasm 
and distinguished nualities — his untimely 
death — Exultation ot the Wanderer, as a 
patriot, in this Picture— Solitary how af- 
fected — Montdhent of a Knight — Traditions 
concerning him — Peroration of the VV'an- 
derer on the transitorinc‘.ss of things and the 
revolutions of society — Hints at his own past 
Calling— Thanks the Pastor. 

V^HiLE thus from theme to theme the 
Historian passed. 

The words he uttered, and the scene that 
Jay 

Before our eyes, awakened in my mind 
Vivid remembrance of those long-past 
hours ; 

When, in the hollow of some shadowy 
vale, 

(What time the splendour of the setting 
sun 

Lay beautiful on Snowdon’s sovereign 
brow, 

<ln Cader Idris, or huge Penmanmaur) 

A wandering Youth, 1 listened with dc- 
light 

To pastoral melody or warlike air. 
Drawn from the chords of the ancient 
British harp 

By some accomplished Master, while 
he sate 

Amid the quiet of tJie green recess, 

And there did inexhaustibly dispense 
An interchange of soft or solemn tunes. 
Tender or blithe ; now, as the varying 
mood 

Of his own spirit urged, — ^now, as a voice 
. From youth or maiden, or some honoured 
chief 

Of his compatriot villagers (that hung 
HtcfllUd him, drinking in the impassioned 
' notes 


Of the time-hallowed minstrelsy) requited 
For their heart’s ea^e or pleasure. Strains 
of power 

Were they, to sei^e and occupy the sense ; 
But to a higher fiiark than song can reach 
K'js^e this pure eloquence. And, wJ|ga 
the stream •' ' 

Which, overflow'ed the soul was passeff 
‘ away, , •• 

A consciousness remained thdt it had left, 
Deposited upon the silent shore 
Of pieniorv, images and precious thoughts. 
That ‘shall not die, and cannot be ^de- 
, stroyed. , 

•* # 

“ Those grassy heaps lie amicably 
close,” 

Said it ” like sqr^’^es hejp;iMg^n the win^l 
Along th'» surface of tPmountaiii pool : 
Whence comes it, then, ihflt yonder we 
beht>ld • * * . 

Five graves, ahd only hve, thaV iSsc 
gethcr * • 

Unsociably sequestered, encroach- 
ing ^ 

On the smooth plav-groiind of the village- 
school ? ” I 

The Vicar answered, — “ No disdainful 
pride 

In them who rest beneath, nor any course 
Of strange or tragic accident, hath helped 
To place those hillocks in that lonely 
guise. * * 

— Once more look fofth, and follow with 
your sight 

The length of road that from yon moun- 
tain’s base 

Through bare enclosures stretches, 'till , 
its line , 

Is lost within a little tuft of trees ; 

Then, reappearing inai moment, quits 
The cultured fields ; and Up the heathy 
waste, c 

Mounts, as you see, in mazed serpentine. 
Led towards an easy outlet of the vale. 
That little sliady spot, that sylvan tuft. 
By which the ror.d is hidden, also hides 
A cottage from our view ; though 1 dis- ^ 
. Ssern 

( Yc scarcely can) amid its sheltering trees 
The smokeless chimney- top. 

All unemUI&weted 

And naked stoo^l that lowly Parsonage 
(For such in truth it is, ajiipertnins 
To a small Chapel in the vale beyond) 
When hither came its last Inhabitant. 
Rough and forbidding were the choicest 
roads 
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By which our northern wilds could then 
be crossed ; • 

^d into most of these secluded vales 
Was no access for wain, Jeavy or light. 
So, at his dwelling-place the Priest ar- 
rived / , 

lyith store of household goods, in panniers 
slung • 

On sturdy horses gracea W'ith jingling 
m 'tSC/bells, • 

And on the back of ii?orc ignoble beast : 
That, w'ith like burthen of effects# most 
* prized • • 

Or easiest carried, clAsed the motley 
train. 

Young was I then, a school-boy of^ei|.#it 
•years ; * 

But still, methinks, I set tlu*ni as they 
passed • w , ■ 

Tn’order, drawing toward their wished- 
for ho™. • 

-^RcA^ked by trusty ass 

Two ruddy cJiiJdren hung, a well-poiscd 
freidU* , 

ikich m lys bllsket nodding drowsily : 
Tjbir Donuets, I reiyemoer, wreathed 
with flowers, 

Witb told it«u;as the pleasant month of 
J une ; • 

And, close behind, the comely Matron 
# rode, 

A woman of soft speech and gracious 
smile. 

And with a lady's mien. — From far they 
came. 

Even from Northumbrian hills ; j'cl 
theirs had been 

A merry journey, rich in pastime, cheered 
By music, prank, and laughter-stirring 
jest ; 

And freak put on, and arch word dropped 
— to swell 

The cloud of fancy and uncouth surmise 
That gathered round the slowly -moving 
train. ’ , 

— ^Whence do they come ? and wdth 
, what errand charged ? 

* Belong tWey to the fortune-telling tribe 

* Who pitch their tents under the green- 

wood tree ? • 

' Or Strollers aft tney, furnished to enact 
.* Fair Rosamond, and the Children of the 
Wood, • 

* And, by that whiskered tabb3’'s %i(h 
• ^ forth • 

‘ The meb^enture of sage Whittington, 

' When tnc next village hears the show 
announced « 

* By blast ofHrumpet ? ’ Plenteous was 

the growth 

Qf awA conjectures, overheard, or seen 
On many a staring countenance por- 
trayed 


Of booBor burgher, as they marched along. 
And more than once their steadiness of 
I face 

Was put to proof, and exercise supplied 
To their inventive humour, by stern looks. 
And questions in authoritative tone. 
From some staid guardidn of the public 
peace. 

Checking the sober steed on which he 
• rode. 

In his suspiciousr wisdom j oftenel!’ still, 
, By notice indirect, or blunt demand 
From travelly halting in his own despite, 
A stiiiplc cuno'iity to ease : 

Of whicli adventures, that beguiled and 
• cl leered 

Theii grave migration, the good pair 
» would tell, 

I With uiidiminished glee, in hoary age. 

A Priest he was by function ; but his 
course 

From his youth up, and high as manhood's 
noon, 

(The hour of life to w^hich he then was 
brought) 

TIad been irregular, I might say, wild ; 
By books nnstcadied, by his pastoral 
care 

Too little checked. An active, ardent 
mind : 

A fancy pregnant with resource and 
scheme 

To cheat the sadness of a rainy day ; 
Hands apt for all ingenious arts and 
games : 

A generous sjurit, and a body strong 
To cope with stoutest champions of the 
bowl ; 

Had r..i.rned for him sure welcome, and 
the rights 

Of a prized visitant, in the jolly hall 
Of country 'sfiuire ; or at the statelier 
board 

Of duke or earl, from scenes of courtly 
pomp 

Withdrawn, — to while away the summer 
hours 

111 condescension among rural guests. 

With these high comrades he had re- 
velled long. 

Frolicked induslriou^y, a simple Clerk 
Bv hopes of coining patronage beguiled 
Till the heart sickened. So, each loftier 
aim 

Abandoning and all his showy friends, 
P'or a life's stay (slender it was. but sure) 
He turned r.o this secluded chapelry ; 
That had becu offered to his doubtful 
choice 

By an uuthought-of patron. Bleak and 
bare 
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Th«y found the cottage, their fiLlotted 
home ; 

Naked without, and rude within ; a spot 
With which the Cure not long had been 
endowed : 

And far remote the chapel stood, — re- 
mote, t 

And, from his Dwelling, unapproachable. 
Save through a gap hl^h in the hills, ati 
opening « 

Shadacss and shelteifess, by driving 

showers 

• Frequented, and beset with howling' 

winds. • r 

Yet cause was none. whateVr regret 
'might hang • 

On his own mind, to quarrel with the 
choice 

Or the necessity that fixed him here ; 
Apart from old temptations, and con- 
strained 

To punctual labour in his sacred charge. 
See him a constant preacher to the poor ! 
And visiting, though not with saintly 
zeal. 

Yet, when need was, with no reluctant 
will. 

The sick in body, or distrost in mind ; 
And, by as salutary change, compelled 
To rise from timely sleep, and meet the 
day 

With no engagement, in his thoughts, 
more proud 

Or splendid than his garden could afford. 
His fields, or mountains by the heath- 
cock ranged. 

Or the wild brooks ; from which he now 
returned 

Contented to partake the quiet meal 
Of his own board, where, sat his gentle 
Mate 

And three fair Children, plentifully fed 
Though simply, from their little house- 
hold farm : 

Nor wanted timely treat of fish or fo vl 
By nature yielded to his practised hand ; — 
To help the small but certain comiiigs-in 
Of that spare benefice. Yet not the less 
Theirs was a hospitable board, and theirs 
A charitable door. 

So days and years 

Passed on; — the inside of that 'rugged 
house • 

Was trimmed and brightened by the 
Matron's care. 

And gradually enriched with things of 
price. 

Which might be lacked for use or orna- 
ment. 

Whatfthougb’no soft and costly sofa there 
.^Insidiously stretched out its lazy length, 
no vain mirror glittered upon the 
.walls. 


Yet were the windows of the low abode 
By shutters wfather -fended, which at 
once M ^ \ 

Repellqd tnf sfform and deadened its loud 
roar. * 

There snow-whitecurtainshung indecent 
folds ; ■ 

Tough ^oss, aqd long-enduring moun- 
^ tain plants; 

That creep along the ground with sin^ygua 

W>re ,nicely braided ; and compo^d a 
work ^ m 4 

Like Indian mat^, that with appropriate 
grace 

L^y at the threshold a&d the inner doors ; 
And»a fair carpet, woven of homespun 
wool ^ 

But *JiictiiPed daintily >t^h florid hues, 
For secmliiicss and warmth, on feetal 
days, 

Covefed the smooth bluftpidfJbs of 
tain-stotte*' ' 

With which the parluur-flffbr, in simplest 
guise • * • 

Of pastoral Ifomesteads, had S^e&n le<ig ' 
inlaid. * 1 

Those pleasing work|t Housewife’s 
slcill produced : •' 

Meanwhile the unscdcntarfi Master's 
hand ' 

Was busier with his task — to rid, to plant. 
To rear for food, for shelter, and delight ; 

A thriving covert I And when wishes, 
fiinned 

In youth, and sanctioned by the riper 
mind, < 

Restored me to my native valley, here 
To end my days ; well pleased was 1 to 
see 

The once-bare cottage, on the mountain 
side, 

Screen’d from assault of every bitter 
blast; 

While the dark shadows of the summer 
leaves 

Danced in the breeze, clie({uering its ‘ 
mossy roof. 

Time, which had thus afforded willing 
help • 

To beautify with nature’s fairest growths 
This rustic tenement, had gqyitly shed, 
Upfii its Master’s frame, a wintry grace ; 
The comeliness of ui^enfeebied age. ^ 

But how could 1 say, gently “LBet he still 
Retained a flashing eye, a burning palm* 

A stirring foot, a head ^hich beat at 
nights 

Upon its pillow with a thousand schemes. 
Few likings had be dropped, few pleasures 
lost; 
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Generous and charitable, prompt to'serve ; 
And still his harsher passions kept their 
hold— . r .. 

Anger and indignation. SQlllJie l«ved 
The sound of titled names, and talked 
in glee / 

Of long-past banqueting^ with hig^h-Dorn 
friends : a 

Then, from those lulling ffts of vain de- 

proused by recollected injury, railed 
^At their false ways disdainfully, — arid oft 
In bitterness, gnd witii ai threatening eye 
Of fire, incensed beneath ats hoary brow'. 
— Those transports, with staid looks of 
pure good will, 1 

And with soft smile, his consort wduld 
reprove. ^ . 

She, far behind i^irn in the race of years, 
Yet^eping her first mildness, was ad- 
vanced . ^ 

f a» nearer, iir'LhoftJiab^)! her soul. 

o that still region wliitncr an are bound. 
Him mighLwe liken to the setting sun 
^Ast^cn no^seldora dti some gusty day, 
*Stri^gliiTg and bold, and shining from 
the west 

With inconi^tant and uumcllowcd 
light ; • 

She was a sc^t attendant cloud, that hung 
^ if with ^sh to veil the restless orb ; 
l^om which it did itself imbibe a ray 
Of pleasing lustre, — But no more of this ; 
I better love to sprinkle on the sod 
That now divides the pair, or rather say 
That still unites them, praises, like 
. heaven’s dew, 

■ Without rcbtirve descending upon both. 

Our very first in eminence of years 
This old Man stood, the patriarch of the 
Vale ! 

And, to his unmolested mansion, death 
Had never ctimc, through space of forty 
, years ; 

Spormg both old and young in that 
. : ' abode. 

^!^uddenly then they disappeared : not 
twice 

Had summer scorched the figlds ; not 
. twice had fallen, 

On those high peaks, the first autumnal 
* snow, • 

•Before the greedy visiting was closed,* 
An <4 the long-privileged house left empty 
— SNtept* . 

As by a plaice. Yet no rapacious plague 
Had been among them ; ajl was gentle 
death, • 

One after one, with intervals of peace. 
A happy consummation ! an accord 
Sweet, perfect, to be wished for I save 
that here 


Was something which to mortal sense 
might sound 

Like harshness, — that the old grey-headed 
Sire, 

The oldest, he was taken last, survived 
When the meek Partner of his age, his 
Son, ** 

H^s Daughter, an(!^ that late and high- 
^ prized gift, 

j His little smiling Grandchild, werp no 
I more. 

! * All gone, £^1 vanished ! he deprived 

I iind bare, 

j * How will he face the remnant of his life? 
1 ‘ WITat will become of him ? ’ we said, 
I and mused 

j ^ sad conjectures — ‘ Shall we meet him 
! now 

J ‘ Haunting w'ith rod and line the craggy 
j brooks ? 

; ‘ Or shall we overhear him, as we pass, 

! ‘ Striving to entertain the lonely hours 
* With music ? ’ (for he had not ceased 
‘ to touch 

; The harp or viol which himself had 
framed, 

For their sweet purposes, with perfect 
skill.) 

‘ What titles will he keep ? will he re- 
main 

, ‘ Musician, gardener, builder, mechanist, 
‘ .A planter, and a rearer from the seed ? 

‘ A mail of hope and forward-looking 
mind # 

• * Even to the last ! ’ — Such was he, uu- 
j subdued. 

I But Heaven w'as gracious ; yet a little 
I while, 

•' And this Survivor, with his’ cheerful 
I timing 

, Of open projects, and his> inward hoard 

* Of unsunned griefs, too many and too 

I keen. 

Was o\'ercome by unexpected sleep. 
'*[11 0110 blest inoiiicnt. Like a shadow 
throw'll 

Softlv and lightly from a passing cloud. 
Death fell upon him, while reclined he 
lay 

For noontide solace on the summer 
grass. 

The warm lap of his mother earth : and 
p so, 

Their lenient term of separation past. 
That family (whose graves you there be- 
hold) 

By yet a higher privilege once more 
Were gathered to each other.” 

Cahn of mind 
And silence waited on these closing words ; 
Until the Wanderer (wbetber moved by 
fear 
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Lest in. those passages of life wSre some A labourer, with moral virtue girL 
That might have touched the sick heart With spiritual graces, like a glory, 
of his Friend crovflaed, ^ 

Too nearly, or intent to reinforce • • » 

His own firm spirit in degree deprest ** Doubt can b^ none," the Pastor sai4i 
By tender soijrow for our mortal state) for w'hom • 

Thus silence broke : — "Behold a thought- This portraiture is sketched. The great, 
less Man t. «. the good^* 

From vice and premature decay pre-|The well-beloved, the fortunate, the 
cerved « * • wise, — , « 

By useful habits, to a fitter soil These titles emperors and chierahhave 

Transplanted ere too late. — The hermiU borne, ^ ^ 

lodged ■ Honour assumed or given i and him, the 

Aipid the untrodden desert, tellS his Wonderful, 

beads, « Our simple shepherds, speaking from the 

With each repeating its allotted prayer ^ * heart, 

^nd thus divides and thus r(‘hcvcs the Deservedly have styled. — From his 
time ; ‘ » abode * • 

Smooth task, with his comiiared, whose In a dependent chapelr^ thaf lies 

mind could string, . Behind yon hill, a poor and rugged wild. 

Not scantily, bright rninutf's on the Which in his soul he lovjlp^ly embraced, 

thread And, having aap^tSs^, would' nef«!y. 

Of keen domestic anguish : and beguile quit ; 

A solitude, unchosen, unprofessed ; Into its graveyard v^ill erelong be borne 

Till gentlest death released him. That lowly, <;rcat, good Man« ^ si^le, 

h'ar from us stone • 

Be the desire — too curiously to ask May Cfiver him : and by Its help, per- 
How much of this is but the blind result chance, ' i • 

Of cordial spii'its and vital temperament, A century shall hear his iiain^ pro- 
And what to higher powers is justly due. nounced, ^ 

But you, Sir, know that in a neighbour- With images attendant on the .sound , 
ing vale Then, shall the slowly-gathering twilight 

A Priest abides before whose life such close 

doubts In utter night ; and of his course remain 

Fall fo the ground ; whose gifts of nature No cognizable vestige.s, no more 

lie Than of this breath, which shapes itself 

Retired from notice, lo.st in attributes in words , 

Of reason, honourably effaced by debts To speak of him, and instantly dissolves." 
Which her poor treasure-house is content 

to owe, The Pastor pressed by thoughts which 

And conquests over her dominion gained, round his theme 
To which her frowardness must needs Still linger’d, after a brief pause, resumed; 

submit. ** Noise is there not enough in doleful 

In this one Man Is sho^/^^l a tempcrarce — war, * * 

proof • But that the heaven-bom poet «tmust f 

Against all trials ; industry severe stand forth, 

And constant as the motion of the day ; And lend the echoes of his sacred shells 
Stern self-denial round him spread, with To multiply and aggravate the din ? 

shade Pangs are there not enough in hopeless 

That might be deemed foi bidding, did love-*- 

not there And, in requited passitm, all too much A 

All generous feelyigs flourish and rejoice ; Of turbulence, anxiety, and fear — v 

Forbearance, charity in deed and thought, l^t that the minstrel of tne fural sha^ 
And resolution competent to take a Must tune his insidfously to 
Out of the bosom of simplicity The perturbation fli the suJSerma. breast. 

All that her holy customs recommend. And propagate Its kind,* far«£«^e may ? 
And the best ages of the world prescribe. — Ah who (and with such r^ptuTO 
' — Preachingt administering, in every befits • ^ 

Work The hallowed theme) will rise aud cele- 

Qx hjs sublime vocation, in the walks brate 

Oi worldly intercourse between man and The good mau’s purposes aud 4®^ 5 
^'^jnan, retrace 

. ^ his humble dwelling, he appears His struggles, his discomfitures dcplpr®» 
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Hift triuidphs h^. and glorify his end ; 
That virtue, like the fumetf and vapoury 
cloudA t * 

Through 'fancy’s heat fcdot^ding in the 
* fatahi. 

And like the soft infcctigjfis of the hc^t. 
By charm of measured words may spread 
o’er field, « 

Hamlet, and town ; and pAty survive 
Upo^a^fse lips of men in hall or bower i 
l^t for reproof, Isut digh and warm 
delight, . • 

^nd grave encpuragelhcnt, by song in- 
spired ? • 

— Vain thought 1 but wherefore murmur 
or repine ? ^ 

The memory of the just survives iii 
heaven : r> * » . 

And, withemt sorrow, will the ground 
receive 

That venerable clay. Meanwhile ^le 
bes» ' t. , 

Of what lies herp confines us to degrees 
In excellency ]^ss difficult to reach, 
^nd^ildgr jvorth : fior acc^ wc travel 

Froof those to whom our last regards were 

For suc^ example. ^ 

* ^ Almost at the root 

Oftthat tall pine, the shadow of whose 
bue 

And slender stem, while here I cit at 
eve. 

Oft stretches toward me, like a long 
straight path 

•Traced faintly in the greensward ; there, 
beneath * 

A plain blue stone, a gentle Dalesman 
lies, 

From whom, in early childhood, was with- 
drawn 

The precious gift of hearing. He grew 

up • • 

^rom year to year in loneliness of soul ; 
tnis deep moUntain-valley W'as to 

ss, wAh all its streams. The 
bird of dawn 

pid never rousC this Cottager fi»m sleep 
With siartlinji smtithons ; not for his 
. delight 

The vernal eudSbo shouted ; not for hinr | 
Murmured the • labouring bee. Wheirj 
s4or^ winds * 

. Where Woljf the broad bosom of the 
lake 

Into a thousand thousand sparkling 

waves. • 

Rbcking the trees, or driving cloud on 
cloud 

Akmg the sharp edge of yon lofty crags. 
The agitated scene befolit eye 


Was silent as a picture : evermore 
Were all things silent, wheresoe’er he 
moved. 

Yet, by the solace of bis oWn piire 
thoughts 

Upheld, he duteously pursued the round 
Of rural labours ; the steC^ mountain- 
^ side 4 

Ascended, with his staff and faithful dog ; 
The plbugh he? guidQ4> ^^^^d the scythojhe 
sw'ayed ; 

Aud the ripe corn before his sickle fell 
Among the jocuiid reapers. For himself. 
All watchful and industrious as he was, 
He wTought not : neither field nor flock 
hie owned : 

No wish for w(?aUh had place within his 
• mind ; 

Nor husband’s love, nor father’s hope or 
care. . 

Though born a younger brother, need 
was none 

Til at from the floor of his paternal home 
lie should depart, to plant himself anew. 
And when, mature In manhood, he beheld 
His parent ; laid in earth, no loss ensued 
Of rights to him ; but he remained well 
i plea.'.cd, 

By the pure bond of independent love. 
An iiim.itc of a second family : 

The fclK)w-laboiirer and friend of him 
To whom the smalt inheritance had fallen. 
— Nor deem that liis mild presence was 
a weight 

That pressed upon his brother’s house ; 
for books 

Were ready comrades whom he could 
not tire : 

Of whose society the blameless Man 
Was never satiate. Their familiar voice, 
Even to old age, with unabated charm 
Beguiled his leisure hours ; refreshed his 
thoughts ; 

Bf.yond its natural elevation raised 
His introverted spirit ; and bestowed 
Upon his life an outward dignity 
Which all acknowledged. The dark win- 
ter night. 

The stormy day, each had its own re- 
source ; 

Song of the muses, sage historic tale. 
Science severe, or word oi holy \Vrit 
.Enouncing immortality and joy 
To the assembled spirits of just men 
Made perfect, and from injury secure. 

— ^Thus soothed at home, thus busy in 
the held. 

To no perverse suspicion he gave way. 
No languor, peevishness, nor vain cam- 
plaint : 

And they, who were about him, did dot 
fail . . 
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In reverence, or in courtesy ; tfcey prized 
His gentle manners : and his peaceful 
smiles. 

The gleams of his slow-varying counten- 
ance. 

Were met with answering sympathy and 
love. « 

At length, when*sixty years and *jnv|* 
were told, • 

A .slow disease insensibly consumed 
The powers of nature : and a few shqrt 
steps ^ 

Of friends and kindred bore him fnm his 
home 

(Yon cottage shaded by the woodvtrags)* 
To the profounder stillness of the grave. 
— Nor was his funeral denied the grace 
Of many tears, virtuods and thoughtful 
grief ; 

Heart-sorrow rendered sweet by grati- 
tude. 

And now that monumental stone pre- 
serves 

His name, and unambitiously relates 
How long, and by what kindly outward 
aids. 

And in what pure contentedness of mind. 
The sad privation was by him endured. 
— And yon tall pine-tree, w’hose com- 
posing sound 

Was wasted on the good Man’s living 
ear, 

Hath now its own peculiar sanctity ; 
And, at the touch of every wandering 
breeze. 

Murmurs, not idly, o’er his peaceful grave. 

Soul-cheering Light, most bountiful of I 
things ! 

Guide of our way, mysterious comforter I 
Whose sacred influence, spread through 
earth and heaven. 

We all too thanklessly participate, 

Thy gifts were utterly withheld from 
him • 

Whose place of rest is near yon ivied 
porch. 

Yet, of the wild brooks ask if he com- 
plained ; 

Ask of the channelled rivers if they held 
A safer, easier, more determined, course. 
What terror doth it strike into the mind 
To think of one, blind and alone, ad vann- 
ing 

Straight toward some precipice’s airy 
brink ! 

But, timely warned, He would have stayed 
his steps. 

Protected, say enlightened, by his ear ; 
And on the very edge of vacancy 
^ Not more endangered than a man whose 
eye 


Beholds the gulf beneath.— No floweret 
blooms I 

Throughautt' the . lofty range of these 
f ough IJills, 

Nor ill the woods, that could from ^m 
conceal \ 

Its birth-place'; none whose figure did 
ifot live , 

Upon his toi^h. The bowels of the earth 
J£nriched with knowledge his in(jkl|g|^ious 
mind ; ■ ^ 

The ocean paid him tribute, from the 
stores , w ^ 

Lodgctl in hes bosom ; *and, b^' science 
led. 

His genius mounted to the plains of 

• heaven. 

— MethinkSfl see him—how his eye-balls 

• rolled, * 1 • € 

BcMicath his ample brow, in dafkness 

^ paired, — 

But each iusjinci ^^ tJp^irit ; «and the 
frame‘ ' * ■ 

Of the whole counterfance alive with 
thought, * ' 

Fancy, anti understanding*; •‘while thfc 
voice * ' 

Discoursed of natural or moral truth 
With eloquence, ar.cf 'such ahthentic 
power, • 

That, in his presence, humRer knowledge 
stood * 

Abashed, and tender pity overawM.” 

“ A noble — and, to unreflecting minds, 

A marvellous spectacle,” the Wanderer 
said, 

” Beings like these present •. Bftt proof 
abounds 

Upon the earth that faculties, which 
seem 

Extinguished, do not, therefore, cease to 
be. 

And to the mind tamong; her powers of 
sense 

This transfer is permitted, — nol* alone* 
That the bereft their recompense may 
win ; I • 

But for remoter purposes of love 
And ch^ity ; nor last nor least for this, 
That to The imagination may be given . 

A type and shadow of an awful truth ; 
How, likewise, under siiflerence divine, 
f^arkness is banished from the realtQtf 
of death, * 

By man's imperishable syiri^jf^uelied. 
Unto the men who see nof% we see 
Futurity w^s thought, in ancient times; 
To be laid open, and they jirophesied. 
And know we not that from the blind 
have flowed 

The highest, holiest, rai>tures of the lyre ; 
And wisdom married to immortgl verse ?” 
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Among the humbler Worthies, at our 
feet j » 

Lying insensible to human 
Love, or fegret, — ttrAoss4ineameiits xi^uld 
next 

Have been portrayed, I ^ucss not ; but 
it chanced '* 

That, near the quiet churqfi-yard ivhere 
we sate, < 

^ horses, with a ponderous freight^ 

Pressing behind, adown % rugged slope. 
Whose sharp descent confounded t'^eir 
J* array, • 

Came at that idbrnent, ringing noisily. 

“ Here,” said the Pastor,** do we inu^^e, 
ai^ mourn * 

The waste of death ; and la ! the giant 
* oak 7 ^ # 

Stretched on his bier — that massy timber 
wain ; 

Nor jail^o notify f^^Ian guides fne 

•• team.” • 

He was a^ic^sant of the lowest class : 
Sre^ockA ^ofusely round, his temples 
hung * 

In clustering curls, like ivv, which the 
bit«? 

Of win^r cannot thin ; the fresh air 
^ lodged • 

Wnhin his cheek, as light within a cloud ; 
And he returned our greeting with a 
smile. 

When he had passed, the Solitary spake ; 
*' A Man he seems of cheerful yesterdays 
And confident to-morrows ; with a face 
*Not world] yMniiided, for itf bears ten) 
much 

Of Nature's impress, — gaiety and health. 
Freedom and hope ; but keen, withal, 
and shrewd. 

His gestures note, — and hark ! his tones 
of voice ^ ^ 

Are all vivacious as his mien and looks.” 

t • 

^ The Pastor answered. ” You have read 
him well.f 

Year after year is added to his store 
With silent increase : sumn\ers, winters 
^ —past. 

Past or to cpme ; yea, boldly might 1 say, 
TeA summers ajgd ten winters of a space 
That lies beyon^ life's ordinary boundsf 
Upon his sprightly vigpur cannot fix 
The jin anxious mind, 

A pride or a fear to lose ; 

Possessedf like outskirts of ^ome large 
domain, » 

By any one more thought of than by 
him 

Who holds the land in fee, its careless 

lord 1 


Yet is th? I creature rational, endowed 
Witli foresight ; hears, too,- every sab- 
bath day. 

The Christian promise with attentive ear ; 
Nor will, I trust, the Majesty of Heaven 
Reject the incense offered up by him, 
Though of the kind whick beasts and 
birds present 

Irove or pasture ; 'cheerfulness of soul. 
From ^epidation and repining free. 

How many scriipui&us worshippers tall 
^ down 

I'pon their kneej, and daily homage pay 
Loss warthy, less religious even, than his ! 

This qualified respect, the old Man's 
due. 

Is paid without reluctance : but in truth,” 
(Said the good Vicar with a fond half- 
smile) 

** I feel at times a motion of despite 
Towards one, wJiose bold contrivances 
and skill. 

As you have seen, bear such conspicuous 
part 

111 woiks of havoc; taking from these 
vales, 

One after one, their proudest ornaments. 
Full oft his doings leave me to deplore 
Tall ash-tree, sown by winds, by vapours 
nursed. 

In the dry crannies of the pendent rocks ; 
Light birch, aloft upon the horizon’s edge, 
A veil of glory for the ascending moon ; 
And oak whose routs by noontide dew 
were damped. 

And on whose forehead inaccessible 
The raven lodged in safety. — Many a 
ship 

Launched into Morecamb-bay, to htm 
hath owed 

Her strong knee-timbers, and the mast 
that bears 

The loftiest of her pendants ; He, from 
X^ark 

Ot forest, fetched the enormous axle-tree 
That whirls (how slow itself !) ten thou- 
sand sx>indlcs : 

And the vast engine labouring in the 
mine. 

Content with meaner prowess, must have 
lacked 

The trunk and body of* its marvellous 
strength, 

IT his undaunted enterprise had failed 
Among the mountain coves. 

Yon household fir, 
A guardian planted to fence off the blast. 
But towering high the roof above, as if 
Its humble destination were forgot — 
That sycamore, which annually holds 
Within its shade, as in a stately tent 
On all sides open to the fannin|( breeze. 
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A giFa^e asSisttiblagef seated <while they 
aheat 

The fleece-encumbered flock — the Joy- 
f i7t Elm, 

Around Virhose trunk the maidens dance 
in May-=" 

And the Loud's Oak — would plead their 
several rights,. 

In vain, if he were master of their fate ; 
His sentence to the axe would doom 
them all. 

But, green in age and lusty as he is. 

And promising to keep his hold on earth 
Less, as might seem, in rivalshl^) with 
men 

Than with the forest’s more cirduring* 
growth, 

His own appointed hcuir will come' at 
last ; 

And, like the haughty Spoilers of the 
wc^ld. 

This keen Destroyer, in his turn, must 
fall. 

Now from the living pass wc once again : 
From Age,” the Priest continued, ” turn 
your thoughts : 

From Age, that often iinlamented drops, 
^ And mark that daisied hillock, three spans 
long ! 

— Seven lusty Sons sate daily round the 
board 

Of Gold-rill side ; and, when the hope 
had ceased 

Of other progeny, a Daughter then 
Was given, the crowning bount 3 ' of the 
whole ; 

And so acknowledged with a tremulous 
joy 

Felt to the centre of that heavenly calm 
With which by nature every mother’s 
soul 

Is stricken in Lne moment when her throes 
Are ended, and her ears have heard the 
cry , 

Which tells her that a living child is born ; 
And she lies conscious, in a blissful rest. 
That the dread storm is weathered by 
them both. 

The Father — ^him at this unlooked- 
for gift 

A bolder traiftport Seizes. From the 
side c 

Of his bright hearth, and from his open 
door. 

Day after day the gladness is diffused 
To all that come, almost to all that pass ; 
Invited, summoned, to partake the cheer 
Spread on the never-empty board, and 
drink 

Health and good wishes to his new-born 
girl, 


From cups replenished by bis joyous 
■ hand. ^ ' 

— Thosier s^Ven fair brothers vanoUily 
‘'Were moved < ' 

Each by the thoughts best suited to his 
, years t 

But most of all and with most thankful 
mind 

TheTioary'grandsire felt himself enriched ; 
'A happiness that ebbed nolifMb^t re- 
mained % 

To'hll the total measure of his soul ! 

— From the Ic jv lenemert, his Own abode. 
Whither, as a little private cell, . 

He had withdrawn from bustle, care, 
noise, 

To spend the sabbath of old age in peace. 
Once everyday he dfiteomdgr repaired 
To rock the cradle ^.f the slumbering 
babe : 

F )r ill that female inf.aut’s name he 
heard *• “ ■* 

The silent name of his departed wife ; ' 
Heart -stirring music ! hour^ heard that 
name ; 

Full blest Ke was, * Another Margaret 
Green,’ 

Oft did he sav, ' wa;^ rome to Gold-rill 
side.' ' ^ 

Oh ! pang unthought as the $Te- 
ciiuis boon 

Itself had been unlooked-for ; oh ! dire 
stroke 

Of desolating anguish for them all 1 
— Just as the Child could tottCr on the 
floor. 

And, by some friendly Anger’s help up- 
stayed, 

Range round the garden walk, while she 
perchance 

Was catching at some novelty of Springs 
Ground-flower, or glossy insect from' its 
cell • »- 

Drawn by the sunshine — at that {Lopeful 
season 

The winds of March, smiting insidiously. 
Raised in the tender {iassage of the 
throat 

Viewless obstruction ; whence, all Uti- 
forewarned, * 

The household lost their pride and soul's 
delight. 

^But time hath power-to soften all id- 
grets, * • 

And and ihough’t^'^* bring t6 

worst distress 

Due resignation. Therefore, though 
some tears * 

Fail not to spring from either Farent^S 
eye 

Oft as they hear of sorrow like their own. 
Yet this departed lattle-one, tbb kmg 
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The innocent troubler of * their quiet, 
sleeps J . • 

In called* a jpeaQ^ful 

• 

On a bright day — so cSlm and briglft, 
it seemed . 

To us, with our sad spiriti, heavenly- 

These mountains echoed an unknown 
- sound ; j. 

volley, thrice repeated Jp’er the Corse 
Let clown into Ae hollow pf that grave. 
Whose shelving sides ore red with iiakecl 
mould. 

Ye raijiiS of April, duly wet this earth ? 
Spare, burnipg sun of midsummer, these 
» sods, ■ # * • • 

That tfiey may knit together, and there- 
with ^ 

Oqr <Jioi»ghts kinfljfd quietness ! 

Nor so the Valley shah* fOfget fler loss. 
Dear Youth^bv young and old alike be- 
J[oved. ® * 

To mb as precious as my ow^i ! — Green 
Mfcrbs ^ 

May creep (I wi^i Jthat they would softly 
crc^>) • 

Over lh|^ last abode, and wc may pass 
Repiinded lc<^? imperiously of thee ; — 
The ridge itself may sink into the breast 
Of earth, the great abyss, and be no more ; 
Yet shall not thy remembrance leave our 
hearts, 

Thy image disappear ! 

. The Mouiitaiu-ash 

No eye can overlook, when ’mid a grove 
Of yet unfaded trees she lifts her head 
Decked with autumnal berries, that out - 1 
shine j 

Spring's richest blossoms ; and ye may 
have marked. 

By a brook -sid« or solitary tarn, 

^ow she her station doth adorn : the 
^ pdbl 

<^lows at her feet, and all the gloomy rocks 
Are brightened round her. In his native 
vale 

Such and so glorious did this Yputh ap- 
• pear ; • 

A .sight that kindled pleasure in all 
hearts o 

By his ingenuous beauty, by the gloairf 
0| hi&fair eyes, by his capacious brow. 

By all tftV6E®ces with which nature's 
hand^ 

^ad lavishly arrayed him. old bards 
Te^ in their idle wngs of wandering gods. 
Pan or Apollo, veiled In human form ; 
Vet, like the sweet -breathed violet of the 

Discove^ in th^ own despite to sense 
Of mortals (if such fables without blame 


May find cliance-mention on this sacred 
ground) 

So, through a simple rustic garb's dis- 
guise. 

And through the impediment of rural 
cares, » 

In'him revealed a scholar’s genius shone ; 
Aiid*so, not wholly ftidden from men’s 

In him the sjurit of 9 hero walked ' 
Oi|r unpretending valley.— How the 
quoit 

Whizzed from tlrfc Stripling’s !\rm ! If 
touched by him. 

The iivglorious foot -ball mounted to the 
pitch 

Of .the lark’s flight, — or shaped a rainbow 
curve, ' 

Aloft, in prospect of the shouting field ! 
The indefatigable fox had learned 
T(» dread his perseverance in the chase. 
With admiration would he lift his eyes 
To the wide-ruling eagle, and his haiid 
W as loth to assault the majesty he loved i 
Else had the strongest fastnesses proved 
weak 

To guard the roval brood. The sailing 
gload. 

The wheeling swallow, and the darting 
snipe. 

The sportive sea-gull dancing with the 
waves, 

And Ciiutioiis w'alcr-fowl, from distant 
dimes. 

Fixed at their .scat, the centre of the 
Mere, 

Were subject to young Oswald’s steady 
aim. 

And lived by his forbearance. 

From the coast 
Of France a boastful Tyrant hurled his 
threats ; 

Our Country marked the preparation vast 
Of hostile forces ; and she called — with 
• voice 

That filled her plains, that reached her 
utmost shores. 

And in remotest vales was heard — to 
arnts ! 

— Then, for the first time, here you might 
have seen 

The shepherd’s grey to martial scarlet 
. changed. 

That flashed uncouthly through the 
woods and fields. 

Ten hardy Striplings, all in bright attire. 
And graced with shining weapons, weekly 
marched. 

From this lone valley, to a central spot 
Where, in assemblage with the flower and 
choice 

Of the surrotmding district, they might 
learn 
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The '’rudiments of war ; tdh — hardy, 
strong, 

And valiant ; but yoimg Oswald, like a 
chief 

And yet a modest comrade, led them 
forth 

From their 'shy solitude, to face the 
world, • • 

With a gay confidence and seemly pride^ ; 
Measuring the soil beneath their happy 
* feet 

Like Youths released from labour, aiid 
yet bound 

To most laborious service, though to them 
A festival of unencumbered ease 
The inner spirit keeping holiday, ' 

Like vernal ground to sabbath sunshine 
left. 

Oft have I marked him, at some 
leisure hour, 

Stretched on the grass, or seated in the 
shade. 

Among his fellows, while an ample map 
Before their eyes lay carefully outspread, 
From which the gallant teacher would 
discourse. 

Now pointing this way, and now that. — 
‘ Here flows,’ 

Thus would he say, ‘ The Rhine, that 
famous stream ! 

* Eastward, the Danube toward this 

inland sea, 

* A mightier river, winds from realm to 

realm ; 

* And, like a serpent, shows his glittering 

back 

‘ Bespotted — with iiiiiuiiierable isles : 

‘ Here reigns the Russian, there the Turk ; 
observe 

‘ His capital city ! * Thence, along a 
tract 

Of livelier interest to his hopes and fears. 
His finger moved, distinguishing t’lc spots 
Where wide-spread conflict then moel 
fiercely raged ; 

Nor left unstigmatized those fatal fields 
On which the sons of mighty Germany 
Were taught a base subiiiission. — ‘ Here 
beliold 

‘ A nobler race, the Switzers, and their 
land, 

* Vales deeper fllr than these of ours, huge 

woods, * 

* And mountains white with everlasting 

snow ! * 

> — And, surely, he, that spake with kind- 
) ling brow. 

Was a true patriot, hopeful as the best 
) Ot that young peasantry, who, in our 
*. days, 

■ Have fought and perished for Helvetia's 
\ rights — 


Ah, not in vain ! — or those who, in old 
time, r ' 

For wofk of happier issu^, to the side 
Of T'ell eame trooping from a thousand 
huts. 

When he had/isen alone I No braver 
Youth 

Descended f^^m Judean heights, to march 
With righteous Joshua ; nor app eared 
'' in arms , fl|“' * 

When grove was felled, and Mar was 
' cast down. . W . 

And Gideon blew the trumpet, soul-in- 
flamed, 

And strong in hatred of idolatry.” 

The Pastor, even as if by th^e last 
I words , 

Raised from his seat i^ithiii the phosen ' 
shade, 

M6ved toward the gray©,'; — instinctively 
his stops?* ‘•r- 

We followed ; and my voice with joy 
exclaimed : , ** *> 

” Power tii» the Oppressors- of? the^v.orld 
is given, ■ . 

A miglit of which thev dream not. Oh ! 

the curse, ’’ 

'I'o be thf‘ awakener of divinest thoughts, 
Father and founder of ex^Hed deeds ; 
And, to whole nations bound in serVile 
straits, 

The liberal donor of cai:>acities 
More than heroic ! this to be, nor yet 
Have sense of one connatural wish, nor 
yet 

Deserve the least return of hiiman thanks ; 
Winning no recompense but deadly hate 
With pity mixed, astonishment with ^ 
scorn ! ” 

When this involuntary strain had 
ceased. 

The Pastor said : “So Providence is 
served ; 

The forked weapon of the skies can send 
Illumination into deep, dark holds. 
Which the mild sunbeam Hath not power 
to pierce. 

Ye Throiics that have defied remorse, and 
cast ' 

Pity away, soon shall ve quake w^.th 
, fear / 

For, not unconscious of the mighty debt 
Which to outrageous wrong t^^ sufferer 
owes, * 

Europe, through all her habitable bounds^ 
Is thirsting! for their overthrow, who yet 
Survive, as pagan tem^kles stood of yore. 
By horror of their impious rites, pre* 
served ; 

Are still permitted to extend their pride, 
Like cedars on the top of Lebanon 
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Darkening the sun. , 

But less impfhticnt thoughts; 
And love * all hoping anweifp^cting all,* 
This hallowed grave dcmdndsf where 
' rests in peace • 

A humble champion df- the better cause ; 
A Peasant-youth, so call him^ for he 
asked 

No tiigher name ; in whom our country 
• '”'^owed, • * 

As in a favourite son, most beautiful. | 
In spite of vice, ant^ ni*sery, and disease, 
Spread with the spreading of her wealthy ' 
arts, 

England, the ancient and the free, ap- 
peared • » 

In him to stand before rny swinmiing 
eye'j, * ■ • • 

Uiyoiiquerably virtuous and secure. 

— No more of this, lest 1 oifciid his dust : 
Shor^ was hir li^e, and a brief talc reitiains. 

One day — c* summer’s day of annual 
poni^ • • 

s(#leifin chase — from aiorii to sultry 
f» noon • 

His steps had followed, fleetest of the 
fleet, • 

The •red-deer driven along its native 
^ heiglA^ 

^ith cry of hound and horn ; and, from 
that toil 

Returned w'ith sinews weakened and re- 
laxed. 

This generous Youth, too negligent of self. 
Plunged — ’mid a gay and busy throng 
convened 

To wash the fleeces of his Father’s flock— 
Into the chilling flood. Convulsions dire 
Seized him, that self-same night ; and 
through tl>e s])ace 

Of twelve ensuing days his fame was 
.wrenched, 

Till nature Fested ff'oin her work in death. 
Toahim, thus snatched away, his com* 
rades paid 

‘ A soldier’s^onours. At his funeral hour 
" Bright was the sun, the sky a cloudless 
blue — 

A golden lustre^slept upon the hills ; 

And if by chance a stranger, wandering 
• there, * 

From some commanding eminence 

looked * • 

Dbwik^n ^is^spot* well pleased would 
he^hdwe seen . 

A glittering spectacle ; but every face 
Was pallid : ^eldom hatlF that eye been 
moist 

'With tears, that wept not then ; nor were 
the few* 

Who from tlieir dwellings came not forth 


In thi<f sad service, less disturbed than 
we. 

They started at the tributary peal 
Of instantaneous thunder, which an- 
nounced. 

Through the .still air, thip closing of the 
Grave ; 

And distant mountains echoed with a 
sound 

Of mmentation, laevcr heard befor/ ! ” 

The Pastor ceased. — My venerable 
, Friend 

Victoriously uju-aised his clear bright 
• eye ; 

And, when that eulogy was ended, stood 
linrapt, as if his inward sense perceived 
The prolongation of some still response. 
Sent 1>v the ancient Soul of this wide land. 
The Spirit of its mountains and its seas. 
Its cities, temples, fields, its awful power. 
Its rights and virtues — by that Deity 
Descending, and support iiig his pure 
heart 

With patriotic c()iifidence and joy. 

And, at the last of those memorial words. 
The pining S(»lilary turned aside ; 
Whether through manly instinct to con- 
ceal 

Tender eim»tioris spreading from the 
hear-t 

To his w’orn cheek ; or with uneasy 
shame 

For those cold humours of habitual spleen 
That, fctiidly seeking m dispraise of man 
Solace and self-e.s.cusc, had sometimes 
urged 

To self- abuse a not ineloquent tongue. 

— Right toward the sacred Edifice his 
steps 

Had been directed ; and we saw him now 
Intent upon a inoimmciital stone. 

Whose uncouth form was grafted on the 
wall. 

Or rather seemed to have grown intb the 
side 

Of the rude pile ; as oft-times trunks of 
trees, 

Where nature works in w'ild and ci'aggy 
spots. 

Are seen incorporate with the li\ ingrock— 
To endure for aye. ,The Vicar, taking 
note 

Of his employment, with a courteous 
smile 

Exclaimed — 

“ The sagest Antiquarian’s eye 
That tasic would foil ; then, letting fall 
his voice 

While he advanced, thus spake : “ Tradi-' 
- tion tells 

That, in Eliza’s golden days, a Knight 
Came on a war-horse sumptuously attired, 
U W ' 
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And fiSed^his home in this sequestered Borne by yon flustering cottages, that 
vale.*' sprang . 

Tisleftluntold if here he first drew breath, From out the cuins of his Stately lodge 
Or as a stranger reached this deep reccsst These, ^nd" the name and title at tuB 
Unknowing and unknown. A pleasing length, — « « - 

thought . ^ir ^HUreb with appropriate 

I sometimes entertain, that haply bound words 

To Scotland's court in service of hi* Accompanied, rslill extant, in a wreath 
Queen, Or posy, girding round the several iromts 

Or sekt on mission to soenc northern Chief Of"^ three clear -sounding and harnflnibus 
Of England's realm, this vale he might bells, ^ 

have seen ‘ That in the steeplu hrng, his pious gift.” ^ 

With transient observation ; and thence " •• 


caught 

An image fair, which, brightening in.his 
soul 

When joy of war and pride of chivalry 
Languished beneath accumnlate<l years,' 
Had power to draw him from the world, 
resolved 

To make that paradise his chosen home 
To which his peaceful fancy oft had 
turned. 

Va^e thoughts are these ; but, if be- 
lief may rest 

Upon unwritten story fondly traced 
From sire to son, in this obscure retreat 
The Knight arrived, with spear and 
shield, and borne 

Upon a Charger gorgeously bedecked 
With broidered housings. And the lofty 
Steed — 

Ris sole companion, and his faithful 
friend, 

Whom he, in gratitude, let loose to range 
In fertile pastures — was beheld Avith eyes 
Of admiration and delightful awe, 

By those untravelled Dalesmen. With 
less pride, 

Yet free from touch of envious discontent. 
They saw a mansion at his bidding rise. 
Like a bright star, amid the lowly band 
Of their rude homesteads. Herr the 
Warrior dwelt ; 

And, in that mansion, children of his ow'n. 
Or kindred, gathered round him. As a 
tree 

That falls and disappears, the house is 
gone ; 

And, through improvidence or want of 
love 

For ancient worth and honourable things, 
The spear and shield are vanished, which 
the Knight 

Rung in his rustic hall. One ivied arch 
Mvselfh ave seen, a gateway, last remains 
Of that fpimdation in domestic care 
Raised bv fais hands. And now no trace 
is left 

df the mild-hearted Champion, save this 
stoxicp I 

Faithless memorial 1 and his family name ; 


” So fails, so languishes, groyrs dim, 
and dies," 

The grey-haired Wanderer pensively 
exclaimed, 

“ AK that this'world is pijpud of. From 
their spheres r 

The stars of human glory are cast down ; 
Perish the roses and th^orvers of kin^s. 
Princes, and^-Mfierirs^ and the crowns' 
and palms ' 

Of all the mighty, ;vithcrCd •and con- 
sumed ! f u f ^ 

Nor is power given to lowliest innoceiuce 
Long to jirotect her own. The man him- 
self , ' » « 

Departs ; and soon is spent the luic of 
those # ' 

Who, in the bodily image, in the mind, 

111 heart or soul, in station or pursuit. 
Did most resemble him. Degrees and 
r.^nks. 

Fraternities and orders — heaping high 
New wealth upon the burthen of the old. 
And placing trust in privilegecconfirmed 
And re-confirmed — are scoffed at with a 
smile 

Of greedy foretaste, from the secret stand 
Of Desolation, aimed : to slow decline 
These yield, and these to sudden over- 
throw : 

Their virtue, service, happiness, and state 
tHxpirc ; and nature’s pleasant robe of 
green, 

Humanity's appointed shroiyl, enwraps 
Their monuments and their memory. 
The vast Frame 

Of social nature change^ evermore 
Her organs and her members with decay 
Restless, and restless generation, powers^ 
Au^ functions dying and ^produced at 
^ need,: — 

And by this law the mig]itycWl^k sub- 
With an ascent and progress in the main ; 
Yet, oh ! ho^ dispropo^ioned to the ' 
hopes 

And expectations of self-flattering minds t 

The courteous Knight, whose bones are 
. here interred, 
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Xjved in an agfe conspicuous as our own Fitliesif allied to anger and revenge. 

For strife and ferment in. the minds of But Human-kind rejoices in the might 
nien ; * { * * Of mutability ; and airy hopes, 

Whrace alteration in the forms of things. Dancing around her, hinder and disturb 
Various wd vast. A ipemorable age ! Those meditations of the soul that feed 
Which did to him asagn a pcnsivoklot — The retrospective virtud% Festive songs 
To linger 'mid the last of those bright Break from the maddened nations at the 
clouds « sight • 

That, on the steady breeze of honour Of sudden overthrow ; and cold n^lect 
'■ fiiiled , •Is tne sure coiiscifuciice of slow dcc^ 

In long procession calm and beautiful. 

He who had seen Ws ^wn brighiT order' Fven,** said the Wanderer, “as that 
fade, • * courteous Knight, 

And its devotion gradually decline, Boifnd by his vow to labour for redress 

(While war, relinquishing the lance and ^'bo suffer wrong, and to enact 

shield, « • By sword and lance the law of gentleness. 

Her temper changed, and bowed to other , (If f "lay venture of myself to speak, 
laws) • • • • 'Trusting that not incongruously 1 blend 

Had als6 witifessed, in his morn of life. Low things with lofty) I too shall be 
That violent commotion, which o’er- doomed 

threw, r • To outlive the kindly use and fair esteem 

Ift t<5wn and rrly rr ’."^'Oi^^iestcI•ed glen. Of the poor calling which my youth em- 
Altar, and cnoss, and church of solemn braced 

rooff ^ rt With no unworthy prospect. But enough; 

And oW scligious house — ^ile after pile ; — ^Thoughts crowd upon me— and *twere 
■ shook their tenants out into the seemlier now 

fields. To stop, and yield our gracious Teacher 

Liktewild baajt^ without home ! Their thanks . 

jiour was come ; For the pathetic records w’hich his voice 

But why no softening thought of grati- Hath here delivered ; words of heartfelt 
♦ tude, truth, 

No just remembrance, scruple, or wise Tending to patience when affliction 
doubt ? strikes ; 

Benevolence is mild ; nor borrows help. To hope and love ; to confident repose 
Save at worst ueed, from bold imoetuous In God ; and reverence for the dust of 
force, Man.” 
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THE PARSONAGE 
• AR^IMENT 

Pastor’s apology and apprehensions that h» 
might have detained his Auditors too long, 
with the Pastor’s invitation to his house — 
Solitary disinclined to comply — rallies the 
Wanderer — and playfully draws a comparison 
between his itinerant professiop and that of 
the Knight-errant — which leads to Wanderer’s 
■ givix^ an account of changes in the Country 
• from the manufacturing spirit — Favourable 
effects — other side of the picture, ^nd 
chiefly as it iias affected the humbler classes 
j-Wanderer asserts « the hollowness of all 
natifful nandmir if unsupported by moral 
worth—ifflysical science unable to support 
itself — Lamentations over an excess of manu- 
facturi^ industry among thfl humbler Classes 
of Society — Plbture of a Child employed in a 
Cotton^nuU— Ignorance and degradation of 
^lldren among the agricultural Population 
reviewed — Conversation broken off by a re- 
newed Invitation from the Pastor — Path 
lining to. hl9 Its appearance des- 


cribed — His Daughter — rfis Wife — His Son 
(a Boy) enters with his Companion — Tbeir 
happy appearance — the Wanderer how af- 
fected by the sight of them. 

The pensive Sceptic of the lonely vale 

To those acknowledgments subscribe 
his own, 

With a sedate compliance, which the 
Priest 

Failed not to notice,^ inly pleased, and 
said : — 

“ If ye, by whom invited I began 

These narratives of calm and humble life. 

Be satisfied, *tis well, — the end is gained ; 

And, in return for sympathy bestowed 

And patient listening, thanks accept from 
me. 

— Life, death, eternity ! momentous 
themes 

Are they — and might demand a seraph^s 
tongue, 
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Were they not equal to their own support ; 
And therefore no incompetence of mine 
Could do them wrong. The universal 
forms 

Of human nature, in a spot like this, 
Present themselves at once to all men’s 
view : %. 

Ye yrished for act and circumstance, 
that make * 

TheMndividual known and understy.-.nd ; 
And ?Uch as my best jucQi^mcnt could select 
^ From what the place afforded, have been, 
given ; 

Though apprehensions crossed me «that 
my zeal 

To his might well he likened, who imklCks 
A cabinet steered with gems and pictures 
— draws 

His treasures forth, regard 

To this, and this, a?! worthier than the 
last. 

Till the spectator, who awhile was pleased 
More than the exhibitor himself, becomes 
Weary and faint, and longs to be released. 
— But let us hence ! ray dwelling is in 
sight. 

And there — ” 

At this the Solitary slinink 
With backward will ; but, wanting not 
address 

That inward motion to disguise, he said 
To his Compatriot, smiling as he spake ; 
— “ The peaceable remains of this good 
Knight 

Would be disturbed, I fear, wuth wrath- 
ful scorn. 

If consciousness could reach him where 
he lies 

That one, albeit of the,se degenerate 
times. 

Deploring changes past, or dreading 
change , 

Foreseen, had dared to couple, even in 
thought, 

The fine vocation of the sword and lance 
With the gross aims and body-bending 
toil 

Of a poor brotherhood who walk the 
earth 

Pitied, and, where they are not known, 
despised. 

Yet, by the goad Knight's leave, the 
two estates 

Are graced with some resemblance. 
Errant those, 

Exiles and wanderers — and the like are 
these ; 

Who, with their burthen, traverse hill 
and dale, 

. Carrying relief for nature’s simple wants. 
^What though no higher recompense 
be sought 


Than honest maintenance, by irksomb 
toil c 

Full oft procured, yet may they claim ' 
reject. 

Among the intelligent, for what this 
course 

EnaljtJes them to 'Be and to perform. 

Their trfrdy stens give leisure to observe, 
3VhiIe solitude *j>crrnits the mind to feel ; 
In;ptriicts, and prompts her to MVPlyv 
defects ® ^ 

Bv the division of her inward self ^ 

For grateful convrrst' : and^to these poor 
men « 

Nature (I but repeat your favourite 
, boast ) 

Is biSuntifiil — go wheresoe’er they may : 
Hind nature’s, various wealth is all their 
‘own. •- ^ , 

Versed in the characters of men ; hnd 
]j'oiind, 

Bv ties of da^i|i.» 4 gjg|^est<^fr maintain « 
Conciliatory manners and smooth speech ; 
Such Jiave been, and stift in their 
degree, ^ 

Examples efficacious to refine f 

Kude intercourse apt agents to expe¥. 

By importation of imlooke^ for artg. 
Barbarian torpor, and^^jiind prejudice ; 
Raising, through just gradation, sdvage 
life • ' 

To rustic, and the rustic to urbane. 

— ^Within their moving magazines is 
lodged 

Power that comes forth to quicken and 
exalt 

Affections seated in the mother’s breast. 
And in the lover’s fancy ; aftd to feed 
The sober sympathies of long-tried friends. 
— By these Itinerants, as experienced 
men. 

Counsel is given ; contention they ap- 
pease 

With gentle language ^ in remotest wilds. 
Tears wipe away, and pleasant tidings < 
• bring ; * 

Could the proud quest of chivalry do 
more ? ” » 

“ Happy,*’ rejoined the Wanderer, 

“ they who gain » 

A panegyric from your generous tongue I 
But, if to these Wayfarers oifce pertained^ 
Aufht of romantic interest,»it is gone. 
Their purer service, in this realm at lea^, : 
Is past for ever. — Arv inventive Agjfe 
Has wrought, if not with sp^edToTinagic, 
yet , 

To most strange issues. *1 have lived 
to mark 

A new and unforeseen creation rise 
From out the labours of a peaceful Land 
Wielding her potent enginery to frame 
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And to produce, ivith ^petite as keen 
' As that ox war, which rdsts not night or 
day, • \ • 

industrious to destroy ! With fruitless 
pains ^ 

Might one like me visit many a 
tract 

Which, in his youth, h^^trod, and trod 
again, • 

• A pedestrian wit)^ a scanty freight, 
Wished-for, or welcome, w^heresoe'er he 

came — # ** 

Among the tenantry ofc thorpe and vill ; 
Or straggling burgh, of ancient charter 
proud. 

And dignified by battlements and tqwers 
Of some stern (^stle, mouldering on tlie 
brow • * • • 

Of a gredli hill^r bank of rugged stream. 
Th^ foot-path faintly marked, the horse- 
track-wi^d, • 

• Aftd ff)rmidable'ii7iig+^ vf plashy lane, 
(Prized avenyes ere others had been 

shaped* ^ 

. Or easier, links connecting place with 
place) • 

Have vanished — swallowed up by stately 
lipads « * 

Easy and bold, inat penetrate the gloom 
Of BritaiiCs farthest glens. The Earth 
• has lent 

Her waters. Air her breezes ; and the sail 
Of traffic glides with ceaseless intercourse. 
Glistening along the low and woody dale ; 
Or, in its progress, on the lofty side. 

Of some bare hill, with wonder kenned 
frcjm Jar. 

Meanwhile, at social Industry's com- 
mand, 

How quick, how vast an increase I From 
the germ 

Of some poor hamlet, rapidly produced 
Here a hug9 town, continuous and com- 
-pacU 

Hiding the face of earth for leagues — 
4 and there, 

^ Where not % habitation stood before. 
Abodes of men irregularly massed 
Like trees in forests, — spread through 
‘ spacious tracts. 

O'er which the smoke of unremitting fires 
Hangs petdlanent, and plentiful .as 
. wreaths • i 

Ofrapour glittering in the morning sun. 
Andp ^fii^r^'er the traveller turns his 
steps, ^ 

He sees the barren wilderness erased. 

Or disappearing ; triumph that proclaims 
How much the mild Directress of the 
plough 

Owes to alliance with these new-born 
. arts I 


— Hendb is the wide sea peopled, — henee . 
the shores 

Of Britain are resorted to by ships 
Freighted from every climate of the 
world 

With the world’s chqjccst produce. 
Hence that sum 

Q{ keels that resA within her crowded 
ports, ^ 

Or Ade at anchor in her sounds and fays ; 
That animating spectacle of sails 
•That, through her inland regions, to and 
fro • 

Pass with the respirations of the tide. 
Perpetual, multitudinous ! Finally, 
Hence a dread arm of floating power, a 
voice 

^f thunder daunting those who would 
approach 

With ha^^tilc purposes the blessed Isle, 
Truth's consecrated residence, the seat 
Impregnable of Liberty and Peace. 

And yet, O happy Pastor of a flock 
Faithfully watched, and, by that loving 
care 

And Heaven’s good providence, pre- 
served from taint ! 

With you I grieve, when on he darker 
side 

Of this great change I look ; and there 
behold 

Such outrage done to nature as compels 
The indignant pow^er to justify herself ; 
Yea, to avenge her violated rights, 

For Kngland^s bane. — When soothing 
darkness spreads 

O’er hill and vale,” the Wanderer thus 
expres'ied 

His recollections, “ and the punctual 
stars. 

While all things else are gathering to their 
homes. 

Advance, and in the firmament of heaven 
Glitter — but undisturbing, undisturbed ; 
As if their silent company were charged 
With peaceful admonitions for the heart 
Of all-beholding Man, earth’s thoughtful 
lord ; 

Then, in full many a region, once like this 
The assured domain of calm simplicity 
And pensive quiet, an unnatural light 
Prepared for never-resting Labour’s eyes [ 
Breaks from a many-windowed fabric 
huge ; 

And at the appointed hour a bell is heard. 
Of harsher import than the curfew-knoll 
That spake' the Norman ConqueroT’s 
stern behest — 

A local summons to unceasing toil ! 
Disgorged are now the ministers of day ; 
And, as they issue from the illumined 
pile, 
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A fresh bqjid meets them» at the crowded 
door — 

And in the courts — and where the rum- 
bling stream. 

That turns the multitude of dizzy wheels. 
Glares, like a tfoublcd spirit, in its bed 
Among the rocks below. Men, maidens. 

youths, • • 

Mo^ier and little children, boys^ and 
\tirls, • 

Enter, and each the wonted task resumes 
Within this temple, where is oflered up 
To Gain, the master idol t)f the reaim. 
Perpetual sacrifice', liven thus of old 
Our ancestors, within the still domain 
Ot vast cathedral or conventual church. 
Their vigils kept ; where tapers day and 
night 

On the dim altar burned continually. 

In token that the House was evermore 
Watching to God. Kchgious men were 
they ; 

Nor would their reason, tutored to aspire 
Above this transitory world, allow 
That there should pass a moment i>f the 
year. 

When in their land the Almighty’s service 
ceased. 

Triumph tvho will in these profaner 
rites 

Which we, a generation self-extolled, 

As zealously perform ! I cannot share 
HiS proud complacency : — yet do 1 exult. 
Casting reserve away, exult to see 
An intellectual mastery exercised 
O’er the blind elements ; a purpose given, 
A perseverance fed ; almost a soul 
Imparted — to brute matter. 1 rejoice. 
Measuring the force of those gigantic 
powers 

That, by the thinking mind, have been 
compelled 

To serve the will of feeble-bodied Man. 
For with the sense of admiration blends' 
The animating hope that time may come 
When, strengthened, yet not dazzled, by 
the might 

Of this dominion over nature gained, 
Men of all lands shall exercise the same 
In due proportion to their country’s need ; 
Learning, though«latc, that all true glory 
rests, , 

All praise, all safety, and all happiness. 
Upon the moral law. Egyptian Thebes, 
T^e, by the margin of the sounding 
waves. 

Palmyra, central in the desert, fell ; 
And the Arts died by which they had 
been raised. 

—Call Archimedes from his buried tomb 
Upon the grave of vanished Syracuse, 
And feelingly the Sage shal} ^ake rennrt 


How insecure, «how baseless ih itself, 

Is the Pl^ilpscmhy whose svay depends , 

On n^ere .material instruments ; — hofw 
weak 

Those arts, and 'high inventions, if un- 
‘ propped 

By virtue. — I^e, sighing with pensive 
grief, •* 

i^iid his cairn abstractions, woujA^^ii^ 
'rliat not the slcntler privilege is %eirs 
Tcj sgve themselves from blank forget-^ 
fulness!” ; % ■ ^ 

« 

When from the Wanderer’s lips these 
words had fallen, 

I saW, “ And, did in truth those vaunted 
Arts ^ 

Po^^ess shell privilege, c how ‘Could we * 
escape *■ 

Sadness and keen regret, we who revere. 
And would as^hfngs abevcialf 

price, * ^ 

The old domestic morals oLthc land, 

Her simple, mannofs, ana the stable 
worth ‘ ^ • 

That dignified an*d cheered a low estate ? 

Oh ! where is now the clmi^acter of jpeace, ■ 
Sobriety, and order, aftu chaste love. 

And honest dealing, and untainted ^eech. 
And pure good-will, and hosincable cheek; . 
That made the very thought of country- * 
life 

A thought of refuge, fur a mind detained 
Reluctantly amid the bustling crowd ? 
Where now the beauty of the sabbath 
kept 

With conscientious reverence? as a day 
By the almighty Lawgiver pronounced 
Holy and blest ? and where the winning 
grace 

Of all the lighter ornaments attached 
To time and season, ns the year rolled 
round ? ” • • 

“ Fled ! ” was the Wanderer’s paskion- * 
ate response, .. 

“ Fled utterly ! or only to be traced 
In a few fortunate retreats like this ; 
Which I Ijehold with trembling, when 1 
think • 

What lamentable change, a year-—^ 
month — • 

fMfty bring ; that brook converting as it. 

runs • ^ 

Into an instrument of dtadtvtofte 
For those, who, yet untenmteato forsake 
The simple occupations oi their sires, 

Drink the pure water of its innocent 
stream 

With lip almost as pure. — Domestic bliss ' 
(Or cali it comfort, by a humbler name,) 
How art thou bjighted for the poor M^'s 
heart I * , 
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Lo t in such neighbourhood, from morn 
to eve, m 

The habitations empty ! or pemhance 
The Mother left alone, — n^ hefpi^ hand 
To rock the cradle of her peevisn babe ; 
No daughters round iier, busy at the 
wheel, • 

Or in dispatch of each day's little growth 
Of household occupation*# no nice arts 
Of n(]edle-work ; no bustle at the lire, * 

• Whe^bnee the dirmerwvas prepared With 

pride ; . 

Nothing to speed t]»c jay, or cheer the 
mind ; • , 

Nothing to praise, to teach, or to com- 
mand ! 

• • 

THe Father, if perchance he still retain , 
His old rfimpl(^>tnents, gdt’s "to fieM or 
•wood. 

No longer led or followed by the §ons : 
Idlers^ pcrchAicf^ they were,— but ni his 

• sight; 

Breathing freSh air, and treading the 
greerf eflrth ; • 

• ’Tili tlMi* short holiday •of childhood 
® ceased, • 

Ne’er to return ! That birthright now is 

Iftst. • *• 

Economists will toll you that the State 
Thrives 1^ the forhiiture — unfeeling | 
thought, 

And false as monstrous ! Can the mother 
thrive 

By the destruction of her innocent sons 
*In whom a premature necessity 
Blocks out the forms of nature, precon- 
sumes* 

The reason, famishes the heart, shuts up 
The infant Being in itself, and makes 
Its very spring a season of decay I 
The lot is wretched, the condition sad. 
Whether a pining discontent survive. 

And thirst fur chaiieo : or habit hath sub- 
dued 

The* soul deprest, dejected — even to love* 

, Of her close tasks, and long captivity. 

• 

Oh, banish far such wisdom as con- 
demns ^ 

, A native Briton^to these inward chains. 
Fixed in his soul, so early and so deep ; 
Without hisown consent, or knowledge, 
fixed ! , " • • 

” He is a slave to who(p release comes not. 
Ana ovmob cegne. The boy, where'er 
he fCiAs, 

Is still a prisdner ; when Jhe wind is up 
Among the clc^ids, and roars through the 
ancient woods ; 

Or when the sun is shining in the east. 
Quiet and calm. Behold him — in the 
school 


tit his jittainmcnts ? no ^ but with the 
air 

Fanning his temples under heaven’s blue 
arch. 

His raiment, whitened o'er with cotton- 
flakes 

Or locks of wool, annoiyices whence he 
comes. 

fSreeping his gait*and cowering, his lip 
.pale, X 

His respirati(jn (fliick and audible^ 

^ And scarcely could you fancy that a gleam 
'Could break from out those languid eyes, 
^)r a bliisA 

Mantle upon his check. Is this the form. 
Is <that the couuteiiunce, and such the 
port, 

,Of no mean Being ? One who should be 
clothed 

With dignity befitting his proud hope ; 
Who. in hi'; very chil(lhof)d, should appear 
Sublime from present purity and joy ! 
The limbs incr(*a«c : but liberty of mind 
Is gone for ever ; and this organic frame. 
So joyful in its motions, is become 
Dull, to the joy of her o\vn motions dead ; 
And even the touch, so exquisitely 
l^ourod 

Through the whole body, with a languid 
will 

Performs its functions ; rarely competent 
Ti> impress a vi\ id feeling on the mind 
Of what there is delightful in the breeze,’ 
The gentle visitations of the sun. 

Or lapse t»f li(iuicl element — by hand. 

Or foot, or lip, in summer’s W'armth — 
perceived. 

— Can hope look forward ti> a manhood 
raised , 

On such fouTulatioiis ? " 

“ Hope is none for him I ” 
The 3 >ale Recluse indignantly exclaimed, 

“ And tens of thousands suffer wrong as 
dee]). 

Yet be it asked, in justice to our age. 

If there wTre not, before those arts ap- 
peared. 

These structures rose, commingling old^ 
and young. 

And unripe sex with sex, for mutual taint ; 
If there were not, ihen^ in our far-famed 
Isle, 

Multitudes, who fr«m infancy had 
breathed 

Air unimprisoned, and had lived at large ; 
Yet walked beneath the sun, in human 
shape. 

As abject, as degraded ? At this day. 
Who shell enumerate the crazy huts 
And tottering hovels, whence do issue 
forth 

A ragged Offspring, with their upright 
hair 
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JCrowned like the image of fantastic Fear ; These, bred to little pleasure in than- ' 
Or wearing, (shall we say ?) in that white selves, 

growth Are prohtiess/to others. 

An ill-adjusted turban, for defence < , Turn we then 

Or fierceness, wreathed around their sun- To Britons born and bred within the pale 
burnt brows. Of cjvil polity, ai^d early trained 

By savage Nat fire ? Shrivelled are their Toearuj^ by wholesome labour in the field, 
lips ; . g The bread thevr eat. A sample should 1 - 

NaJ^d, and coloured like the soil, the feet . give ^ 

On^hich they stand ; .as if therebyyhey Oi what this stock hath long psadeiced. 


lips ; . g The bread thevr eat. A sample should 1 - 

NaJ^d, and coloured like the soil, the feet . give ^ 

On \bich they stand ; ^as if therebyyhey Ot what this stock hath long pM^ed,. 

drew to enrich *' w 

'Some nourishment, as trees do by their< The tender age of life, ye would exclaim, ^ 
' 1 roots, . * Is this the whiiflihg plough-boy whose 


' - roots, g 

From earth, the common mother of ifs all. 
Figure and mien, complexion and attire. 
Are leagued to strike dismay ; but Sul- 
stretched hand 


* Is this the whijflihg plough-boy whose 
shrill notes t 

Impart new gladness to the morniiLg air !' 
Iv>rgive me if I venture to suspect 
That manv, sweet to hear of in soft verse. 


And whining voice denote them suppli*| Are of no ^erjframe. Stiff are his joints ; 


cants 

For the least boon that pitvean bestow. 


Beneath a cumbrous froizk, tlmt to the 
knees • 


Such on the breast of darksome heaths Inverts the thriving churl, hjs legs appear, 
are found ; Fellows to tl]or.p^;jjat lustily upheld i. ^ 

And with their parents occupy the skirts The wooden stools Tor cvtjrlasting use. 

Of furze-clad commons ; such are born Whereon our fathers sate., 4^nd mark 
and reared his brow ! *' 

At the mine’s mouth under impending Under whose shaggy canopy are set 

rocks ; Two eves — not dim, but of a healfny 

Or dwell in chambers of some natural stare — , 

cave ; Wide, sluggish, blank, find'ignorant, and 

Or where their ancestors erected huts, strange — * 

For the convenience of unlawful gain, - Proclaiming boldly that they'iever drew. 
In forest purlieus ; and the like are bred, A look or motion of intelligence 
All England through, where nooks and From infant -conning of the Christ-cross- 
slips of ground row, 

j^rloined, in times less jealous than our Or puzzling through a primer, line by^ 
own, bnc, 

From the green margin of the public way. Till perfect mastery crown the pains at 


A residence afford them, 'rnid the blot^m 
And gaiety of cultivated fields. 

Such (wc will hope the lowest in the scale) 
Do I remember oft-timcs to have seen 
*Mid Buxton’s dteary heights. In' earn- 
est watch. 


Till the swift vehicle approach, they Sleeps, like a caterpillar sheathed in ice ? 

stand ; This torpor is no pitiable work 

Then, following closely with tlie cloud rof modern ingenuity ; no town * 

of dust, Nor crowded city can be taxed with ^ 

, An uncouth feat exhibit, and are gone aught . 


— What kindly warmth from touch of 
fostering hand. 

What penetrating power of sun or breeze. 
Shall e’er dissolve the crust wherein his 
soul 


Heels over head, like tumblers on a stage Of sottish vice or desperate breach Qf 


— Up from the ground they snatch the 

copper coin, To which (and who can tell where or ‘ 

And, on the freight of merry passengers how soon ?) 

Fixing a steady ejw. maintain their speed ; He mav be roused. This Boy the fieldi 
And spin — and pant — and overhead « * produce » 

again. His spade and hoe, 4ziatto<± and glitV^r- 

Wild pursuivants ! until their breath is ing scythe, • • 

lost. The carter's whip that on iflsshoulder 

Or bounty tires — and every face,' that rests , 

smiled In air high-towering with »boorish pomp, 


again. 

Wild pursuivants ! until their breath is 
lost. 

Or bounty tires — and every face,' that 
smiled 


..Encouragement, hath ceased to look that The sceptre of his sway ; his country's 
' ■ ■ way. name, 

' -—But, like the vagrants of the gipsy Her equal rights, her churches and her 
, tribe. . schools— , . 
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What have they done for him ? And. 
let me ask. 

For tens of thousands uiiiiifo/iAed as he ? 
In brief, what liberty of mind is liere ? *' 

This ardent sally pissed the mild^ood 
Man, 

To whom the appeal couched in its clos- 
ing words * • 

•Wa:. ^pointedly addressed ; and to the 
thoughts 

m That, in assent or oopevition. rose* 
Within his imnd. he seemed prepared to 
give • 

Prompt utterance ; but the Vicar inter- 
posed .. « 

With invitation urgently renewed. 

— We followed, faking as Ifd, a ijath 

Along a hedge^bf hollies dark and tall. 
Wlfbse flexile boughs low bniding with a 
weight , » 

, *Of leafy spray, d ehe stems and 

roots 

That gaue^thcni jioiirishmeiit. When 
wind: ^ 

from the north, what kindly warmth, 
methought,’ 

Is hfre~hov fateful this inijicrvious 
gcreen ! ^ 

— Not shined by simple wearing of the 
• foot 

On rural business passing to and fro 
Was the commodious walk : a careful 
hand 

Had marked the line, and strewn its sur- 
face o’er 

With pure cerulean gravel, from the 
, heights 

Fetched by a neighbouring brook. — 
Across the vale 

’ The stately fence accompanied our steps ; 
And thus the pathway, by perennial green 
Guarded and graced, seemed fashioned 
to unit«, • 

As^by a beautiful yet solemn chain, , 
The Pastor’s mansion with the house 
' of prayer. 

Like image of solemnity, conjoined 
With feminijae allurement saift and fair. 
The mansion’s %elf displayed ; — a rever- 
, end pile 

With bold pfojections and recesses deep ; 
' Shadowy, yet gay and lightsome as % 
m stood • 

Fronflfjg^e noontide sun. We paused 
to admire 

The pillared porch, elaborately embossed ; 
The low wide Windows with their mullions 
old; 

The cornice, richly fretted, of grey stone ; 
And that smooth slope from which the 
dwelling jtose, 


By beds and banks Arcadian of gay 
flowers 

And flowering shrubs, protected and 
adorned ; ' 

Profusion bright ! and every flower as- 
suming 

A more than natural vividness of hue, 
JSrom unaffected contrast with the gloom 
Of sober cypress, and the darker ioj^ 

Of yew, in whic)'^ survived some tjiSces, 
here 

"Not unbecoming, of grotesque device 
And uncouth ,fan*cy. From behind the 
*root 

Kcj^e the slim ash and massv sycamore. 
Blending their diverse foliage with the 
green 

Of ivy, flounshuig and thick, that 
clasped 

The huge round chimneys, harbour of 
delight 

For wren and redbreast,— where they sit 
and sing 

Their slender ditties w'hen the trees arc 
liare. 

Nor must I leave untouched (the picture 
else 

Were incomplete) a relique of old times 
Happily spared, a little (k>thic niche 
Of nicest workmanship ; that once had 
’ held 

The sculptured image of some patron- 
saint, 

Or of the blessed Virgin, looking down 
On all w^ho entered those religious doors. 

But lu ! where from the rocky garden- 
mount 

Crowned by its antique summer-house — 
descends. 

Light as the silver fawn, a radiant Girl ; 
For she hath recognised her honoured 
friend. 

The W andercr ever welcome ! A prompt 
kiss 

The gladsome Child bestows at his re- 
quest ; 

And, up the flowery lawn as we advance. 
Hangs on the old Man with a happy look. 
And with a pretty restless hand of love. 
— We enter — by the Lady of the place 
Cordially greeted. Graceful was her port : 
A lofty stature undepressed by time, « 
W'hose visitation had not whoUy spared 
The finer lineaments of form and face 
To that complexion brought which pru- 
dence trusts in 

And wisdom loves. — But when a stately 
ship 

Sails in smooth weather by the placid 
coast 

On homeward voyage, what — if wind and 
.wave, 
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And hardship undergone in cvarious 
climes. 

Have caused her to abate the virgin pride. 
And that full trim of inexperienced hope 
With which she left her haven — not for 
this, 

Should the sun strike her, and the im- 
partial breeze ^ ^ 

Pl^" on her streamers, fails she to assume 
Brign^tness and touch jjjg beauty oh her 
own, 

*That charm all eyes. So bright, so fair,# 
appeared , 

• This goodly Matron, shining in the bframs 
Of unexpected pleasure. — Soon the board 
Was spread, and we partook a plain*re- 
past. 

• 

Here, resting in cool shelter, wc be- 
guiled 

The mid-day hours with desultory talk ; 
From trivial tlieincs to general argument 
Passing, as accident or fancy led, 

Or courtesy prescribed. While question 
rose 

And answer flowed, the fetters of reserve 
.Dropping from every mind, the Solitary 
Resumed the nianuers of his happier 
days ; 

And in the varioir. conversation bore 
A willing, nay, at times, a forward part 
Yet with the grace of one who in the 
world 

Had learned the art of pleasing, and had 
now 

Occasion given him to display his skill, 
Upon the stedfast ’vantage-ground of 
truth. 

He gazed, with admirati(ai uiisupj^ressed. 
Upon the landscape of the sun -bright 
vale. 

Seen, from the shady room in which we 
sate, 

In softened perspective ; and more -han 
once 

Praised the consummate harmony serene 
Of gravity and elegance, diffused 
Aro.und the mansion and its whole do- 
main : 

Not, doubtless, without help of female 
• taste 

'And female care.—** A blessed lot is 
yours ! ’* * 

The words escaped his lip, with a tender 
sigh 

Breathed over them : but suddenly the 
door 

Plew ope^f And a pair of lusty Boys 
. Appeared, confusion checking their de- 
light. 

' —Not brothers they in feature or attire, 

~ But fond companions, so I guessed, in 
. fleld* 


And by the river’s margin — whence they 
come, • 

Keen anglers jwith unusual spoil, elated. 
One bftirs a willow-pannier on his back. 
The boy of plainer garb, whose blush 
survives \ 

More deeply tinged. Twin might the 
otlicr be • 

•To that fair gb:l who from the garden- 
• mount ^ Mkf e 

Bounded : — triumphant entry tMs for 
hsm ^ ^ 

Between his hanc^/he holds g smooth blue 
stone, • 

On whose capacious surface see out^ 

, /spread 

Large store of gleaming crimson-spotted 
^troiitsj r- f 

Ranged side by side, anSsl les^ning by 
degrees ^ 

Up t« the dwarf that terns Jthc pinnacle. 
Upon the bQsrck-J^ lays the sky-bftic. , 
stone , 

Wiih its rich freight ; theii number he 
proclaim^ ; * . i _ . 

Tells from what pool the noblest ^ad 
br'»n dragged ; 

And where the very nr>i£arch erf the 
brook, 

After long struggle, had cscapid at last— 
Stealing altcriiately at them and us ^ 
(.\s doth his comrade too) a look of pride: 
And, verily, the silent creatures made 
A splendid sight, together thus exposed; 
Dead — ^but not sullied or deformed by 
death. 

That seemed to pity what he^ could not 
spare. 

But O, the animation in the mien 
Of those two boys ! yea in the very words 
With which the young narrator was 
inspired. 

When, as our questidns ledr he told at 
• large » 

Of that day’s prowess I Him might X 
compare, , • 

His looks, tones,gestures,eager eloquenoe» 
To a bold brook that splits for better 
speed, • 

And at the self-same mcftaient, works its 
wav ^ * 

Th|c)Uga many channels, ever and anon 
f’arted and re-united t hirf compeer 
To the still lake, whole stillnej^S Isjp si^lt 
As beautiful — as grateful toethc mind.‘ 
— But to what object shall the lovely 
Girl ' ^ 

Be likened ? She whose eountenapee 
and air 

Unite the graceful qualities of both.! 

Even as she shares the pride and joy of 
both. 
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My grey-haired Friend v^’^s moved ; his 
vivid eye , 

Glistened with tenderness^ his mind, I 
knew “ ^ 

Was full ; and had, !• doubted not, re- 
turned, • 

Upon this impulse, to the theme — ere- 
while S 

Abru;^y broken oif. The ruddy boys' 
•Withdrew, on summons to their w51I- 
. earned meal ; . 

• . *4 


And Hi — to whom all tongues resigned 
their rights 

With willingness, to whom the general ear 
Listened with readier patience than to 
strain 

Of music, lute or harp, a long delight 
That ceased not when nis voice had 
• ceased — as Oiic [views 

Wh^.frorn truth’s central point ser^«ftly 
The compass of his argument — begdn 
Mildly, and with a cle;u: and steady tone. 


BOOK NINTH 


DISCOUPSE THE WANDEHiiK, 
AND AN EVENING VISIT TO 
.THE LAKE * 

. • * * •. * 

• . ARGUMKNT 

• 

Wanderer aisi#ts that^aii active principle per- 

• vades the Universe, its noblest^seat the human 

— How lively this Dj-incipir is in Child- 
hood — Hence the delight m old Afft of looking 
back upon Childhood — Ihe dignity, powers, 
and*privflegel Age assorted — These not 
to be looked for generally but under a just 
^ govcrnme^l — Right of a huni.in Creature to 
* be exempt from being coiisidcM'cd as a mere 
lustnimeiit — The condition of multitudes 
deplored — Former conversation recurred to. 
and the Wanderer’s opinions set in a clearer 
light — Truth placed within reach of the 
humblest — Equality — Happy state of the 
two Boys again adverted to — Earnest wish 
expressed lor a System of National Education 
established universally by Government — 
Glorious cfTexts of this foietold — Walk to 
the Lake — Grand spectacle from the side of 
a hill— Address of Priest to tlic Supreme 
Being — in the course of which he contrasts 
with ancient Barbarism the present appear- 
anex of the si^nc before him— The change 
ascribed to Christianity — Apostrophe to his 
Aock, living ' and dead — Gratitude to the 
Aflnighty- -Return over the Lake — Parting 
with the Solitary — Under what circum- 
T stances. • 

•* To every Form of being is assigned,” 

, Thus calmly sp^ke the venerable Sage, 

' " An active Prinuple : — howe’er removed 
From sense gnd observation, it subsists 
In all things, in all natures ; iu the stgrs . 

• Of azure hea>?en, the^ unenduring clouds,^ 
InHovi^ tree, in every pebbly stone 
That r^v'cg the brooks, the stationary 

rock^i 

The moving waters, and thb invisible air. 
Whate’er exists hath properties that 
spread 

Beyond itself, comnmnicating good, 

A. simple blessing, or with evil mixed ; 
Spirit tiiat knows no insnlated spot. 


Vo chasm, no solitude; from link to link 
It circulates, the Soul of all the worlds. 
This is the freedom of the universe ; 
Unfolded still the more, mure visible. 
The more we know ; and yet is reverenced 
least. 

And least respected in the human Mind, 
Its most apparent home. The food of 
hope 

Is meditated action ; robbed of this 
Her sole support, she languishes and dies. 
We perish 8dsc» ; for we live by hope 
And by desire ; we see by the glad light 
.And breathe the sweet air of futuritv ; 
And so we live, or else w'e have no life. 
To-mon'ow — nay perchance this very 
hour 

(For every moment hath its own to- 
morrow !) 

Those blooming Boys, whose hearts are. 
almost sick 

With present triumph, will be sure to 
find 

A field before them freshened with the 
dew 

Of other expectations ; — in which course 
Their happy year spins round. The 
- youth obeys 

A like glad impulse ; and so moves the 
man • 

’Mid all his apprehensions, cares, and 
fears, — 

Or so he ought to move. Ah ! why in age 
Do we revert so fondly to the walks 
Of childhood — but thgt there the Sour 
discerns 

The dear memorial footsteps unimpaired 
Of her own native vigour ; thence can 
hear 

Reverberations : and a choral song. 
Commingling with the incense that 
ascends, 

Undaunted, toward the imperishable 
heavens, 

From her own lonely altar ? 

Do not think 
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That good and wise ever will be'allowed, 
Though strength decay, to breathe in 
such estate 

As shall divide them wholly from the stir 
Of hopeful nature. Rightly is it said 
That Man descends into the Vale of 
years ; ^ 

Yet have I thought t^hat we might aljw 
speak, 

Ano^pot presumptuously, I trust, of' Age, 
4 As of a final Eminence ; though bare 
In aspect and forbidding, yet a point < 

. On which *tis not impossible to sit 

In awful sovereignty ; a place of ptower, 
A throne, that may be likened unto his, 
iVho, in some placid day of summer, 
looks 

Down from a mountain -toji, — s.'iv one of 
those 

High peaks, that bound the vale where 
now we are. 

Faint, and diminished to the gazing eye. 
Forest and field, and hill and dale ap- 
pear, 

With all the shapes over their surface 
spread : 

But, while the gross and visible frame 
of things 

Relinquishes its hold upon the sense, 
Yea almost on the Mind herself, and 
seems 

All unsubstantialized, — how loud the 
voice 

Of waters, with invigorated peal 
From the full river in the vale below. 
Ascending ! For on that superior height 
Who sits, is disencumbered from the 
press 

Of near obstructions, and is privileged 
To breathe in solitude, above the host 
Of ever-humming insects, ’mid thin air 
That suits not them. The murmur of 
the leaves 

Many and idle, visits not his car . 

This he is freed from, and from thousand 
notes 

(No^ less unceasing, not less vain than 
these,) 

By which the finer passages of sense 
Are occupied ; and the Soul, that would | 
incline | 

listen, is prevented or deterred. j 

And may it not be hoped, that, placed 
by age 

- In like removal, tranquil though severe, 

, We are not so removed for utter loss ; 
^But for some favour, suited to our need ? 

- What more than that the severing should 
’ confer 

Fresh power , to commune with the in- 
, visible world. 

lAtid hear the mighty stream of tendency : 


Uttering, for elevation of our thought, 
A clear sonorefas voice, inaudible 
To the vast multitude ; whose dpom it ia 
To rue- the giddy round of vain delight. 
Or fret and labour on the Plain below. 

But, if to such sublime ascent the 
hopes 

Of Man may ftse, as to a welcome close 
And termination, of his mortal jMirse 
Them only can such hope inspire whose 
minds • 

Have not bpei»«‘£carved,i by absolute 
neglect ; 

Nnr bodies crushed b^^nremitting toil , 
To whom kind Nature, therefore, may 
afford -• 

Pro<>f of t^e secred love, she bears for all ; 
Whose birthright Reason, 'therefore, 
may ensure. ' 

For me. consulting wrhat I feel within 
4n times w'hen most existence with her- 
self 

Is satisfied, I cannot but VeUeve, 

That, far as kindly Nature h^th free , 
scope 

And Reason’s sway predominates ; even 
so far, ♦ 

Country, society, and 'time itself. 

That saps the individuars b9dily Irame, 
And lays the generations low in dust, ' 
Do, by the almighty Ruler’s grace, par- 
take 

Of one maternal spirit, bringing forth 
And cherishing with ever-constant love. 
That tires not, nor betrays. Our life is 
turned 

Our of her course, wherever man is made 
An offering, or a sacrifice, a tool 
Or implement, a passive thing employed 
As a brute mean, without acknowledg- 
ment 

Of common right or interest in the end ; 
Used or abused, as selfishness may prompt. 
^Say, what can follow for a' rational , 50 ul 
Perverted thus, but weakness in all good. 
And strength in evil ? Hence an after- . 
call 

For chastisement, and custody, and . 
bonds, 

And oft-times Death, avenger of the past, 
And the sole guardian in whose hands we 
dare 

d^nirust the future. — Not ^or these sad ' 
issues ' ■ ^ ♦ 

Was Man created ; but lo dq^y-'Lnb law 
Of life, and hope, wd action. And ’tis 
known 

That when we stand upon our dative soil. 
Unelbowed by such objects as oppress 
Our active powers, those powers tiiem- '' 
selves become 

Strong to subvert our noxious qualities : 
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They sweep distempCT from the busy day. 
And make the chalice of«the big round 
year . . • 

Run o’er with gladness ; wyiengp the 
Being moves 

In beauty through ih^ world ; and all 
• who see • * 

Bless him. rejoicing in ^Is neighbour- 
hood.” • 

** Thw,” said the Siflitary, ” by what 
..p force . ' « 

Of language sfjall a f^aljig heart express 
Her sorrow for that multitude in whom 
We look for hcaltl) from seeds that have 
been sown 

In sickness, and for increase in a prf^vef 
That works but by extiiiction ? (‘>ii 

themselves* • • 

Thep cannot lean, nor turn to their own 
hearts ^ 

.T°* knew what Mhey niuii^^ do : - their 
wisdom is 

To look iiyo^tfie eves of others, theriee 
To be insti^cted whht thev must avoid : 
*Or nther, let us say. how loflst obser\'ed. 
Ho^ with most quiet *and mo^t silent 

With ?he l%st'*ta'^t and injury to the air 
The depressor breathes, their human 
• form divine. 

And their immortal soul, may waste 
away.” 

The Sage rejoined, ” I thank you — 
you have spared 

My voice the utterance of a keen regret, 
A wide coftipassion w'bich with you 1 
share. 

When, heretofore, I placed before your 
sight 

A Little-one, subjected to the arts 
Of modern ingenuity, and made 
The senselessonenib^r of a vast machine. 
Serving as doth a spindle or a wheel ; 
Thiidc rot, that, pitying him, 1 could 
forget [taught ; 

TThe rustic Bfty, who walks the fields, un- 
The slave of ignorance, and oft of want. 
And miserable b unger. M ucl^ too much, 
.Of this unhappy lot, in early youth 
We both have witnessed, lot which I 
myself • 

Shared, though in mild and nierciilil 
^degree : • 

Yet w^ the mind to hinderaiices ex- 
posed, ^ 

Through which I struggled, not without 
distress • 

And sometimes injury* like a lamb en- 
thralled 

'Mid thorns and brambles ; or a bird that 
breaks 


Through ^ strong net, and mounts upon 
the wind. 

Though with her plumes impaired. If 
they, whose souls 

Should open while they range the richer 
fields 

Of merry England, arc ol^structed less 
By indigence, their ignorance is not less, 
,Nor less to be deplored. For who can 
doubt 

That tens of thousands at this day ckist 
Such as the boy you painted, lineal heirs 
Of those who once were vassals of her 
siiil, * 

Following its fortunes like the beasts or 
^rees 

Which it sustained. But no one takes 
j delight 

In this oppression ; iir)iie are proud of it ; 
It bears no sounding name, nf)r ever bore; 

A staiidink grievance, an indigenous vice 
Of every coiiiilry under heaven. My 
thoughts 

Were turned to evils that are new and 
chosen, 

A bondage lurking under shape of good, — 
Arts, in themselves beneficent and kind, 
But all too fondly followed and too far ; — 
To victims, which the merciful can see 
Nor think that they are victims — turned 
to wrongs. 

By women, who have children of their 
own. 

Beheld without compassion, j’ca wiih 
praise ! 

I spake of mischief bv the wise diffused 
With gladness, thinking that the more 
it spreads 

The healthier, the securer, wc become ; 
r>eluBioii which a moment may destroy I 
Lastly, 1 mourned for those whom I had 
seen 

Corrupted and cast down, on favoured 
ground, 

W'^hcre circumstance and nature had 
• combined 

To shelter innocence, and cherish love ; 
Who, but for this intrusion, would have 
lived. 

Possessed of health, and strength, and 
peace of mind : 

Thus would have lived, or never have ^ 
been born. • 

^ Alas ! what differs more than man 
from man ! 

And whence that difference ? whence but 
from himself ? 

For see the universal Race endowed 
With the same upright form ! — ^The sun 
is fixed, 

And the infinite magnificence of heaven 
Fixed, within reach of every human eye ; 
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The sleepless ooaan murmurs for all ears : 
The vernal field infuses fresh delight 
Into all hearts. Throughout the world 
of sense. 

Even as an object is sublime or fair. 
That object is laid open to the view 
Without reset ve or veil ; and as a power 
Is salutary, or an influence sweet, t 
4^ each and all enabled to jjerceive 
T^t power, that inf ucnce, by im^jartial 
law. 

Gifts nobler are vouchsafed alike to ail ; 
Reason, and, with that c^ason, smiles and 
tears ; 

Imagination, freedom in the will^; 
Conscience to guide and check ; and 
death to be 

Foretasted, immortality conceived * 
By all, — a blissful immortality. 

To them whose holiness mi earth shall 
make 

The Spirit capable of heaven, assured. 
Strange, then, nor less than monstrous, 
might be deemed 

The failure, if the Almighty, to this 
point 

Liberal and undistinguishiiig, should hide 
The excellence of moral qualities 
From common understanding ; leaving 
truth 

And virtue, difliciilt, abstruse, and dark ; 
Hard to be won, and only by a few ; 
Strange, should Ho deal herein w’ith nice 
respects. 

And frustrate all tlu^ rest ! Believe it 
not : 

The primal duties shine aloft — like stars; 
The charities that soothe, and heal, and 
bless. 

Are scattered at the feet of Man — like 
flowers. 

The generous inclination, the just rule. 
Kind wishes, and good actions, and pure 
thoughts — 

No mystery is here ! Here is no booQ. 
For high — yet not for low ; for jiroudly 
graced — 

Yet not for meek of heart. The smoke 
ascends 

To heaven as lightly from the cottage- 
hearth 

As from the haughtiest ~ palace. He, 
whose soul 

Ponders this true equality, may walk 
The fields of earth with gratitude and 
hope ; 

Yet, in that meditation, will he find 
Motive to sadder grief, as we have found ; 
Lamenting ancient virtues overthrown. 
And for the injustice grieving, that hath 
made 

So wide a difference between man and 

mno* 


Then let us rather fix bur gladdened 
thought^' 

Upon Ch3 /brighter scene. How blest 
^hat< pair 

Of blooming Boys (whom we beheld even 
, now) t 

Blest. in their several and their common 
lot 1 r 

A few short nours of each returning day 
The thriving pj-isoners of the^villaff;- 
school : ^ 

And thence loose, to seek thefi^ 
pleasant ibnhes » 

Or r.Tnge the 4rassy lawn in vacan6y ; 

To breathe and to be happy, run and 
. shout 

Idle, — but no delay, no harm, no loss ; 
Fpr every genial pov^er of heaven and 
earth, ' 

Through all the seasons of the chatngeful 
* year, * 

ObsequiuuF.lv doth taCke upon ffcrsOlf* 

To labour for them ; I'triiiging each in 
turn , »■ *- 

The tribut.'' of enjoyment, knowledife 
health, 

Beauty, or strength ! Such privilege 
is theirs, ^ ^ 

Granted alike in the o'fitset of theig course 
To both ; and, if that partt^ership must 
cease, ^ , 

I grieve not,” to the Pastor here he 
turned. 

” Much as I glory in that child of yours. 
Repine not for his cottage -comrade, 
whom 

Belike no higher destiny aivaits 
Than the old hereditary wish fulfilled ; 
The wish for liberty to live — content 
With what Heaven grants, and die — in 
peace of mind, 

Within the bosom of his native vale. 

At least, whatever fate the noon of life 
Reserves for either,* sure if is that both 
Have been permitted to enjoy the dawn ; V 
Whether regarded as a jocund time. 

That in itself may termins^te, or lead ■ 
In course of nature to a sober eve. 
Boih have been fairly dealt with ; look* 
ing back 

They will allow that jtistice has in thein 
Been shown, alike to body and to mind.*’ 

*' He paused» as if revolving in his soul- 
Some weighty matter; thj^, ‘with 
fervent voice \ 

And an impassioned majesty, exclaimed-— 

“ O for the coming df that glorious 
time 

When, prizing knowledge as her noblest 
wealth 

And best prot^tioarthis imperial Realm. 
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'While she exacts allegiance, shall admit 
An obligation, on her part? to teach 
Them who are horn to serve Ijcr ^ad obey ; 
Binding lierself by statute to .seci^e 
For all the children whom her soil main- 
' tains • 

The rudiments of letter^, and inforih 
The mind with moral and Religious'* truths 
Both understood and practised, — so that 
« no»^ , 

However destitute, be left to droop 

f ly timely culture unsustained : or* run 
nto a wild d^order ,‘*na2 be forced 
To drudge through a weary life without 
the help 

Of intellectual implements and tools^; 

A savage horde among the civilised/' 

.A servile band among the ^ lordly free! 
This sacred rigid, the lisping "babe j^o- 
dlaims 

To be inherent^in him, by Heaven’s will. 
For* the protection of his i^oceiice ; 
And the rude bov — who, having overpast 
The sinless^gf, ny conscience is enrolled, 
Yet mutinoysTy knit^ his anCTv brow, 

iftsnis wilful hand on rmschief bent. 
Or tbrns the godlike laciuty of speech 
To impjou^s^— ^ process indirect 
Declares his due, mile he makes known 
hi? nee^ 

— dThis sacred right is fruitlessly an- 
■ nounced. 

This universal plea in vain addressed. 

To eyes and ears of parents who them- 
selves 

Did, in the time ^ their necessity, 

. Urge it in vain ; ^d, therefore, like a 
prayer * 

That from the humblest floor ascends to 
heaven, [ear ; 


Of the name breath are shattered and 
destroyed. 

Meantime the sovereignty of these fair 
Isles 

Remains entire and indivisible : 

And, if that ignorance were removed, 
which breeds e 

Within the compass of their several 
• shores 

Dark«*discontent, or loud commotvSn, 
each ^ • 

Might still preserve the beautiful repose 
Of heavenly liodies shining in their 
s^Jheres. 

— Tim discijilinc of slavery is unkiicwn 
Among us, — hence the more do we re* 
quire 

The discipline of virtue ; order else 
Cannot subsist, nor confidence, nor peace. 
Thus, dulses rising out of good possest 
And prudent caution needful to avert 
Impending evil, equally require 
That the whole people should be taught 
and trained. 

So shall licentiousness and black resolve 
Be rooted out, and virtuous habits take 
Their plac^' ; and genuine piety descend. 
Like an inheritance, from age to age. 

With such foundations laid, avaunt 
the fear 

Of numbers crow'ded on their native 
soil. 

To the prevention of all healthful growth 
Through mutual injury 1 Rather in the 
law 

Of increase and the mandate from above 
Rejoice ! — and ye have special cause for 
joy. 

— For, as the element of air affords 


It mounts to reach the State's parental 
Who, if indeed she own a mothers heart. 
And be not most unfeelingly devoid 
Of gratitude iX) Providence, will grant 
The unquestionable good— which, Eng- 
Bind, safe 

'f^roni interference of external force, 

‘ May grant af leisure ; without risk in- 
curred 

That what in wisdom for herself she doth. 
Others shall e’er be able to undo. 

Y.ook 1 and Behold, from Calpe's sun- 
» burnt cliffs * 

To tte flat margin of the Baltic sea, 
Long-ret«reyjted* titles cast a\ray as 
weeds ; 

Laws overturned ; and teyitory split. 
Like fields of ice rent by the polar wind, 
And forced to join in less obnoxious 
shapes 

Which, ere they gain, consistence, by a 
gQ»t 


An easy passage to the industrious bees 
Fraught with their burthens ; and a 
way as smooth 

For those ordained to take their sounding 
flight 

From the thronged hive, and settle 
where they list 

In fresh abodes — their labour to renew ; 
So the wide waters, open to the povror. 
The will, the instincts, and appointed 
needs 

Of Britain, do invite her to cast off 
Her swarms, and in succession send them 
% forlli ; 

Bound to establish new communities 
On every shore whose aspect favours hope 
Or bold' adventure ; promising to skm 
And perseverance their deserved reward. 

Yes,” he continued, kindling as he 
spake, 

*' Change wide, and deep, and silently 
performed, 
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This I^nd shall witness ; and as days 
roll on. 

Earth's universal frame shall feel the 
effect ; 

Even till the smallest habitable rock. 
Beaten by lonely billows, hear the songs 
Of humanised society ; and bloom 
With civil arts, that shall breathe fcrth 
^ their fragrance, 

A^ateful tribute torall-rulJng Heaven 
From culture, unexclusivcly bestowed 
On Albion's noble Race in freedom borti. 
Expect these mighty issues : from the 
' pains ' 

And faithful care of unambitious s(^iools 
Instructing simple childhood's ready 
ear : 

Thence look for these magnificent results! 
— Vast the circumference of hope — and ye 
Are at its centre, British Lavvgivers ; 
Ah ! sleep not there in shame ! Shall 
Wisdom’s voice 

From out the bosom of these troubled 
times 

Repeat the dictates of her calmer mind. 
And shall the venerable halls ye fill 
Refuse to echo the sublime decree ? 
Trust not to partial care a general good ; 
Transfer not to futurity a work 
Of urgent need. — Yoiir Country must 
complete 

Her glorious destiny. Bogin even now. 
Now, when oppression, like the Egyptian 
plague 

Of darkness, stretched o’er guilty Europe, 
makes 

The brightness more conspicuous that 
invests 

The happy Island where ye think and 
act ; 

* Now, when destruction is a j^ime pur- 
suit. 

Show to the wretched nations for what 
end 

The powers of civil polity were given.’/ 

Abruptly here, but with a graceful 
air. 

The Sage broke off. No sooner had he 
ceased 

Than, looking forth, the gentle Lady said, 
** Behold the shades of afternoon have 
fallen 

Upon this flowery slope ; and see-ci 
beyond — 

The silvery lake is streaked with placid 
blue \ 

As if preparing for the peace of evening, 
temptingly the landscape shines ! 
Ite air 

Breathes invitation ; easy is the walk 
fTo ihh lake's margin, where a boat lies 
'ibQored 


Under a sheltering tree.*' — Upon this 
hint * 

We rose”t«!>gether : all were pleased ; but 

lAOStn 

The ^eniiteous girl, whose cheek I'v^as 
, flushed wit( joy. 

Lighc^s a sunbeam glides along the hills 
She vanishec-v -eager to impart the siflieme 
To her loved brociier and his shy com- 

* peer. a 

— Now was there bustle in tire Vicar’s 

« house ts ^ 

And earnest «'f;ieparation. — Forth we 
went. *• 

And down the vale along the streamlet’s 
. edge 

Pursued our way, a broken company. 
Mute or ,^cop versing, (Single or in pairs. 
Thus having reached* a blidge, .that ' 
overarched ' 

The hasty rivulet where jt lay becalmed 
In a deep p^iol, by happy chance we*fs^w 
A two-fold image ; on grassy bank 
A snow-white ram, and i:n,Lthe crystal 
flood 

Another and the same ! Most beaf^tiful. 
On the green turf, with his imperial 
front , , 

Shaggy and bold, add wreathdd horns 
superb, ^ 

The breathing creature stood ; ' as . 
beautiful. 

Beneath him, shewed his shadowy 
counterpart. 

Each had his glowing mountains, each 
his sky, 

And each seemed ceiure of ^is ovm fair • 
world : 

Antipodes unconscious of each other, . 
Yet, in partition, with their several 
spheres, 

Blended in perfect stillness, to our sight ! 

“ Ah ! what a pity were it to disperse. 
Or to disturb, so fair a spectacle, c 

And yet a breath can do it ! ’’ *' ’ 

These few word^ 
The Lady whispered, while' we stood and ‘ 
gazed 

Gathered ^together, all in still delight. 

Not without awe. Tiience passing on^ 
she said * 

Ijn like low voice to my p^articular ear, ■ 

* 1 love to hear that eloquent old Man 
Pour forth his meditations, and decant 
On human life from infanc^ to^ge. 

How pure his spirit ! in what vivid hues, 
His mind ffves back the various forms ' 

of things, 

Caught in their fairest, happiest, attitude^f v 
While he is speaking, 1 have power to see 
Even as he sees ; but when bis Voice katli 
ceased, ^ , 
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Then.- with a sigh, sometimes 1 feel, as 

That Combinations so serene ai^ bright 
Cannot be lasting in a world like ours, 
Whoss highe^'.t beautv, beautiful as it is. 
Like that rejected in -yon quiet plbol. 
Seems but a fleeting ^un-bcatn's gift, 
whose peace • . 

The <i^flcrance only of a breath of a^ ! 

More had she said— -but sportiv^shouts„ 
were heard 0 , 

Sent from tlte jocunoqparts of those two 
Boys, 

Who, bearing each a basket on his arm, 
Do^n the green field came trippinfT after 
-s. ^ 

With citution^^c embarfteef; and* now 
<a the 

For prouder service were acl^rest ; 
• but each, » ^ 

• Wishful to leave an opfiiing for my 
choice, * 

Dropped^lre light «ar his eager hand had 
sefeefl. • 

Tffanks given for that Tjccomiug courtesy. 
Their place I took — and for a grateful 
tiffice • V 

Pregnant with recollections of the time 
iJiVheA, ot^thy bosom, spacious Winder- 
mere 1 

A Youth, I practised this delightful art ; 
Tossed on the waves alone, or ’mid a 
crew 

Of joyous comrades. Soon as the reedy 
marg^ 

Was cleated, I dipped, with arms ac- 
^cordant, oars 

Free from obstruction ; and the boat 
advanced 

Through crystal water, smoothly 'Us a 
hawk. 

That, disqi tangled from the shady 
boughs ' • 

0£«ome thick wood, her place of covert? 
cleaves 

With oorraspondent wings the abyss of 
air. 

— ** Observe,” the Vicar said, ” von 
^rocky isle 

With birch-trees fringed ; my hand shall 
^ ^ guide the helm, 

While thithe^ard we shape our cousse^ 
or while ^ 

V/% seg|j[ th§t o^er, on the western shore ; 
Where thePbare columns of those lofty 
* firs. 

Supporting gi^cefully a iflassy dome 
Of sombre foliage, seem to imitate 
A Grecian temple rising from the Deep.” 


,**Turn whisre we may,*' 


said J, *‘we 


In this delicious region.” — Cultured 
slopes. 

Wild tracts of forest-ground, and scat- 
tered groves. 

And mountains bare, or clothed with 
ancient woods, « 

Surrounded us ; and, as we held our way 
TVlong the level flf the glassy flood^ 
They ceased not to surround us ; rlfange 
of place, • • 

From kindred features diversely com- 
bined, 

Proniucing change of beauty ever new. 

— Ah ! that such beauty, varying in the 
• light 

Of living nature, cannot be portrayed 
.By words, nor by the pencil’s silent 
skill ; 

But is the property of him alone 
Who hdth beheld it, noted it with care. 
And in his mind recorded it w'ith love 1 
Suffice it. therefore, if the rural Muse 
Vouchsafe sweet influence, while her 
Poet speaks 

Of trivial occupations well devised. 

And unsought pleasures springing up by 
chance : 

As if some friendly Genius had ordained 
That, as the day thus far had been en- 
riched 

Bv ac<iuisition of sincere delight. 

The same should be continued to its close. 

One spirit animating old and young. 

A gipsy-lire we kindled on the shore 
Of the fair Isle with birch-trees fringed — 
and there, 

Merrily seated in a ring, partook 
A choice repast — served by our }'auug 
companions 

With rival eariicstucss and kindred glee. 
Launched from our hands the smooth 
stone skimmed the lake ; 

With shouts we raised the echoes ; — 
stiller sounds 

The lovely (lirl supplied— a simple song. 
Whose low tones reached not to the dis- 
stant rocks 

To be repeated thence, but gently sank 
Into our hearts ; and charmed the peace- 
ful flood. 

Rapaciously we gath^'ed flowery spoils 
From land and water ; lilies of each hue — 
Golden and white, that float upon the 
waves. 

And cc«urt the wind ; and leaves of that 
shy plant, 

(Her flowers were shed) the lily of the 
va e. 

That loves the ground, and from the sun 
withholds 

Her pensive beauty ; from tlic breeze hc^ 
; sweets. 


X 3t 
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THfi EXCtJRSlO»f^ 


Such product, aod such pastime, did 
the place . 

Aud season yield ; but, as we re-em- 
barked. 

Leaving, in quest of other scenes, the 
shore « 

Of that wild spot, the Solitary said 
In low voice, yet careless who might 
:ar, ^ V 

The fire, that burned so brightly to our 
1 ‘ wish. 

Where is it now ? — Deserted on the 
beach — ' 

Dying, or dead ! Nor shall the fanning 
breeze 

Revive its ashes. Whal care wc for this, 
are gained ? Behold an em-i 
blern here 

Of one day’s pleasure, and alt mortal 
joys! ■ 

And, in this unpremeditated slight 
Of that which is no longer luieded. see 
The common course of human grati- 
tude I ” 

This plaintive note disturbed not the 
repose 

Of the still evening. Right across the* 
lake 

Our pinnace moves ; then, coasting creek 
and bay, 

Glades we behold, and into thickets peep. 
Where couch the siiotted deer ; or raised 
our eyes 

To shaggy steeps on which the careless 
goat 

Browsed by the side of dashing water- 
falls ; 

And thus the bark, meandering with the 
shore. 

Pursued her voyage, till a natural pipr 
Of jutting rock invited us to land.’ 

Alert to follow as the Pastor led, 

We dumb a green hill’s side; and, as we 
clomb. 

The Valley, opening out lier bosom, gave 
Fair prospect, intercepted less and less. 
O’er the flat meadows and indented coast 
Of the smooth lake, in compass seen : — 
far off. 

And yet conspicuous, stood the old 
Church-tower, 

In majesty presiding over fields 
And habitations seemingly preserved 
From all intrusion of the restless world 
' ,By rocks impassable and mountains huge. 

- -r 

, Soft heath this elevated spot supplied, 
f, choice of moss-clad stones, whereon 
we couched 

aate reclined ; admiring quietly 
geiier|^l aspect of the scene ; but each 


- Not seldom ovei anxious to make known 
His own ^discoveries ; or ,to favouriti^ , 
points r " 

Directing notice, merely from a wish 
To impart a joy, imperfect whcle uii'^ 
Shared. " 

That ra^turous^ moment never shall I 
, forget ' 

When these particular interest^ were 
effaced * ^ ‘ 

, From overy mind ! — Already had.thlrsun, ^ 
•Sinking with lessVhVan ordinary state. 
Attained his western bounfl ; but rays 
of light — 

Now suddenly diverging from the orb 
Retired behind the mountain-top^ ot 
veiled ^ 

By 6ie deilse ^air — shot nnwards to the 
crown r 

Of thr blue firmament — aloft, and wide : 
And multitude of little floating claudsic 
Through their ethereal texture pierced — ' 
ere we, ' 

Who saw, of change Were conscious — had 
become * * A' 

Vivid as fire ; clouds separately pcised, — 
Innumerable multitude of forms 
Scattered through half ^iie* circle df the 
sky ; ■ 

And giving back, and shedding each ot^ 
each. 

With prodigal communion, the bright 
hues 

Which from the unapparent fount of 
glory 

They had iinbilied, and ceased not to 
receive. ‘ 

That which the heavens displayed,* Ihe- 
liquid deep 

Repeated ; but with unity, sublime I 


While from the grassy mountain's open 
side , , 

We gazed, in silence hushed, with eyes 
intent 

On the refulgent spectacle, diffused 
Through earth, sky, water, and all visible 
space. 

The Priest jn holy transport thus ex« 
claimed : f. 


" Eternal Spirit ! universal God 1 
«PoWer inaccessible to humaci thought. 
Save by dep-ees and steps which fl^pu 
hast deigned #*- 

To furnish ; for this effluence of thyself. 
To the infirmity of mortal sense 
Vouchsafed ; this local- transitory type 
I Of thy paternal splendours, and the pomp 
Of those who All thy courts in highest, 
heaven, 

The radiant Cherubim ; -Hsceept 
I thanks *■ . ' 
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Wbioh we, thy humble ^Creatures, here Fallacicfus, or shall righteousness obtain 
convened, A peaceable dominion, wide as earth, 

• Presume to roller ; we, who-^-froin the And ne’er to fail ? Shall that blest day 

breast • • arrive 

Of th% frail earth, pojrnittpd to behold When they, whose choice or lot it is to 
The faint reflections ejinly of thy feice — dwell 

Are yet exalted, and in soul adore ! In crowded cities, withotit fear shall live 
-Such as they are who^^ii thy presence fitiidir>us of mutual benefit ; and he, 

stand • Whom Morn awakens, among dews and 

• UiisuUihd. incorrupt ibie, and drink • flowers • ' 

Imperishable majesty streamed fortli Of every clime, to till the lonely 

• From thy empyrea^'tlrone, the i^ect of Be happy in himself ? — The law of fsuth 

earth • ‘ ^ ' i Working tlir<«ugh love, such conquest 

Shall be — divested at tfle appointed hour j ' shall it gam. 

Of all dishonour, cleansed from mortal j Siifh triumph over sin and guilt achieve ? 

stain. -> « I Almighty Lord, thy further grace impart! 

— Accomplish, then, their number ; and And with that h(‘lj3 the wonder shall I'Hi 
cnii^iude • • • « * seen 

Tiqjc’s weary* course ! Or if. bv thy Fulfilled, the hope acroinplished ; and 
decree, " Ihv praise 

X1k» r^onsnnwnatioji that will cfJiTtc h\ Be Ming with transport and unceasing joy*, 
stealth ^ •'* ! 

Be yet-far distant, let thy Wjird prevail. Once.” and with mild demeanour, as 

Oh I let fh^ WorcUprevail, to taki .away he spake, 

Tim stltignof human iiaturn- Spread the On us the venerable Pastor turned 
/ law. • His beaming eye that had been raised to 

As it is written in thy holy book, Heaven, 

Thn^ighout «l^ands : let every naticui “Once, while, the Name, Jehovah, was 
^ear a sound 

Jhe high behest, and every heart obey ; Within the circuit of this sea-girt isle 
Doth for the love of purity', and hope. Unheard, the savage nations bowed the 
Which it affords, to such as do thy will head 

And persevere in good, that thev shall To (iods delighting in remorseless deeds ; 
rise, (lods which themselves had fashioned, to 


To have q nearer view of thee, in heaven. 
— Father of gtiod ! this pray^er in bounty 
grant* 

In^iercy grant it, to thy wretched sons. 
Then, nor till then, shall jicrsecutioii 
cease. 

And cruel wars expire. The way is 
marked. 

The guide appointed, and the ransom 
paid. • • 

AUb I the nations, w’ho of yore receive^ 
These tidings, and in Christian temples 
, , meet . 

rrhe sacred truth ter acknowledge, linger 
still ; 

Preferring bonds and darkifcss to a state 
Of holy freedofh. by redeeming love 
•Proffered all, while yet on earth de- 
tained. • 

• • 

•So^^e yie manyf ; and the thoughtful 

Who in the anguish of their souls bewail 
This dire perverseness, cannot choose but 
ask. 

Shall it endure'? — Shall enmity and strife. 
Falsehood and guile, be left to sow their 
seed : 

And the kind never perish ? Is the hope 


promote 

Til purposes, and flatter foul desires. 
Then, in the bosom of yon mountain-cove. 
To those inventions of corrupted man 
Mysterious rites were solemnised ; and 
there — 

Amid impending rocks and gloomy 
woods — 

Of those terrific Idols some received 
Such dismal service, that the loudest 
voice 

Of the swoln cataracts (which now are 
heard 

Soft murmuring) was too weak to over- 
come, 

Though aided by wild winds, the groans 
and shrieks 

Of human victims, offered up to appease 
Or to propitiate. Afid, if living eyes 
Had visionary faculties to see 
The thing that hath been as the thing 
that is, 

Aghast we might behold this crystal Mev^e 
Bedimmed with smoke, in wreaths vol- 
uminous, 

Flung from the body of devouring fires» 
To Taranis erected on the h^ghts 
By prieslly hands, for sacrifice performed 
Exultingly, in view of open day 
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And full SLssemblage of a barbarofis host; 
Or to AndateSf female Power I who gave 
(For so they fancied) glorious victory. 

— A few rude monuments of mountain - 
stone ^ 

Survive ; all else is swept away. — How 
bright * 

The appearances of things ! From suefas 
^ow changed 

The fisting worship ;« and with those 
, compared. 

The worshippers how Innocent and blest 1 
So wide the difference, a wUling minc^ 
Might almost think, at this affecting hour, 
That paradise, the lost abode of man,. 
Was raised again : and to a happy few. 

In its original beauty, here restored. 

Whence but from thee, the true and ! 
only God, 

And from the faith derived through Him 
who bled 

Upon the cross, this marvellous advance 
Of good from evil ; as if one extreme 
Were left, the other gained. — O ye, who 
come 

To kneel devoutly in yon reverend Pile, 
Called to such office by the peaceful 
sound 

Of sabbath bells ; and ye, who sleep in 
earth, 

All cares forgotten, round its hallowed 
walls ! 

For you, in presence of this little band 
Gathered together on the green hill-side. 
Your Pastor is emboldened to prefer 
Vocal thanksgivings to the eternal King : 
Whose love, whose counsel, whose com- 
mands, have made 

Your very poorest rich in peace of 
thought 

And in good works ; and him, who la en- 
dowed 

" With scantiest knowledge, master of all 
truth 

Which the salvation of his soul requires. 
Conscious of that abundant favour 
showered 

On you, the children of my humble care. 
And this dear land, our country, while on 
earth 

We sojourn, have 1 lifted up my soul, 
Joy giving voice ttf fervent gratitude. 
These barren rocks, your stem inherit- 
ance i 

. These fertile fields, that recompense your 
pains ; 

The shadowy vale, the sunny mountain- 
top 

Wood!S waving in the wind their lofty 
beads, 

. Qt bushed ; the roaring waters, and the 


They see the offering of my lifted hands. 
They hear my lij^s present their sacrifice*- ' 
They knoi< cl I be silent, morn or- even': 
For, thdugh '^in whispers speaking, the full 
heart 

Will find a vent ; and thought is praise 
to him. 

Audible praise, to thee, omniscient Mind, 
From whom all gifts descend, all blessings 
flow ! *’ * ^ t 

Thi^ vesper-ser^c^ closed, withoir^de- 

From that exalted station to the plain . 
Descending, we pursued our, homeward 
, course. 

In mute composure, o’er the shadowy 

like, t , t 

Under a faded sky. No ace i^mained 
Of those celestial splendours ; grey ^he 
vhult — 

Pure, cloudless^ ether ; £id the sthr df • 
eve 

Was wanting ; but (pferior* li»''hts ap- 
peared , rC 

Faintly, too faint almost for sight ; £^d 
some 

Above the darkened hilP. rtood boldly 
forth ' , 

In twinkling lustre, ere the hosui attainecL 
Her mooring -place ; where, to the shel-' 
tering tree, 

Our youthful Voyagers bound fast her 
prow, 

With promift yet careful hands. This 
done, w'e paced 

The dewy fields ; but ere the Vicar’s door 
Was reached, the Solitary checked , bis 
steps ; 

Then, intermingling thanks, on each 
bestowed 

A farewell salutation ; and, the like 
Receiving, took the slender path that 
leads « ' 

To the one cottage in the lonely dqjl : 
But turned not without .welcome promise 
made ^ 

That he would share the pleasures antt . 
pursuits 

Of yet another summer’s dav, not loth 
To wander with us thrdugh the fertile 
vales, 

And o'er the mountain-wastes. **Aa- 
c- other sun,” • 

Said he, ” shall shiife upon ,U8, ere we 
part : • V 

Another sun, and peradventure more ; 

If time, with #ree consent, be yours to ' 
give, * 

And season favours.” 

To enfeebled Power, 
From this communioa with uiiinJyre4 
Miud^, ' : 
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What renovation had been brought j 
and what • 

Dei^^ of healing to a v^ot^ded spi^t. 
Dejected, and habitually dispos^ 

To seek, in degradation of the Rind, 
ExciTse and solace f^ her own defects ; 

‘ How far those errmlg notions v^re re* 
formed ; - * , 

And whether aught, of tendency as gopd 


And gure, from further intercourse en- 
sued ; 

This — ^if delightful hopes, as heretofc^e. 
Inspire the sejpous song, and gentle 
Hearts 

Cherish, and lofty Minds approve the 
past— , 

i My future labours may not leave un- 
^ told. • 


Xdditioij^al POETMS 

verily 


V. 


GiORDANOf verily Tiff Pencil's skill 
Hath here portra^d with Nature's 
happiest grace 

The fair Eiidymion couched on I.atgios- 
" hill; 

And D^an gassing on th<s Shepherd's fac*- 
rapture, -*yet suspending her embrace. 
As not unconscious with what power 
^ the thrill • 

Of ner most timid toudhihis sleep would 
chase. » 

And, his 4 leep. that beauty calm 

ttnd still. • 

© may this work diavc found its last 
retreat 

Hare in a «nc%futain-Bard*s secure abode. 
One to whom, yet a School- boy, Cyn- 
, thit showed 

A face of love which he in love would 
greet. 

Fixed, by her smile, upon some rocky 
seat : 

Or lured along where gr^en-wood paths 
be trod. 

• Rydal Mount, 184O. 

i^KO but is pleased to watch the moon 
on high 

Travelling where she from time to time 
enshrouds 

Her head, and nothing loth her Majesty 
Renounces, tilk among the scattered 
^ clouds 

One with its kindling edge declares tnat 
soop 

UR'Will reappear before the uplifted eye 
'A Form as bright, as beautiful a moon. 
To glide in open prespect through 
clear skf . 

Pity thi^ such a promise e’er should 
prove 

False in*the issue, that yon seeing 

Of^y^£hGfllld be in truth the steadfast 
face 

Of a cloud flat and dei^e, through which 
must fhove, 

(By transit not unlike man’s frequent 
doomj 

VTbe wanderer lost in more determined 
gloom 1 ' 1846. 


WiiKKK lie^ the truth ? has Man, in 
wisdom's creed 

^ pitiable doom ; for respite brief 

A care more anxious, or a heavier 
grief ? 

Is he ungrateful, and doth little heed 

tiod’s bounty, soon forgotten ; or in- 
deed. 

Must Man, with labour born, awake to 
sorrow 

When flowers rejoice and Larks with 
rival speed 

Spring from their nests to bid the Sun 
good morrow ? 

They mount for rapture as their songs 
pioclaim 

Warbled in hearing both of earth and sky ; 

But o’er the contrast wherefore heave a 
sigh ? 

Like those aspirants let us soar — our aim. 

Through life’s worst trials, whether 
shocks or snares, 

A happier, brighter, purer Heaven 
than theirs. 1846. 

ILLUSTRATED UOOKS AND NEWSPAPERS. 

Discourse was deemed Man’s noblest 
attribute. 

And written words the glory of his hand : 

Then followed Printing with enlarged 
command 

For thought — dominion vast and abso- 
lute 

For spreading truth, and making love 
expand. 

Now prose and verse sunk into disrepute 

Must lacquey a dumb Art that best can 
suit 

The taste of this once-intellectual 
Land. 

A backward movement surely have 
we here. 

From manhood— back to childhood ; 
for the age — 

Back towards caverned life’s first rude 
career. 

Avaunt this vile abuse of pictured page I 

Must eyes be all in all. the tongue and 
ear 

Nothing ? Heaven keep us from a lower 
stage ! 1846. 
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The unremitting voice of nightly streams 

That wa^e ^ oft, we think, its tuneful 
powers. 

If neither soothing to^the worm that 
gleams 

Through dewy grass, nor small birds 
hushed in borers. 

Nor unto silent leaves and drowsy 
flowers, — • 

The ^ice of unpretending harmony ,, 

(For who what is shall measure by what 
. • scorns 

To be, or not to be. 

Or tax high Heaven with ]frodigiiht 3 « ?) 

Once not a healing influence that can 
creep 

Into the human breast, and mix with 
sleep 

To regulate the motion of our dreams 

For kindly issues — as through every clime 

Was felt near miurmuring brooks in 
earliest time : 

As at this day, the rudest swains who 
dwell 

Where torrents roar, or hear the tinkling 
knell 

Of water-breaks, with grateful heart 
could tell. 

1846. 


I KNOW an aged Man constrained to 
dwell 

In a large house of public charity. 

Where he abides, as in a Prisoner’s cell. 

With numbers near, alas ! no company. 

When he could creep about, at will, 
though poor 

And forced to live on alms, this old 
Man fed 

A Redbreast, one that to his cottage door 

Came not, but in a lane }>artook his 
bread. 

There, at the root of one particular tree. 

An easy seat this worn-out Labou.'er 
found 

While Robin pecked the crumbs upon 
his knee 

Laid one by one, or scattered on the 
ground- 

Dear intercourse was theirs, day after 
day; 

What signs of muts^al gladness when 
they met I 

Think of their common peace, their 
simple play, 

The parting moment and its foiid 
regret. 

Months pawed in love that failed not to 
• fa ^te of season’s change, its own 


By fluttering pinions here and busy bill 1 
There' by cares&es from a tremulous'; 
hand- • « , 


Thus in *?he bhosen spot a tie so stro^ 
Was formed between the solitary, pair, 
That when his fate (had housed him mid 
a throng 

The Captive ^hunned all converse 
• proffered there. 

Wife', children, kinfj-ed, they ivere^ead 
and gone ; • 

But, if no evil haq^/Xis wishes crossed. 
One living Stay left, and on that one 
Some recompense for all that he had 
lost. 


O {hat the good old Man had power 
• tcj.prove, , I 

By message sent through fcir or visil^le 
token. 

That stell he loves the Bird, and slill must 
love; ^ 

That friendship lasts though fellowship 
is broken ! ^ * c 
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Aeff-ctions lose their (^h.jects ; Time 
brings forth , 

No successors ; and, lodged in xiiamory, ^ 
If love exist no longer, it must die, — 
Wanting accustomed food must pass 
from earth, 

Or never hope to reach a second birth. 
This sad belief, the happiest that is 
left 

To thousands, share not thou ; (howe'er 
bereft, 

Scorned, or neglected, fear not such a 
dearth. 

Though poor and destitute of friends 
thou art. 

Perhaps the sole survivor of thy race. 

One to whom Heaveti assigns that 
^ mournful part c 

The utmost solitude of age to face. 

Still shall be left some comer of ^he hearty 
Where Love for living Thing can And 
place. 

J 1846. 

How beautiful the Queen of Night, on 
high 

Het' why pursuing among scattered clouds# 
Where, ever and anoh, her head she^ 
shrouds * « 

Hidden from view in dense obscurity. 

But look, and to jthe watchful eye 
A brightening edge will indicate that 
soon 

We shall behold the struggling Moon 
Break forth, — again to walk the dear 
blue sky. 
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-Why should we weep or moiim, — 
Angelic boy, • 

For such thou wert ere^frgm our sight 
removed, • # 

Holy, and ever dutiful— beloved 
Fronf day to day 'with never-ceasing 

joy, •• 

And hopes as dear could \he heart 
employ • • 

^ In ai^t to earth pertaining ? Deatlj has 
proved • 

‘ His might , or less his mercy, as behoved—'. 
Death con|cious wjt he only could 
destroy • 

The bodily frame. That beauty is laid 
low 

To, moulder in a far-off field of i^orhe ; 
But Heaven is now, blest Child, thyb 
Spirit’s lH>me : * 

When such choice communion which we 
know, • 

^ Js felt, thy Tioman burial-place will be 
Surely a sweet remembrancer of Thee. 

.. *» 46 . 

J.INKs 5 >U 1 NTED at the rfND OF A “ POST- 
sAiPT” in 1835, FffOM MSS. WRITTEN 
MOKE THAN THIRTY YFARS EA'TLIKK. 

Hejjp might 1 pause, and bend in 
reveipnee 

•To Nature, and the power of human 
minds ; 

To men as they are men within them- 
selves. 

How oft high service is performed 
within. 

When aj/ the external man is rude iu 
show ; 

Ndfc like a temple rich with pomp and 
gold, 

But a mere mountain chapel that 
protects 

Its simple worshippers from sun and 
showed ! • 

Of these, said 1, shall be my song ; gf 
these. 

If future ^ears mature me for the task, 
Will 1 record the praises, makhig verse 
Deal boldly with substantial things — 
in truth * 

And sanctity of passion, speak of these, 

I That justice may be done, obeisance 
paid ^ 

Where it is* due. Thus haply shall^ 
• Uach * 

Inspire, /liFcmgh unadulterated cars 
Pour rapture, ^tenderness, and hope ; 

, my theme « 

' No other thdh the very heart of man, 
'A& found among the best of those who 
live, 


Not«unexalted by religious faith, 

Nor uninformed by books, good books* 
though few, 

In Nature’s presence : thence may I 
select 

Sorrow that is not sorrow, but delight. 
And miserable love tkat is not pain 
*To hear of, for Jthe glory that redounds 
Therefrom to numan kind, and what 
• we are. ^ 

Be mine to fmlow with no timid step 
Where knowledge leads me ; it snSdl be 
my prid^ 

That 1 have dared to tread this holy 
^ ground, 

Speaking no dream, but things oracular, 
Matter not lightly to be heard by those 
Who to the letter of the outward 
promise 

Do the invisible soul ; by men 
adroit 

In sj)ecch, and for communion with 
the world, 

Aeeoiiiplished, minds whose faculties 
are then 

Most active when they arc most elo* 
quent, 

And elevated most when most admired. 
Men may be found of other mould than 
these ; 

Who arc their own upholders, to them- 
selves 

Encouragement and energy, and will | 
Expressing liveliest thoughts in lively 
words 

As native passion dictates. Others, too* 
There are, among the walks of homely 
life, 

Still higher, men for contemplation 
framed ; 

Shy. and unpractised in the strife of 
phrase ; 

Meek men. whose very souls perhaps 
would sink 

Beneath them, summoned to such in- 
tercourse. 

Theirs is the language of the heavens, 
the power, 

The thought, the image, and the silent 
jov : 

Words are but under-agents in their 
souls ; 

When they arc grasping with theit 
greatest strength 

They do not breathe among them ; this 
I speak 

In gratitude to God, who feeds ouf 
hearts 

For His own service, knoweth, lovetb 
us. 

When we arc unregarded by the woHdi 
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■ Page 30. • 

" The Borderers:' 

This Dramatic Piece was composed 
in 1795-6. It lay nearly from that time 
unregarded among my papers, with- 
out being mentioned even to my most 
intimate friends. Having, however, im- 
pressions upon my mind which made 
me unwilling to destroy the MS., 1 de- 
termined to undertake the responsibility 
of publishing it during my own life, 
rather than impose ufion my successors 
the task of deciding its fate. Accord- 
ingly it has been revised with some care ; 
but, as it was at first written, and is 
now published, without any view to its 
exhibition upon the stage, not the slight- 
est alteration has been made in the 
conduct of the story, or the composition 
of the characters ; above all, in respect 
to the two leading persons of the drama, 
1 felt no inducement to make any change. 
The study of human nature suggests 
this awful truth, that, as in the trials 
to which life subjects us, sin and crime 
are apt to start from their very opposite 
qualities, so are there no limits to the 
hardening of the heart, and the J>er- 
. version of the understanding to \mich 
they may carry their slaves. During 
my long residence in France, while the 
Revolution was rapidly advancing to its 
extreme of wickedness, 1 had frequent 
opportunities of being an eye-witness of 
tnu process, and it was while that know- 
ledge was fresh upon my memory, that 
the Tragedy of “The Borderers” was 
composed. 

Page 75. 

“ The Poet's Dream." 

' Among ancient Trees there are few, 
I believe, at least in France, so worthy 
of attention as an Oak which may be 
seen in the ' Pays de Caux,* about a 
ieague from Yvetot, close to the church, 
\and in the burial ground of Allonville, 


The height of thiu Tree does npt answer 
to its girth ; the trunk, from the roots ‘ 
to ^ the summit, forms a complete cone ; 
and tlie inside of this cone is hollow 
k throq^hout ,t.hq whole ol^ its height. 

The lower part of .its iiolloW trunk 
has been transformed into a Chapel *of 
six or^seven feet in diameter, carefully 
wainscotted anil paved, 'and an 6peif 
iron gate guards the humble Sanctuary. 
Leading to it there is a stairq'isg, which • 
twists round tjie body' of the Tree. At 
certain seasons of t^e year divine seryj^*; 
is performed in this Chapel. 

The summit has been brpkgn off n^tny 
years, but there is a surface at the^top 
of the trunk, of the diameter a very 
large tree, and from it rises a pointed ^ 
roof, covered with slates, in the form of 
a steeple, which is surmounted with an 
iron Cross, that rises in a picturesque 
manner from the middle of the leaves, 
like an ancient Hermitage above the 
surroimding Wood. Over thejentrance 
to the Chapel an Inscription appear^, 
which informs us it was erected by fhe 
Abbe du Detroit, Curate of Allonville 
in the year 1696 ; and over a door is 
another, dedicating it ' To Our Lady of 
Peace.’ ” 

Saturday MaiQazine,*No. 14. 


Page 131, ^ 

“ The Seven Sisters" 

The story pi this poem is from the 
German of Frederica B|iun. 


^ • Page 140. . , 

“ The Wagoner" 

Several years after thfi eWnt*^th'at 
forms the subject of the Pdbm, in compaiiy 
with my frien<V the late Mr. Coleridge, 
I happened to fall in witll the person 
to whom the name of Benjamiii is given. 
Upon our expressing regret that We 
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' not, ior a long time, seen upon the 
road either him or his waggoi^ he said : 
They could not do ttwilliout me : 

' and as to the man who was*pu1f in my 

g lace, 90 good could come out of him ; 
e was a man of no • 

'The fact of my discarded, hero’s 
getting the horses out a great diffi- 
culty with a word, as related in the* 
•po2m, %^as told me byian eye-witness* 

• t • ’ 

• Page iby 

** Song at the Feast of Brougham Castle.'' 

Henry -Lord Clifford was the scjfi ef 
John Lord Clifford, who was sl.'iin at 
Towton field, w*iich J olir* L«rd Clififtird 
wa^thc person who after the battle of 
Wakefield slew, in the pursuit, the 
youn& Earl of Hutland, son of the uuke 
•of York, who had fallen •iA the battle, 
“ in paft of revenge ” ^say the Authors 
of the HfitBry of Qumherland and IVest^ 
mo^larSU ) «! for the Earl's Father had 
sldAi his.” A deed* which worthily 
blemished the author (saith Speed) ; ‘‘ but 
who," as he*a^s, ” dare promise any- 
thin? temnerato of himself in the heat 
martiaPfury ? chiefly, when it was 
resolved not to leave any branch of the 
York line standing ; for so one maketh 
this Lord to speak.” This, no doubt, I 
would observe by the bye, was an action 
sufficiently in the vindictive spirit of 
the times, and yet not altogether So bad 
as represented ; ” for the Earl was no 
as some writers would have him, 
but able to bear arms, being sixteen or 
seventeen years of age, as is evident from 
this (say the Memoirs of the Countess of 
Pembroke, who was laudably anxious to 
wipe away, as far as could be, this stigma 
from the iirustrioi& name to which she 
was born), that he was the next Child* 
to King Edward the Fourth, which his 
.mother had by Kichard Duke of York, 
'^and that King was then eighteen years of 
age. It may further be ol^erved, that 
. Lord CLiffora, wjio was then himself only 
twenty-flve years of age, had been a lead- 
tog man and commander, two or three 
. years togeth^ in the army of Lancas*er|l 
before this tune ; and, therefore, woula 
be^les^lik^y to think that the Earl of 
Rutland might entitled to mercy from 
his youth. But, independent of this act, 
at best a cruel gnd savage ohe, the Family 
of Clifford had done enough to draw upon 
them the vehement hatred of the House 
of York: so that after the Battle of 
ToiArton there was no hope for them but 
in. flight md concealment. Henry, the 


subject Of the poem, was deprived of his 
estate and honours during the space of 
twenty-four years ; all which time he 
lived as a shepherd in Yorkshire, or in 
Cumberland, where the estate of his 
Father-in-law (Sir Lancelot Threlkeld) 
lay. He was restored tef his estate and 
bbnours ill the first year of Henry the 
Seventh. It is recorded that, '* when 
calldd to Parlianiant, he behaved imbly 
and wisely ; but otherwise came seldom 
*to London or the Court ; and rsiu^r 
delighted to Ik'c in the country, where 
he repaired several of his Castles, which 
had gone to decay during the late 
troubles.” Thus far i.s chiefly collected 
from Nicholson and Burn; and I can 
?idd, from my own knowledge, that there 
is a tradition current in the village of 
ThrclkcM and its neighbourhood, his 
principal retreat, that, in the course of 
his shepherd-life, ho had acquired great 
astronomical knowledge. 

f^ige 166. 

” Barth helped him with the cry of blood." 

This line is from ” The Battle of Bos- 
worth Field,” by Sir John Beaumont 
(brother to the dramatist), whose poems 
are written with much spirit, elegance, 
and harmony. 

Pago 167. 

‘‘ And both the undying Fish that swim 
1 Through Bawscale-tarn" etc. 

It is imagined by the people of the 
country tliat there are two immortal 
fish, inhabitants of this tarn, which 
lies in the mountains not far from Threl- 
keld. — Bleiicathara, mentioned before, 
is the old and proper name of the. moun- 
tain vulgarly called Saddleback. 

Page 176. 

” living hill." 

‘‘ awhile the living hill 

Heaved with convulsive throes, and all 
was still.” ^ Dr. Darwin. 

« Page 181. 

•' The Wishing-gate." 

** In the Vale of Grasmere, by the side 
of the old highway leading to Ambleside, 
is a gate which, time out of mind, has 
been called the Wishing-gate.” 

Having been told, upon what 1 thought 
good authority, that this ^ate had bem 
destrpyed, and the opening, where it 
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hung, walled up, I gave vcnt*immedi- 
ately to ihy feelings in these stanzas. 
But going to the place some time after, 
1 found, with much delight, my old 
favourite unmolested. 

«Page 220. 

■“ Wild Redhieast,*' etc. « 
This sonnet, as poetry, explains itself, 
yet the scene of the incident having^oecn 
wood, it may be doubled, as'a^ 
point of natural history, whether th(^ 
bird was aware that his attentions, were 
bestowed upon a human, or even a liv- 
ing, creature. But a redbreast tvill 
perch upon the foot of a gardener at 
work, ,^d alight on the handle of the 
spade when his hand is half upon it — thi& 
I have seen. And under my own roof I 
have witnessed affecting instances of the 
creature’s friendly visits to the chambers 
of sick persons, as described in the 
verses to the redbreast, page il'7. One 
of these welcome intruders used fre- 

g uently to roost upon a nail in the wall, 
'om which a picture had hung, and was 
ready, as morning came, to pipe his song 
in the hearing of the invalid, who had 
been long confined to her room. These 
attachments to a particular person, when 
marked and continued, used to be 
reckoned ominous ; but the superstition 
is passing away. 

Page 229. 

** At the Grave of Burns'* 

The following is extracted from the 
Journal of my fellow-traveller, to which, 
as persons acquainted with my poems 
will know, 1 have been obliged on other 
occasions : — 

Dumfries, August, 1803. 

" On our way to the churchyard where 
Burns is buried, we were accompanied by 
a bookseller, who showed us the outside 
of Burns’s house, where he had lived the 
last three years of his life, and where he 
died. It has a mean appearance, and is 
in a bye situation ; the front white- 
washed ; dirty about the doors, as most 
Scotch houses arg ; flowering plants in 
the window. Went to visit his grave ; 
be lies in a comer of the churchyard, and 
bis second son, Francis Wallace, bdSide 
him. There is no stone to mark the 
spot ; but a hundred guineas have been 
iCollected to be expended upon some sort 
of monument. ’ There,’ said the book- 
teller, pointing to a pompous monument, 
* licB Bir. — (1 have forgotten the name) 
: remarkably clever man ; he was an 

and scarcely ever lost a cause 


be undertook. Burns made many a 
lampoon upon him, and there they rest 
as you sefe.' We looked at Burns’s grave 
with if^elancholy and painful reflections, 
repeating to each other his owp poet's 
epitaph : — , • 


‘ Is tli^rc a man,’ etc. 
churchyard is full 


The churchyard is 

, ^menlL In all* 

sorts, of fantastic shapes : obelismwiseu 
pillar- wise, etc. S When our guide hadr 
left us we turneqagain to Burns’s grave, 
and afterwards went to his bouse, wish- 
ing to inquire after Mrs. Burns, who was 
gone to' spend some time by the sea-|hore 
with her children. We spoke to the 
makl-servant<at the dodx* who mvited us 
forward, and we sate demn in the ^ar- 
lour.,^ The walls were, coloured with a 
blue wash ; on one side«of*the firc^was a 
mahogany d%sk ; opposite the window a* • 
clock, which Burns mentions, ill one of 
his letters, having received ^ls*a present. 
The house \Ais cleanly and ilesfc ' 

inside, the stairs stone scoured y^te, 
the kitchen on the right side of thJ^pasfr- 
age, the parlour on the k^t.' In tlufroom ' 
above the parlour the poet died, and bis 
son, very lately, in the same room. Thi? 
servant told us she had lived fom years 
with Mrs. Burns, who was now in great 
sorrow for the death of Wallace. She 
said that Mrs. B.’s* youngest son was now 
at Christ’s Hospital. We were glad to 
leave Dumfries, where we could think of 
little but poor Bums, and Kis moving 
about on that unpoetic ground.” 


Page 244. 

** Jones ! as from Calais southward^* 

(See dedication to Descriptive Sketches, 

, page 8.) 

This excellent person, one of my earli- 
est and dearest friends, diedrin the year 
1835. We were undergraduates together 
of the same year, at the same ccdlege \ 
and companions in many a delightful ^ 
ramble through his own romantic coupr 
try of North Wales. Mueb of the latter 
ip2frt of his life he passed in comparative . 
solitude ; which I know was oij^eQ 
cheered by remembrance of »ur youthful . 
adventures, and of the beautiful r^ions 
which, at home and abroad, we had 
visited togetlfer. Let me»only add, that 
during the middle part of his life he 
resided many years (as Incumbent of the ‘ 
Living) at a Parsonage in Oxfordshire, 
which is the subject of the ytH. of the 

Miscellaneous Sonnets,” Part. '3. . 
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Page 245. 

“ The King of Sweden." 

In this and a Succeeding Semn^f cm the 
same subject, let me be undersfnod^as a 
Poet availing himself of the situation 
which the King of Swedcuv occupied, and 
of the principles avowed in his mani- 
TESTos ; as laying hold of f^^esc advant- 
ages for the purpose of embodying moral 
trtiths. • • 

Page 2^^ • 

Danger whith ihev feq/, anti honour 
tehtch they understood not** 

Words in Lord Brr>oke’s Life of 
• Sir P. Sidney. 

• • P^ 2.S4- * * * 

• “ Zaragoza.*' 

Ii^thi^ Sonnet I am under some oblija- 
*t*«ns to one of an Italian autHbr, to which 
I cannot eGfer. 

• 

• a 3 Page 259. • 

“ Th^Sermans on the Heights of Hock- 
helm.** 

The event is thus recorded in the 
journal^ of the day: — “When the 
Aditrians to^ Hocklieim, in one part t»i 
the engagement they got to the brow of 
the hill, whence they had their first view 
of the Rhine. They instantly halted — 
not a gun W'as fired — not a voice heard : 

• they stood gazing on the river with those 

• feelings which the events of the last 
fifteen years* at once called up. I*rince 
Schwkftzenburg rode up to know the 
cause of this sudden stop ; they then 
gave three cheers, rushed after the enemy 
and drove them into the water.” 

« Page g^67. 

o ^ “ Fish-Women.'* 

If in this Sonnet 1 should seem to have 
:*,l>Qme a little |oo hard upon the personal 
'.^pearance of the worthy Poissards of 
^ais, let hie take shelter under the 
authority of n^ lamented frieird, the late 
Sir George Beadmont. He, a most 
accurate observer, used to say of them, 
that their features and countenance 
kerned to havt conformed to those of 
the fteal4|res they deaft in ; at all events 
tba ceSemblaiEce Vas strildng. 

Page 267. • 

’^Brugis." 

In this city are many vestiges of the 
splendour of the Burgundian Dukedom, 
and the long black mantle universally 


worn by t|}e females is prpbably a rem- 
nant of the 0I4 Spanish connexion, which, 
if I do not much deceive myself, is trace- 
able in the grave deportment of its in- 
habitants. Bruges is comparatively 
little disturbed by that curious contest, 
<ir rather conflict, of Flemish with French 
pronensities in matters of fastc, so con- 
^licmous ttu'ough oth^ parts of Flanders, 
in Hri^ficls, the modern taste in costume, 

^ architectui-e, etc., hfls got the masteri' 
in^ Ghent there is a struggle: but 
Bruges old images are still paramount, 

I mid an air of iiflinastic life among the 
quiet goings-on of a thinly- peopled city 
is iiff‘\prcssibl5- soothing ; a pensive 
•grace seems to be cast over all, even the 
^eJ;y children. — Extract from Jourml. 

Page 26S. 

” Where unremitting frosts the rocky 
crescent bleach ” 

” Let a wall of rocks be imagined from 
three to six hundred feet in height, and 
rising between France and Spain, so as 
physically to separate the two kingdoms 
— let us fancy this wall curved like a 
crescent, with its convexity towards 
France. Lastly, let us suppose, that in 
the very middle of the wall, a breach of 
300 feet wide has been beaten down by 
the famous Roland, and we may have a 
good idea of what the mounlaineers call 
the ‘ BREcirE de Roland.’ ” — Ray- 
mond's ” Pyrenees." 

Page 269, 

‘‘ Miserere Domine." 

See the beautiful song in Mr. Cole- 
ridge’s Tragedy, ” Remorse.” 

Page 269. 

” Not like his great Compeers, indig- 

• nantly 

Doth Danube spring to life ! *' 

Before this quarter of the Black Forest 
was inhabited, the source of the Danube 
might have suggested some of those sub- 
lime images which Armstrong has so 
finely described ; at present, the contrast 
is most striking. The ^ring appears in 

• capacious stone basin in front of a 
ducal palace, with a pleasure-ground 
opposite ; then, x^^ssing under the pave- 
ment, takes the form of a little, clear, 
bright, black, vigorous rill, barely wide 
enough ti: tempt the agility of a child 
five years old to leap over it, — and enter- 
ing the garden, it joins, after a course of 

I a few hundred yards, a stream muc^ 
> more considerable than itself, 
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, Page 269. » 

“ On approaching the Staub-bach.*' 

*' The Staub-bach ” is a narrow stream 
which, after a long course on the heights, 
comes to the sharp edge of a somewhat 
overhanging precipice, overleaps it with 
a bound, aifd, after a fall of 930 feet, 
forms again a rivulft. The vocal pcrt/e‘rs 
of these musical beggars may seem to be 
exaggerated ; but this wild and'savage 
^aj( ' was utterly unlike any so\inds I 'had 
"^er heard ; the notes reached me frdm 
a distance, and on wbat occasion they 
were sung I could not guess, on'iy they 
seemed to belong, in some wav or j\thcr. 
to the waterfall — and reminded me of, 
religious services chanted to streams and 
fountains in Pagan times. * 

Page 270. 

“ Engelberg." 

The Convent whose site was pointed 
out, according to tradition, in this man- 
ner, is seated at its base. The archi- 
tecture of the building is unimpressive, 
but the situation is worthy of the honour 
which the imagination of the mountain- 
eers has conferred upon it. 

Page 274. 

“ Though searching damps and many an 
envious flaw 

Have tnarred this Work” 

This picture of the Last Supper has 
not only been grievously injured by time, 
but the greatest part of it, if not the 
whole, is said to have been retouched, 
or painted over again. These niceties 
may be left to connoisseurs, — I speak of 
it as I felt. .. 

Page 275. 

“ Of figures human and divide.” 

The statues ranged round the spina 
and along the roof of the Cathedral of 
Milan, have been found fault with by 
persons whose exclusive taste is unfor- 
tunate for themselves. It is true that 
the same expense and labour, judiciously 
directed to purposes more strictly archi- 
tectural, might, have much heightened 
the general effect of the building ; fo^ 
seen from the CTOund, the statues appear 
diminutive. But the coup-d*oeil, from 
the best point of view, which is half way 
up the spire, must strike an unprejudiced 
pmofi with admiration ; and surely the 
selection and arrangement of the figures 
is exquisitely fitted to support the reli- 
, gion of the country in the imaginations 
feelings of the spectator. 


Page 278. ; 

Still, witkHhose white-robed SHapes^^ 
living Stream, 

Tkc glacier Pillars join in solemn guise ." . 

This procession is a part of jhe sa<n:a- 
nKsntal servicq performed once a month. 
In the valley of Engelberg we had the' 
good fortune to be present at the Grand ■ 
Festival of the Virgin — but the proces- 
*»ion on that day, though ccAsistirg of 
upwards of 1,000 persons, alhembled 
frofii all the branches of the sequestei^d 
vallev, was mfitm less striking (notwith- 
standing the Sublimity of the surrotuid- 
ing scenery^ : it wanted both the sinr 
pkeity of the other and the accompani- 
ment of the glacier-columns, whose sis- 
terly resemblance tocthe moving figures 
gave it a most beautiful ind |o]emn* 
peculiarity. 

** Page 279* • • , ■ 

** That gave the Roman his ii^umphal 
shells.” • «. 

Near ther-town of Boulogne,* and ovei- 
hanging the behch, are the remai^ of a 
tower which bears the name of Caligula, 
who here terminalfcd* his •western 
expedition, of which these saa-shells 
were the boasted spoils. ^ And at ^no 
great distance from these ruins, Buona-* 
parte, standing upon a mound of earth, 
harangued his " Army of England," 
reminding them of the exploits of Casar, 
and pointing towards the white cliffs, 
upon which their standards were to float. , 

r- 

Page 280. 

“ We mark majestic herds of cattle, free. 

To ruminate.” 

This is a most grateful sight for au 
Englishman returning to his native land. 
Everywhere one misses in 'the cultivated 
grounds abroad, the animated and ^ooth- % 
ing accompaniment of animals ranging 
and selecting their own fopd at will. • 

Page 280. 

" Far as Maurice, from yon eastern 
Forks7* 

Les Fourches, the poiut at which ihe 
two chains of mountains part, that ior 
close the Valais, which terminates St» 
Maurice. « tf * 

Page 281. 

” ye that occuf^ 

Your council-seats beneai^ the open sky, \ 

On Sarnen's Mount.” 

Sarnen, one of the two capitals of the' 
Canton of Vnderwalden toe 8^ Ueeq 
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alltlded to is close to the town, and is 
c^led the Landenberg, fif>m the tyrant 
of that •name,* whose chateaup formerly 
stood there. On the ist of* January, 
1308, t]^ great day which the confeder- 
ated heroes had chosep^for the deliyer- 
arice of their country, ml the cattles of 
the governors were takan by force or 
stratagem ; and the tyraAts themselves 
■t»nduet^d, with their creatures, to the 
frontiers, after having witnessed the 
%estruction of their ^^csigholds. From 
that time thi* Landeinj% 9 rg has been the 
place where* the legislatofs of this division 
of the Canton assemble. 

• ® • 

rage 281. 

“ Calls me lo her hon&urfd Bridge/' 

Tfte bridges of Lucerne are roofed, 
and open at the sides, so that the passeii- 
h», at the same timc.ithe benefit of 
shade, gnd a view of the magnificent 
country. •The pictures are attached to 
the raikrrs^; those from Scripture His- 
torhN^on the cathedrahbriage, amount, 
according to my notes, to 240. Subjects 
from 4he Old jemament face the passen- 
ger sis he goes towards the Cathedral, 
^d tnose vom the New as he returns. 

Page 282. 

*' Although *tis fair, 

'Twill be another Yarrow." 

These words were quoted to me from 
“ Yarrow «Unvisited,” by Sir Walter 
when I visited him at Abbotsford, 
a day or two before his departure for 
Italy : and the affecting condition in 
which he was when he looked upon Rome, 
from the Janicular Mount, was reported 
to me by a lady who bad the honour of 
conducting bim thither. 

• 4 

Page 285. 

" ^is sepulchral verse." 

If any English reader should be desir- 
ous of knowing how far I ^m justified 
in thus describlAg the epitaphs of Chia- 
4>rera, he wjU find translated specimens 
of them in this volume, under the h^d 
of “ Epitaplft and Elegiac Pieces.’* * 

m 

% f • 

Page 286. 

“ Aquapendent^" 

It would be ungenerous not to advert 
to the religious movement that, since 
the composition of these verses in 1837, 
has made itself felt, more or less strongly, 
throughout the English Church 


movemenit that takes, for its first prin- 
ciple, a devout deference to the voice of 
Christian antiquity. It is not my office 
to pass judgment on questions of theo« 
logical detail ; but my own repugnance 
to the spirit and s^'stem of l^manism 
has been so re]>eatedly ^nd, 1 trust, 
feelingly expressed^ that 1 shall not be 
•suspected of a leaning that way, if 1 do 
not jeln in the gra^ charge, thrown out, 
perhaps in the heat of controvetsy, 
figaiust the learned and pious men^'W 
w’hose labours 1 allude. I speak apart 
from •controversy ; but, with strong 
fait^ in the moral temper which would 
<*levate the present by doing rever- 
ence to the past. I vrould draw cheerful 
jfUgurics for the English Church from tliis 
moveiiicnt, as likely to restore among us 
a tone of piety more earnest and real, 
than that produced by the mere formali- 
ties of the understanding, refusing, in a 
degree, which 1 cannot but lament, that 
its own temper and judgment shall be 
controlled by those of antiquity. 

^age 286. 

‘ ‘ The pifie of Monte Marie at Rome." 

Within a couple of hours of my arrival 
at Rome, 1 saw from Monte Pincio, the 
pine tree as described in the sonnet ; 
and, while expressing admiration at the 
beauty of its appearance, I was told by 
ail acquaintance of my fellow-traveller, 
who happened to join us at the moment, 
that a price had been paid for it by the 
late Sir G. Beaumont, upon condition 
that the proprietor should not act upon 
his known intention of cutting it down. 

Page 291. 

"At the Convent of Camaldoli" 

This famous sanctuary was the original 
establishment of Saint Romualdo (or 
Runwald, as our ancestors Saxonized the 
name), in the nth century, the ground 
(campo) being given by a Count Maldo. 
The Camaldolensi, however, have spread 
wide as a branch of Benedictines, and 
may therefore be classed among the 
gentlemen of the monfetic orders. The 
society comprehends two orders, monks 
and hermits ; symbolized by their arms, 
two doves drinking out of the same cup. 
The monastery in which the monks here 
reside is beautifully situated, but a large 
unattrac'.ive edifice, not unlike a factory. 
The hermitage is placed in a loftier and 
wilder region of the forest. It compre- 
hends between, twenty and thirty dis- 
tinct residences, each including tot its 
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single hermit an inclosed piece -of ground 
and three very small apartments. There 
are days of indulgence when the hermit 
may quit his cell, and when old age 
arrives, he descends from the mountain 
and takes his abode among the monks. 

My compantoii had, in the year 1831, 
fallen in with the i^onk, the siibjecb^of 
these two sonnets, wlio showed him his* 
abode among the hermits. It is'-from 
hi^i that I received the following partieu- 
"tars. He was then about forty years of 
age, but his appearances was that <)f an 
<jlder man. He had been a painter by 
profession, but on taking orders eha^^ged 
ins name from Santi to Haifacjllo, per- 
haps with an unconscious reference as 
well to the great Sanzio d'Urbino as to 
the archangel. He assured iny friend 
that he had been thirteen years in the 
hermitage and had never known melan- 
choly or ennui. In the little recess for 
study and prayer there was a small rul- 
lectiou of books. “ I read only,” said he, 

** books of asceticism and mystical theo- 
logy.” On being asked the names uf the 
most famous mystics, he enumerated 
Scaramelli, San Giovanni della Croce, St. 
Dionysius the Areopagite (su]iposing the 
work which bears his name to be really 
his), and with peculiar emphasis RicarcUt 
di San Viitoru The works of Saint 
Theresa are also in high repute among 
ascetics. 

We heard that RalTacIln was then 
living in the convent ; my friend sought 
in vain to renew his ac(]uaintance with 
him. The reader will perceive that 
these sonnets were supptjsed to be 
written when he was a young man. 

Page 291. 

" What aim had they the Pair of Mot-ks ” 

In justice to the Benedictines of Cam-” 
aldoli, by whom strangers are so hospit- 
ably entertained, I feel obliged to notice 
that 1 saw among them no other figures 
at all resembling, in size and complexion, 
the two monks described in this sonnet. 
What was their office, or the motive 
which brought them to this place of 
mortification, a Feeling of delicacy pre-4 
vented me from inquiring. 


Page 291. 

“ At Vallomhrosa." 

. The name of Milton is pleasingly con- 
nected with Vallombrosa in many ways. 
The pride with which the monk, without 
any previous question from me, pointed 


out his residence, 1 shall not readily for* 
get. It may’' be proper here to defend 
the poet* irom a charge which has been 
brought against him, in respect to the 
passage in Paradise Lost where this place 
is ^lentioned. ,U is said that he has 
erred in speaking of the trees there being 
deciduous, wlbcreas they are, in fact, 
pines. The fhiilt-finders are themselves 
ikistaken ; the ^^naiural woodl^ of thv 
region of Vallombrosa arc deciduoi%, and 
spread to a great w:tent ; those near th6^ 
convent are, intired, uiosHy pines ; but 
they arc avenues of trees planted within 
few steps of each other, and thus com- 
.Mosjng large tracts of wood, plots Of 
w'hich are periodically cut down. ‘ 

C rt il 

Page 300.*= ' ^ 

, ** The River Duddon.'* 

The abovA series of sonnets was Ihij 
growth of many years ; — the one which 
stands the fourteenth was Jhe nrst pro- 
duced ; and ^ others’’ were a|ld(;d upon^ 
occasional visits to the stream, of as 
recollections of the scenes upon its^nks 
awakened a wish to ^sfribc thgpi. 

Page 301. 4 

“ There bloomed the strawbei^y of tne . 
wilderness. 

The trembling eyebright shoiwcd her 
sapphire blue.'* * 

These two lines are in a great measure 
taken from "The Beauties* of Spring, a 
Juvenile Poem,” by the Rjv. Joseph 
Sympson. He was a native of Cuwt',.*- * 
land, and was educated in the vale of 
Grasmere, and at Hawkshead school ; 
his poems ire little known, but they con- 
tain passages of splendid description; 
and the versification of hi^ ” Vision ol 
Alfred ” is harmonfbus and animated. 

Page 304. 

** A dark plume fetchfmey 
The eagle requires a large domain - 
for its sup{>ort : but several pairs, not 
many years ago, weref- constantly rest-" 
dent in this country, l^uilding thefr 
nqsts in the steeps of Borrowdale, Wast- 
dale, Ennerdale, and on t&e eastern side' 
of Helvellyn. The bW frequently* re- 
turns, but is always destfoyelL. Not long 
since, one visited Rydal Lake, and re- 
mained some^ours near its banks; the con- 
sternation which it occasfoned among the 
different species of fowls, particularly the 
herons, was expressed by loud screams. 
The horse also is naturally afraid of tho 
eafi^e. — ^There were several Roman Sta- 
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tions among these mountains ; the most 
considerable seems to have b^n in a 
meadow* at the head of Wibolemere, 
established, undoubtedly, as* a xheck 
over thete Passes of Kirkstonc, Dunmail- 
raj^, and of HardkncfL and Wrynase. 
On the margin of Rydal Lake, a coin of 
Trajan was discovered vei:% lately. — ^The 
Roman fort here alluded to, called by 
fhe country people Hardknot Castle*' 

S I most impressively situated half-way 
own the hill on thefijrifht of the road 
that descends "from Hardknot into Lsk- 
dale. The* Druidical Circle is about 
half a mile to the left of the road ascend- 
ing Stjone-side from the vale of Dudd?)n f 
the ^untry people call it Sunken 
Church:' . • • • 

** Page 304. 

p ^ " SMhwaite Chapel." * 

* ^athi^ite Churchyard contains the 
following jps^ffription : — 

• “ In rtOerjory of the Revorend Robcit 
WaMlgr, who died the 23th of June, 1802, 
111 the 93rd year of hi« •'^ge, and b^tli of 
his cufacy at*6o|thwaite. 

Also, of Anne lus wife, who died the 
alfth of J ai#ary, in the 93rd year of her 
age.” 

Ill the parLsh-regUtcr of Seathwaite 
Chapel is this notice : 

” Buried, June 28th, the Rev. Robert 
Walker. He was curate of Scatliw'aitc 
sixty-six years. He was a man singular 
, for his temperance, industry, and iii- 

Wiey,” 

This individual is the l^astor alluded 
to, in the eighteenth sonnet, as a worthy 
compeer of the country parson of Chau- 
cer, etc. In the seventh book of '* The 
Excursion,” ^n abstract of his character 
is given, beriming, — 

A Priestjabides before whose life such 
, doubra 

Fall to the ground. — ” 

P^ge 307. 

^^'We fe 4 that We are greater than we know.*' 

• **And feel tliat 1 am happier than* I < 
• know.” — M xltom. 

^ i • 

The allusion to the Greek Poet will be 
obvious to the classical reader. 

• • 

Page 307. 

** The White Doe of RyUione.** 

^hc poem of the White Doe of Ryl- 
ktobe ia founded on a local tradition^ 


and on tlfe 3 allad in Percy’s Collection, 
entitled, ” The Rising of the North.” 
The tradition is as follows : — ” About 
this time,” not long after the Dissolu- 
tion, ” a White Doe,” say the aged people 
of the neighbourhood, ” long continued 
to make a weekly pilgrimage from Ryl- 
stAic over the ^lls*of Bolton, and was 
•constantly found in the Abbey Chiurch- 
yard 'during divina service; after -the 
<j^t 5 se of which she rcjturned hQmeVig« 
regularly as the rest of the congregation.” 
— Dr.^WiiiTAKEft's History of the Deanery 
of Craven . — Kylstonc was the property 
and* residence of the Nortons, distin- 
guished in that ill-advised and unfor- 
tunate insurrection ; which led me to 
connect w'ith this tradition the principal 
circumstances of their fate, as recorded 
in the ballad. 


I'agc 308. 

“ From Bolton's old monastic tower:' 

It is to be regretted that at the present 
day Bolton Abbey wants this ornament : 
but the poem, according to the imagina- 
tion of the poet, is composed in Queen 
Elizabeth’s time. ” Formerly,” says 
Dr. Whitaker, ” over the transept was a 
tower. This is proved not only from the 
mention of bells at the Dissolution, when 
they could have had no other place, but 
from the pointed roof of the choir, which 
must have terminated westward, in some 
building of superior height to the ridge.” 


Page 308, 

” .4 Chapel, like a wild-bird's nest,'* 

• “ The nave of tlie church having 

been reserved at the Dissolution, for the 
use of the Saxon Cure, is still a parochial 
chapel ; and, at this day, is as well kept 
as the neatest English cathedral.” w 


Page 3#8. 

“ Who sate in the shade of the Prior's 
Oak ! ” 

” At a small distance from the great 
gateway stood the Prior’s Oak, which 
ivas felled about the year 1720, and 
sold for £700. According to the price of 
wood at that time, it could scarcely 
have oontained less than 1,400 feet of 
timber,” 
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V Page 310. 

** When Lady Adliza mourned." 

The detail of this tradition may be 
found in Dr. Whitaker’s book, and in 
a poem of this collection, The Force 
of Prayer.” 


Page '310. 

I 

^^PasSt pass who will, yon chantry door." 

" At the east end of the north ‘ 5 isle of 
Bolton Priory Church, is a chantry be- 
longing to Bethmesly Hall, and a vault 
where, according to tradition, the Clap- 
hams ” (who inherited this estate, by the 
female line, from the Maiileverers) ’‘were 
interred upright.” John de Claphain, 
of whom this ferocious act is recorded, 
was a man of great note in his time : 
“ he was a vehement partisan of the house 
of Lancaster, in whom the spirit of his 
chieftains, the Cliffords, seemed to sur- 
vive.” 


Page 31 1. 

** Who loved the Shepherd-lord to meet." 

In this volume of poems, will be found 
one entitled, ” Song at the Feast of 
Brougham Castle, upon the Restoration 
of Lord Clifford, the Shepherd, to the 
Estates and Honours of his Ancestors.” 
A note to that poem (page 682J contains 
an account of this personage, chiefly 
extracted from Burns and Nicholson’s 
History of Cumberland and Westmoreland. 
It gives me pleasure to add these further 
particulars concerning him, 'from Dr. 
Whitaker, wiio says he ” retired to the 
solitude of Barden, where he sccmi to have 
enlarged the tower out of a common, 
keeper’s lodge, and where lie found a 
retreat equally favourable to taste, to 
instruction, and to devotion. The narrow 
iimits of his residence show that he had 
^Iharned to despise the pomp of greatness, 
and that a small train of servants 
could suffice him, who had lived to the 
age of thirty a seivant himself. I think 
this nobleman resided *here almost* 
entirely when in Yorkshire, for all his 
charters which I have seen are dated 
at Barden. 

” His early habits, and the want of 
thosS artificial measures of time which 
even shepherds now possess, had given 
him a turn for observing the motions 
of the heavenly bodies ; and, having 
purchased such an apparatus as could 


then be proettfed, h^ am'usedftnidTnto 
himself by tho$ie persuits,' with the dw 
of the Canons of Belton,* some 'Of whom 
are s'did tb have been well versed in What 
was then known of the science. 

” I suspect this nobleman' ju> have 
been .sometimes occupied in a hiOre 
visionary pui'Suit, and probably in the 
same company. 

” For, from *he family evidences, I 
have met with two MSS. on tilk subject 
of Alchemy, wlii^^i, from the charactei, 
spelling, etc., hiay almost certainly be 
referred to the reign of Henrythe Seventh- ^ 
I If these were originally deposited with 
j.thct MSS. of the Cliffords, it might have 
been for the use of this nobleman. If 
th'^v wer3 Irought fr.)m Bolton at the 
Dissolution, they must have been the 
work of those Canons whom he almost 
exclusively conversed with. ^ ^ 

” In these' peaceful employments Lord 
Clifford spent the whole reign 'of Henry 
the Seventh, and the first' years of his 
son. But i'l the year 1513, \/hl.n almost 
sixty years old, he was appointeji^. ^.o a 
principal command over the army which 
fought at Flodden, -ad showed that 
the military genius of the family had 
neither been chilled in him oy age, rar 
extinguished by habits of peace. 

“ He survived the battle of Flodden 
ten years, and died April *3rd, 1523, 
aged about seventy.” 


Page 313. / 

"Now joy for you who from the itrtders 
Of Brancepeth look in doubt and fear." 

Brance.peth Castle stands near the 
river Were, a few miles from the city of 
Durham. It formerly belonged to the 
Nevilles, Earls of Wfestmoreland. 


Page 315. ^ 

” Of mitred Thurstour-^hat a Host 
He conquered ! " 

See the Historians for the account of 
this memorable battle, usually denom- 
^inated the Battle of the Standard. , 

n ar 

Page 316. *' 

“ In that other day of Neville's Cross ? 

” In the night before the battle of Dur* 
ham was strucken and begun, the I7th 
day of October, anno 1346, there did 
appear to John Fosser, then Ftibr of the 
abbey of Durham^ a Vision, commanding 
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liba. to take the hq^ti^ofporax-cloth, 

' wheteyrith St.. Cuthhert .did* cover the 
chaUbe wheix he 'used to saf mtfss, and 
to put the same holy relique like to a 
hannet-cloth upon tlj^ point of a gpear, 
atxd the next morning to go ai^d repair 
to a place on the west# side of the city 
of Durham, called the Red Hills, where 
the M^d's Dower wopt to be, and there 
to remain and abide till the end of the 
battle. To which viswn* the Prior obeying,* 
and taking the sanro for a revelation of 
God's gr^e and meroy by the media- 
tion of l^ly St. Cuthbert, did accord- 
ingly the next inorning, with the uioujis 
of the said abbey, repair to the said Red 
Hills, and there^most devyut^’’ huii^jling 
and pro-rating themselves in prayer for 
. thff> victory in the said battle (a great 
multitude o^the Scots running aiid*f)ress- 
thg by them, with iiitwttioii to have 
spoiled them, yet had no power to com- 
mit any vi<ycnce under such holy persons. 
BO oc(^p^cd in pj?![iyer, bging 'protected 
a?^defended by the giighty Providence 
ot^lmighty Ci-od. and by the mediation 
of Iit(L>ly St. J^Tut liber t, aiid the presence 
of the holy renque). And. after many 
^nnicts vid warlike exploits there had 
%nd done between the English men and 
the King of Scots and his company, the 
said battle ended, and the victory was 
obtained, to the great overthrow and 
confusion of the Scots, their enemies.” 
From a book entitled, Durham Cathedral 
05 it stoqf, before the Dissolution of the 
,^.^onasterv. 

i^s battle was afterwards called 
the Battle of Neville's Cross from the 
following circumstance : — 

” On the west side of the city of Dur- 
ham, where two roads pass each other, 
a most n— able, afamous, and goodly 
cross of stone- work was erected and se^ 
up* to the honour of God for the victory 
, there obtayied in the field of battle, and 
' known by the name of Nevil’s Cross, 

' and built at the sole cost of the Lord 
Ralph Nevil, one of the zribst excellent 
and chief persdns in the said battle.” 
^he Relique of St. Cuthbert afterwards 
became of ^eat importance in mili^y 
events. ' For*Boon after this battle, say# 
the same author, '^The Prior caused a 
good^ an# sifmptuous banner to be 
mad#*' (which is then described at great 
length), ” and in the mid— of the same 
bannercloth ^as the said holy relique 
and eprporax cloth enclosed, etc., etc., 
and jSo sumptuously finished, and abso- 
lutelv perfected^ this banner was dedi- 
cated to Holy St. Cuthbiert, of intent 
and pturpoBc taat f<3r the' future it should 


be carried to any battle, as occasion 
should serve ; and was never carried 
and showed at any battle but by the 
especial grace of God Almighty, and the 
mediation of Holy St. Cuthbert, it 
brought home victory.” 4t appears, from 
She old metrical History, that the above- 
mentioned banner was carried by the 
EasI of Surrey Flodden Field. 


«. • Page 319. 

An edifice of warlike frame 
Stands single — Norton Tower Us 

name.'* 

» 

It is so called to this day, and is thus 
described by Dr. Whitaker : — Rylstone 
Fell yet* exhibits a monument of the old 
warfare between the Nortons and Clif- 
fords. On a point of very high ground, 
commanding an immense prospect, and 
protected by two deep ravines, are the 
remains of a square tower, expressly said 
by Dodsworth to have been built by 
Richard Norton. The walls are of strong 
grout- work, about four feet thick. It 
seems to have been three stories high. 
Breaches have been industriously made 
in all the sides, almost to the ground, 
to render it untenable. 

" But Norton Tower was probably a 
sort of pleasure-house in summer, as 
there are, adjoining to it, several large 
mounds (two of tiiein arc pretty entire), 
of which no other account can be given 
than that they w'ere butts for large com- 
panies of archers.” 


Page 322. 

” despoil and desolation 

O' er Rylstone' s fair domain hai>ehlowny 

After the attainder of Richard 
Norton, his estates were forfeited to the 
crown, where they remained till the 
2iid or 3rd of J anics ; they were then 
granted to Francis Earl of Cumberland. 
From an accurate survey made at that 
time it appears that ^he mansion-house 
was then in decay. 


Page. 323. 

** In the deep fork of A merdale** 

" At the extremity of the parish of 
Burnsal, the valley of Wharf forks off 
into two great branches, one of which 
retains the name of Wharfdale, to the 
source of the river ; the othei^iis usually 
. Y'Y ' 
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calM Li^toadale, but more anciently 
and properly, Amerdale. Dernbrook, 
which runs along an obscure valley from 
the N W is derived from a Teutonic word, 
signifying concealment.*’ — ^Da. Whit- 
aker. c* 

Page 3^4. V 

** VA^en the bells of Rylstonc played 
Their sabbath mustc — ‘ <®ob us kpbt.’ ” 

• On one of the bells of Rylstone chiirch, 
which seems coeval with the building 
of the tower, is this cypher, "3. 
for John Norton, and the motto, 

us 


Page 324. 

** The grassy rock-encircled Pound." 

**¥rom the Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border, it appears that such pounds for 
deer, sheep, etc., were far from being 
uncommon iu the south of Sotlaiid. 
On the declivity of a steep hill, the bottom 
and sides of wnich were fenced .so as to 
be impassable, a wall was constructed 
nearly level with the surface on the out- 
side, yet so high within, that without 
wings it was impossible to escape in the 
opposite direction. Care was jurobably 
taken that these enclosures should con- 
tain better feed than the neighbouring 
parks or forests ; and whoever is ac- 
quainted with the habits of these sequa- 
cious animals, will easily conceive, that 
if the leader was once tempted to descend 
into the snare, a herd would fqllow.” — 
Dr. WKlTARFfR. 

Page 325. 

** Ecclesiastical Sonnets." 

During the month of December, 1820, 
I accompanied a much-beloved and 
honoured friend in a walk through dif- 
ferent parts of his estate, with a view to 
fix upon the site of a new Church which 
he intended to er^t. It was one of the 
most beautiful mornings of a mild season, 
— our feelings were in harmony w'ith the 
cherishing influences of the scene ; and 
such being our purpose, wc were natur- 
ally ied to look back upon past events 
. With wonder and gratitude, and on the 
future with hope. Not long afterwards, 
soxne of the sonnets which will be found 
, towards the dose of this series were 
. produced as a private memorial of that 
\ jiMwiimg’% oectipation. 


The Catholic^ Question, which was " 
agitated in* iPafliament about that fiitte, 
kept mfy thoughts in thevsame course j 
and it struck me that certain, poiots 
in t^e Ecclesiastical History ot our 
Country. might advantageously be pre- 
sented to view in verse. 

I c 

For the convenience of passip.g from • 
one point of the subject to anotli% with- 
' out shV>cks of abruptness this work has ■ 
taken the shape br a 6erie»>of sonnets : 
but the reader, 'it is to be hoped. Will 
find that the pictures are often so closely 
conn«scted as to have jointly the effect of 
passages of a poem in a form of stanza to 
which there, is.no objection but one that 
bears upon the poet only* -its difficulty. 


• 'Page 326. ‘ ‘ 

"Did holy Paul a while in liriiftr, dwell ? ” 

Stillingflcet -adduces many aTj^ilmeuts 
in support of this' opinion, but thew dee 
unconvincing. The latter part of this 
sonnet refers to a favearite noti» 5 h of 
Roman Catholic writers, that. Joseph of 
Arimathca and his companion^ brought- 
Christianity into Britain and built a rude 
church at Glastonbury, 


Page 327. 

“ Thai Hill, whose flowery platf:>rm" ftc,. 

This hill at St. Alban’s must have 
an object of great interest to the imag^- 
tion of the venerable Bede, who describes 
it with a delicate feeling delightful to 
meet with in that rude age,' traces of 
which are frequent in his works. 


Page 328. , 

Nor wants the cause the pan^strikinf 
aid * 

Of hallelujahs." » 

Alluding to the victory gained under 
Jliesinanus. — See Bede. 

Page 328* \ 

** By men yet scarcely conscious o/^i^eare 
For other /nenuments Jhan those of 
Earth." 

The last six lines oi this Sonnet RfiR 
chiefly from the prose of Daniels aim 
here I will state that my obligations, 
to otfas^ prose' writers an 
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obli^^iriKons which, even if I had not a 
ple£i»iire in courting, it ^ould have been 
presuiRptuous to shun, in 4 feating an 
historical subject. I must, however, par- 
ticularize Fuller, to whom I am indebted 

M. 


than versify a liveW de^ription of that 
■ event 4 ii the MS. M^oirs of the first 
Lord Lonsdale. 

' 1 V * ' 

• Page 3|8. 

*\](tonastery of old Bangor.*' 

** Ethelforth reached the convwt ,of 
Bailgor, he perceived the Monks, twelve 
hundred in iiuuiber, offering»prayois for 
.the success <ff their cnuntryinen ; ' if 


they vifcre destroyed ; and, appalled bv 
their fiHef the ^tmrage of Brticmail 
waverid.-'and he fled from the field in 
tl^itftoay. Thus abandoned by their 
lea^r, his army coon gave wav, and 
Ethelforth obtained a decisive conquest. 
Ancient Bangor itself soon fell into his 
^ands, aifll was demolished ; the noble 
monastery was levelled to the ground ; 
its library, which is mentioned as a large 
one, the collection of ages, the repository 
of the most precious monuments of the 
ancient Britons, was consumed ; half- 
ruined walLs, gates, and rubbish were all 
^hat remained of the magnificent edifice.’* 

• Turner’s valuable “ History <5f the 
Anglo-Saxons." 

Page 328. 

“ Paulinus." 

The persan of P^ulinus is thus described 
by Bede, from the memory of an eye- 
v^ness : — Congae staturai, paululiiifl 
incurvus, nigro capilLo, facie inacileiita, 
naso adun^o, perteiiui, venerabilis siiriul 
et terribilis aspectu." 

J»age 329. 

• " A/dft’5 life is like a Sparrow." 

See the o^gina! of this speech in 

— ^The Con^fte^skm of Edwin, as relatA 
by hj^n, i| highly ^interesting. 

Page 329. 

— ■ — "^uch the inifiting voice 
Heard near fresh streams." 

The early propagators of Christianity 
were aocustoftned to preach near rivers, 
for the convenience of baptism, 


• Page 329. 

" Primitive Saxon Clergy/* 

Having spoken of the zeal, disinter- 
estedness, and temperance of the clergy 
of those times, Bede thits proceeds 
“ Unde et in magna ft-at veneratione 
feinpore illo religion is habitus, ita at 
ubicunque clcricus aliquis, aut mon- 
acmis adveniret,«gaudenter ab omnibus 
taiiquam Uei famulus excipeV^ur. 
Etiam si in itincrc pergens inveniretur, 
acciArrebant, ?t flexA cervice, vel manu 
signari, vel ore illius se benedici, gaude- 
Imiit. Verbis quoque horum exhorta- 
toriis diligenter audilum praibebant." 
— Lib. iii. cap. 26. 


Page 3.30. 

" J'ke people work like congregated bees" 

Sec, in Turner’s History, vol. iii. p. 
578, the account of the erection of Ram- 
sey Monastery. Penances were remov- 
able by the pcrfortnance of acts of charity 
and benevolence. 


Page 331. 

“ pain narrows not his cares." 

Through the whole of his life, Alfred 
was subject to grievous maladies. 


Page 33T. 

" Woe to the Crown that doth the Cowl 
ohev / " 

The violent measures carried on 
under the influence of Dimstan, for 
strengthening the Benedictine Order, 
were a leading cause of the second series 
of Danish mvasioiis.-— See Turner. 


Page 334. 

“ Here Man fnore purely lives" etc, ' 

" Boniim est nos hie esse, quia homo 
vivit purius, cadit rarius, surgit velo^' 
cius, mcedit caiitius, quiescit securius, 
moritur felicius, purgatur citius, pra»- 
miatuc copiosius.” Bernard. " This 
sentence," says Dr. Whitaker, *' is usually 
inscribed in some conspicuous part of 
the Cistercian hou 3 e<i," 
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l*age 337. 

** Whom Otloquy pursues with hideous 
bark:' 

The list of foul names bestowed upon 
those poor creatures is long and curious ; 
— and, as is, alas. ! too natural, most of 
the opprobrious appellations are drawn 
from circumstances into which they were 
forced by their persecutors. 


Page 340. . ^ 

“ One (like those prophets whom God sent 
of old) •' 

Transfigured:* etc. 

“ M. Latimer suffered his keeper very 
quietly to pull off his hose, and his other 
array, which to looke unto was very 
simple : and being stripped into his 
shrowd, he seemed as comely a person to 
them that were present, as one should 
lightly see : and whereas in his clothes 
hee appeared a withered and crooked 
sillie (weak) olde man, he now stood 
bolt upright, as comely a father as one 
might lightly behold. • • • • Then they 
brought a faggotte kindled with fire, 
and laid the same dowiie at doctor Rid- 
ley’s feete. To whome M. Latimer spake 
in this manner, ‘ Bcc of good comfort, 
master Ridley, and play the man : wee 
shall this day light such a candle by 
God’s grace in England, as I trust shall 
never bee put out.” — Fox’s Acts. 


Page 342. 

The gift exalting, and with playful 
smile.** ^ 

“ On foot they went, and took Salis- 
bury in their way, purposely to see the 
good Bishop, who made Mr. Hooker sit 
at his own table ; which Mr. Hooker 
boasted of with much joy and gratitude 
when he saw his mother and friends ; 
and at the Bishop’s parting with him, 
the Bishop gave him good counsel and 
his benediction, but forgot to give him 
’ money ; which, when the Bishop had 
considered, he sent a servant in all haste 
to call Richard back to him, and at 
Richard's return, the Bishop said to him 
* Richard, I sent for you back to lend 
you a horse which hath carried me many 
a mile, and I thank God with much ease,' 
ai^ presently delivered into his hand a 
,3Krallaag-staff, with which he professed he 
Jwd travelled through many parts of 
Gennany ; and he said, ' Richard, I do 


not give, but lend you my horse ;* teanre 
you be honest, 'and bring my hotw back 
to me, at ycoir Return this wgy to Qzford. 
And I cVf now give you ten groats to bear 
your charges to Exetej ; and here is ten 
groats more, whi^ I charge you to 
deliver to your mother, and tell her I send 
a Bishop’s benediction with it, and beg 
the continuance of her prayers for me* 
And if you bring horse back me, 1 
will give you ten ^oats more to catty 
^yoii on foot to ti^ college ; and so Gfld 
bless you, good Riohvd.’ ” — pee Walton^ 
Life of Richard Hooker. ^ 


[ ** “ Page 343. 

f s. o Laud: *9, 

t *■' 

In this age a word cannot be said^ in 
praisetof Laud, or even in compassion for 
his fate, witlv^ft incurring *a charge of 
bigotry ; but fearless of such imputation, 

I concur with Hume, ” that » suffi- 
cient for his vindicatiAn to observe that 
his errors wcr& the most excusable of , all 
those which prevailed during that zesdcdis 
period.” A key to the right^understand- 
ing of those parts of hfi' conduct That 
brought the most odium upon ^im ift his 
oivn time, may be found in the following^ 
passage of his speech before the bar of 
the House of Peers : — ” Ever since a ’ 
came in place. I have laboiured nothing 
more than that the external publick 
worship of God, so much slighted in 
divers parts cf this kingdom, might be 
preserved, and that with ^s much 
decency and uniformity as might 
For I evidently saw that the public 
neglect of God’s service in the outward 
face of it, and the nasty lying of many 
places dedicated to that service, had 
almost cast a damp upon the true and 
inward worship of God, which, while we 
live in the body, needs external helps, and 
all little enough to keep it in any vigour:* 

, Page 346. 

** The Pilgrim Fathers.** 
American episcopacy, in union with^ 
the church in England, strictly belongs 

the general subject. ER^hop White 
was consecrated at ■ Lambeth, Feb. 4, 
17877 by Archbishop Moore ; V^nd^before 
his long life was closed, twenty-six 
bishops had been consecrated in America, 
by himself. Tor his character and 
opinions, see his own numerous Works, 
and a ^rmon m commemoration 01 
him, by George Washington Doane^ 
Bishop of New Jersey. 
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*' Page 38«. 

. *l Rural Cere»\pn^' . 

This is still continue4>in ntan ^churches 
in Wg^stmoreland. It takes place in the 
mouth of J uly, whenthe floor of th^ stalls 
* is strewn with fresh rushes ; and hence it 
is called the ** Rush- bearing." * 


drying we all sat down thankful ior a 
shelter. We could not prevail upon our 
boatman, the master of the house, to 
draw near the fire, though he was cold 
and wet, or to suffer his wife to get him 
dry clothes till she had served us, which 
she did most willingl3i^ 


Page 350 - . . 

“ Teaching^us to ^gSt them or forgive.’* 

This is borrowed ^rorn an affecting 
passage in Mr. George Dyer’s History of 
Cambridge. • « 

• •* • • 

• Page 351. 

we, like them, endured 
Sore stress of apprehA^ion.** 

See'^^umet, who is unusually animated 
on thj^ gubject ; “the east wind, so anx 


igusl 

cane( 


sly- expected an^jl pfayed for, was- 
^d " the Protestant wind.” 


• • • 

• Page 351. 

m • 

“ Yet will we not conceal the precious 
Cross, 

Like men ashamed” 

The Lutherans have retained the Cross 
within their churches. 


^ . Page 357. 

” Highland Hut.** 

This sonnet describes the exterior of 
a Highland hut, as often seen under 
morning fir evening sunshine. To the 
apthoress of.^he ” Address to the Wind«” 
and other poems, who was my icllow- 
V traveller in this tour, I am indebted for 
4 ^ following extract from her journal. 
’ On our return from ^he Trossachs 
the evening began to darken, and it 
rained so hedVily that we were com- 
* pletely w^ before we had come two 
miles, and it was dark when we landed 
with our bdatmam at his hut upon tiro 
Ifanl^ of Loch Katrine. I was faint from 
cold ; ttil gdbd woman had provided, 
according tp her promise, a better fire 
than we had^ound in theenorning ; and, 
indeed, when I sat down in the chimney- 
corner of her smoky biggin, I thought I 
had never felt more comfortable in my 
life ; a i^an of coffee was boiling for us, 
and, havJQg put our clothes in the way of 


Page 359. 

^ ” Marfs-horn Tree.” 

” In the time of the first Robert de 
Clifford, in the year 1333 or 1334, Edward 
Baliol king of Scotland came into West- 
moreland. and stayed some time with the 
said Robert at his castles of Appleby, 
Brougham and Pendragon. And during 
that time they ran a stag by a single 
greyhound out of Whinfell Park to Red- 
kirk, in Scotland, and back again to this 
place ; where, being both spent, the stag 
leaped over the pales, but died on the 
olhi^r side ; and the greyhound, attempt- 
ing to leap, fell, and died on the contrary 
side. In memory of this fact the stag’s 
horns were nailed upon a tree just'by,- 
and (the dog being named Hercules) 
this rhythm was made upon them ; 

* Hercules kill'd Hart a greesc. 

And Hart a greese kill’d Hercules.* 

The tree to this day bears the name 
of Hart’s-hnrn Tree.” — Nichobon and 
Burns* History of Westmoreland and 
Cumberland. 

The tree has now disappeared, but 1 
well remember its imposing appearance 
as it stood, in a decayed state, by the side 
of the high road leading from Penrith to 
Appleby. 


Page 368. 

” But if thou, {likeCocytus from the moans 
Heard on his rueful margin),” etc. 

Dr. Whitaker has derived the name of 
Greta from the word of common occur- 
rence in the north of England, '* to 
greet : ” signifying to lament aloud, 
mostly with weeping : a conjecture 
rendered more probable from the stony 
and rocky channel of both the Cumber- 
land and Yorkshire rivers. 

The channel of the Greta, immediately 
above Keswick, has, for the purposes of 
building, been in a great measure cleared 
of the icimense stones which, by their 
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concussion fa. high floods, produced the 
loud and awful noises desciibed in the 
sonnet, 


Pago 369- 

“ By hooded Votat^sses'' etc. 

Attached to the chunah of Brighkn 
was J[prmerly a chantry, which held a 
moieity of the manor ; and in the decayed 
parsonage some vestiges monastic 
architecture are still to be seen. 

Page 370. 

** Maty Queen of Scots landing at Work- 
tngton.” 

" The fears and impatience of Mary 
were so great,” says Robertson. ” that 
she got into a fishcr-boat, and with 
about twenty attendants landed at 
Workington, in Cumberland ; and thence 
she was conducted with many marks of 
respect to Carlisle.” 

Pago 370. 

Bees' Heads." 

St. Bees’ Heads, anciently called the 
Clifi of Baruth, are a conspicuous sea- 
mark for all vessels sailing in the NR. 
parts of the Irish Sea. In a bay, one side 
of which is formed by the southern head- 
land, stands the village of St. Bees : a 
place distinguished, from very early 
times, for its religious and scholastic 
foundations. 

” St. Bees,” says Nicholson and Burns, 

had its name fi^m Bega, an hdly 
woman from Ireland who is said to have 
founded here, about the year of our Lord 
650, a small monastery, where afterwards 
a church was built in memory of her. 

” The aforesaid religious house, being 
destroyed by the Danes, was restored by 
William de Meschiens, son of Kanulph, 
and brother of Ranulph de Meschiens, 
first Earl of Cumberland after the Con- 
<)uest ; and made a cell of a prior and 
six Benedictine monks to the Abbey of 
St. Mary at York.” 

Several traditions of miracles, con- 
nected with the foundation of the first of 
these religious houses, survive among 
the people of the neighbourhood ; one of 
which is aUufled to in these stanzas. 

After the dissolution of the mnnas- 
^ terles, Archbishop Grindal founded a 
tree school at St. Bees, from which the 
. rCounUea of Cumberland and Westmore- 


land have deriv^ great benefit ; and 
recently, unfter the patronage of the Earl 
of Lons(lale,^a College has been estab- 
lished there for the education of minis- 
ters for the English Church. 4. 

The dorm of staneti in this poem, and , 
something' in the style of versification, ‘ 
arj^. adopted froqp^ the ” St. Monica,” a . 
poem of much beauty upon a monastic 
subject, by Charlotte Smith : a If&y to 
whom English verse is under greater 
obligations than afe Jikely to be eitW 
acknowledged or^ remembered. She 
wrote little, and that little unanflbitiously 
but with true feeling for rural nature, at 
a tfmc*whcn nature was not much re- 
garded by English Poets ; for in point 'of 
time Mir earlier ♦writings precede^, I be- 
lieve, those of Cowper anef Burns. 

r 

373- 

"And they aft led by noble H^ill^fy." ' 

The Tower «f Refuge, an ointment 
to Douglas Bay, *.vas erected chi^y 
through the humanity and zeal of &ir 
William Hillary ; and ak*o was <he 
founder of the lifeboat establishment^ at 
that place ; by which, under Ms super- ^ 
iiitcndcnce and often by his exertions at 
the imminent hazard of his own life, ... 
many seamen and passengers have been 
saved. 


Page 374. ^ 

"By a retired Mariner" ^ 

This unpretending sonnet is by a 
gentleman nearly connected with me, 
and 1 hope, as it falls so easily into its 
place, that both the writer andjtfae reader 
will excuse its appearance here. 

Page 375- t 

" On revisiting Dunolly Castle." 

This ingenious piece of workmanship^ 
as I afterwards learned, 'had been exe- 
cuted for their own amusem^t by some • 
Ifbovrers employed about the place, 

■I 

Page 376. ^ ^ 

" C^ve of Staffa." 

The reader may be tempted to exclaim. 

How came this and the two followiilg 
sonnets to be written, after the dissaMfr- 
f attion expressed in the preceding one ? 

In fact, at the risk of incurring the 
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reasoiuibli& displeasure the master of 
the steam-boat, 1 retuftied to the cave, 
and explored it , undea otfcumstances 
more favourable to thos^ ililtfginative 
impressions which it is so wonderfully 
fitted to make upon, the mind. , 


** Hofk smiled whefP your nativity^ was 
cast, m , , 

Children of Summetf/ ” 

Upon the head of fhe columns which 
form the front of the cave rests a body 
of decomposed basaltic matter, .wlvich 
was richly decorated with that large 
bright flower, ^hc ox-ey^d ^aisy.« * 

^ Page 377 . • 


The last lines of this sonnet are 
adopted from a* well-known sonnet of 
Bnssel, as conveying nif feeling better- 
tEan any words of my own could do. 


i 


* • •Page 378. 

“ fetched from Paradise.'* 

It is to be feared that there is more of 
' Ihe poet than the sound etymologist in 
this derivation of the name Eden. On 
the western coast of Cumberland is a 
rivulet which enters the sea at Moresby, 
known gJso in the neighbourhood by the 
"name of Eden. May not the latter 
syllable come from the word Dean, a 
mlUy ? Lanjg;dale, near Ambleside, is 
by the inhabitants called Langden. The 
former syllable occurs in the name 
Emont, a principal feeder of the Eden ; 
and the stream ^hich flows, when the 
tide is out, gjger Cartmel Sands, is called 
the £a — eau, French — aqua, Latin. * 

• 

^ ‘ Page 379. 

Canal, and Viaduct, and Railway, tell ! ” 

At Corby, a few mfles below Nunnery, 
the Eden ns crossed by a magnificent 
viaduct*; and another of these wofksais 
thrown over a deep glen or ravine at a 
very^ sh^t distance from the main 
stream. 

• Page 379T 

** A weight of awe, not easy to be borne.*’ 

' The daughters of Long Meg, place^in 
a perfect circle eighty yards in diameter, , 


are seventy- two in number above ground ; 
a little way out of the circle stands Long 
Meg herself, a single stone, eighteen feet 
high. When I first saw this monument, 
as 1 came upon it by surprise, I might 
over-rate its importance as an object ; 
but, though it will not biear a comparison 
Kvith Stonehenge^ I must say 1 have not 
seen any other relique of those dark ages, 
wlincli can pret^d' to rival it in singu- 
larity and dignity of appearanceit, ^ 


. Page 380. 

** To the Earl of Lonsdale.” 

This sonnet was written immediately 
after certain trials, which took place at 
the Cumberland Assizes, when the Earl 
of Lonsdale, in consequence of repeated 
and long- continued attacks upon his 
ciiaracter. through the local press, had 
thought it right to prosecute the con- 
ductors and proprietors of three several 
journals. A verdict of libel was given in 
one case ; and. in the others, the prosecu- 
tions were withdrawn, upon the indi- 
viduals retracting and disavowing the 
charges, exj.rcssiiig regret that they 
had been made, and promising to abstian 
from the like in future. 

Page 407. 

Last line of .Sonnet. " Blest States- 
man he.” cf. Spenser’s line : — 

” All change is perilous, and all change 
unsound.” 


Page 40S. 

“ Men of the Western World 

These lines were written several years 
ago, w'hen reports prevailed of cruelties 
committed in many parts of America, 
by men making a law of their own pas- 
sions. 


Page 422. 

“ The Horn of Egr emont Castle.** 

This story is a Cumberland tradition. 
1 have heard it also related of the Hall of 
Hutton John, an ancient residence of the 
Hudlestons’ in a sequestered valley upon 
the river Dacor. 
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Page 42fi. ^ 

Russian Fugitive.'* 

Peter Henry Bruce, having given in 
his entertaining Memoirs the substance 
of this Talc, affirms that, besides the 
concurring reports of others, he had the 
story from the lady's own mouth. The* 
Lady Cathei'ine, mentioned towards the 
close, is the famous Catl^^'riue, then beur- 
ing t/iat name as the acknowledged- 
Wife of Peter the Cjreat. 

C 

* Page 458. 


and sentiments the decline of life. It 
may be foimd (fktely reprinted) in Dr» 
WordswortVs BcclesiasHced - Biography, 


Page 604. 

“Alas! the endowment of immortal 
^ Power, t' ■ 

Is matched unequally with Qistom, 
'time'* etc 

This ‘'subject i 4 ». treated at length Iki 
the Ode, “ Intimations of InKnortaiity," 
page 463. ‘ #. 


“ Elegiac Verses." 

The plant alluded to is the Moss 
Campion (Sileiic acaulis). This most 
beautiful plant is scarce in li^ngland, 
though it is found in great abun- 
dance upon the mountains of Scot- 
land. The first specimen I ever saw of 
it, in its native bed, was singularly fine, 
the tuft or cushion being at least eight 
inches in diameter, and the root pro- 
portionably thick. I have only met with 
it in two places among our mountains, in 
both of which I have since sought for it 
in vain.' 


Page 462. 

Walter Scott . died 21st Sept., 1832. 
S. T. Coleridge . „ 25th July, 1834. 

Charles Lamb . . „ 27th llec., 1834. 

George Crabbe . „ 3rd Feb., 1832. 

Felicia Hemans . „• i6th May, 1835. 

Page 603. 

" *Tis, by comparison, an easy task 
Earth to despise” etc. ^ 

See, upon this subject, Baxter’s most 
interesting review of his own opinions 


Page 605. 

htnowing the heart of is set; etc. 

The .passage quoted from Daniel is 
taken from ^ poem adbressedi tor-- 
Margaret, Countess of Cumberland, of 
which the two last lines a^ by him 
translated from Seneva. The ^whole 
Poem is very beautiful. ‘ ' 


Page 658. 

“ Pert.<ih the roses and the flowers 8/ kings.** ^ 

The “ Transit gloria mundi ** is finelv , 
expressed in the Introduction to the 
Foundation-charters of some of the 
ancient Abbeys. Some expressions here 
used are taken from that of the Abbey of 
St. Mary’s, Furness, the transJ^ition of^ 
ivhich is as follows : — ^ 

Considering every day the uncer- 
tainty of life, that the roses and dowels 
of Kings, Emperors, and Dukes, and 
the crowns and palms of all the great, 
wither and decay ; and that all things, 
with an uninterrupted cours£, tend to 
c^ssolution and death. • , 



APPENDIX, PREFACES, . 

*• ETC.r'ETC. _ 

Much the greatest pari^of the foregoing p )enis nas been so Ibng before the public 
tfhat no prefatory inaUcr^explanatosy of any portion of them, or of the arraiigeni***jt 
which has acloptbd,7appcnrs to be required ; and had it not been for the obser- 
vations coiUamcd in thqse prefaces upon the painciples eft poetry in general they 
would not nave been reprinted even as an appendix in this edition. 



. , . PJIEFACE 

TO TME SECOND EDITION OF SEVERAL OF THE FOREOOTVC; POEMS, PUBLISHED, WITH AN 
ADDITIONAL VOLUME, UNOgR THE TITLE OF “ LYRICAL BALLADS.” 

* «. 

In succeeding editims, when the collection was much enlarged and 
divcrsiiieili Wiis preface was transferred to the end of the volume as having little 
^ of a spetia»l application to Ijieir contcuts ] 

TH^first volume of these poems has r upon my arguments, since I might be 
already bcegi submitted to general I susi>ectetl of ha\'iiig been i>riricipally in- 


perusal. It wa^pubiished, as an experi- 
ment? whi^, I hoped, might be of some 
ise to ascertain, how far, by fitting to 
‘metrical arrangement a selection of the 
i-eal language of men in a state of vivid 
sensation, that sort of pleasure and that 
quantity of pleasure uiay be imparted, 
which a poet may rationally endeavour 
to impart. 

p I had fOTmed no very inaccurate esti- 
» mattf of the probable effect of those poems: 
I flattered myself that they who should 
be pleased with them would read them 
with more than common pleasure : and, 
Dn the other hand, 1 was well aware that, 
by those who shoidd dislike them, they 
would be read witn more than couimuh 
djsMke. The Tf^ult has dificred from jnyij 
expectation in this only, that a greater 
; n«unber ha^e been pleased than 1 ven- 
' indsd to hope 1 should please. 


Several of my friends are mixious 
for the success of these poems, from a 
belief, that, tf the views with which they 
were compo^d were indeed realized^ 
cl^ of poetry wouid be produced, well 
adapted to^nteosst mankind permanent- 
ly, and not unimportant in the quality, 
and in the multiplicity of its moral rela- 
tions : and on this account they ha^'e 
advised me to prefix a systematic de- 
fence of the theory upon which the poems 
iiW Written. But I' was univilhng to 
andertake the^ta8k. knowing that on this 
' accasion thajreader would look coldly 

»7 


flucnced by the selfish and foolish hope of 
reasoning him into an approbation of 
these particular poems : and 1 was still 
more unwilling to undertake the task, 
because, adequately to display the opin- 
ions, and fully to enforce the arguments, 
would require a space wholly dispropor- 
tionate to a preface. For, to treat the 
subject with the clearness and coherence 
of which it is susceptible, it would be 
necessary to give a full account of the 
present state of the public taste in this 
country, and to determine how far this 
taste is healthy or depraved ; which, 
again, could not be determined, without 
pointing out in what manner language and 
the human mind act and re- act on each 
other, and without retracing the revolu- 
tions. not of literature alone, but likewise 
of society itself. I have therefore alto- 
1 gether declined to enter regularly upon 
1 this defence ; yet I am sensible that there 
would be something like impropriety in 
abruptly obtruding upon the public, 
without a few words of introduction, 
poems so materially cnlferent from those 
upon which general approbation is gt 
present bestowed. 

It is supposed, that by the act of writing 
in verse an author makes a formal en- 
gagement that he will gratify certain 
known habitS' of association; that ^ he 
not only thus apprises the reader that 
certain classes of ideas and expressions 
will be found in his book, but that others 
will be carefully excluded. This ex- 
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' ponent or symbol held forth bjr metrical and more emphatic language ; betifimse 
language must in different eras of litera* in that ^ndition of life our elementaty 
ture have excited very different expecta- fee]ii\p cb-exist in a state of grekter sim« 
tions : for example, in the age of Catullus, plicity.Mnd, consequently, may be more 
Terence, and Lucretius, and that of accurately contemplated, and more ford* 
Statius or Claudian ; and in our own b]y*communicated ; because the manner^ 
country in thK age of Shakespeare and of rural life germinate from tho^e ele- 
Beaumont and Flekcher, and that ^ of . ment ary feel iqkSi and, from the neditoary 
Donne and Cowley, or Dryden, or Pope. I*j character of rural occupations ,^re mwe 
will not take upon mc! to determine the eksily comprehended, and Se more ' 
egb^t import of the promise which, by dura))le ; and,, lastly, because in thk|^con| 
act of writing in verse, an author, in the ditioii thepassic^S(ifmenareincorp^atea 
fnresent day, makes to hts reader .\but it with the beautiful and permanent forms 
•will undoubtedly appear to many persons of nature. The language, ttoo, of thesp 
that I have not fulfittecl the terms of an men has been adopted (purified indeed 
engagement thus voluntarily contracted, from what appear to be its real defe^^ 
They who have been accustomed to the from all lasting and rational cau^ of 
gaudiness and inane phraseology of dislike or- drsgust) because guch men 
many mtxlerii writers, if they persist in hourly communicate witll the best o^iects 
reading this book to its conclusion, will, frorq, which the best jiart of language is 
no doubt, frequently have to struggle originally derived ; and because 
with feelings of strangeness and awkward- their rank in'sbeiety and the sameness and'* 
ness : they will look round for poetry, and narrow circle of tlieir intercourse, being 
will be induced to inquire bv what species less under the induenice of vanity, 

of courtesy these attempts can be permit- tliey convey their feelings and t&tions in » 
ted to assume that title. 1 hope therefore simple and unftlaborated expresddbns. 
the reader will not censure me for attempt- Accordingly, such a language, arising 
ing to state what 1 have proposed to out of repeated experitnefc and i^igular 
m 3 rself to perform ; and also (as far as the feelings, is a more permanent, and a 
limits of a preface will permit) to explain far more philosophical language, thAi 
some of the chief reasons which have that which is frequently substituted for it 
determined me in the choice of my pur- by poets, who think that they are cfe-i 
pose : that at least he may be spared any ferring honour upon themselves and their 
impleasant feeling of disappointment, art, in proportion as they separate tbem- 
and that I myself may be protected from selves from the sympathies of men and 
one of the most dishonourable accusations indulge in arbitrary and capricious habits 
which can be brought against an author ; i^f expression, in order to furnf'sh food for 
namely, that of an indolence which pre- fickle tastes, and fickle appetites, ofatheir 
vents him from endeavouring to ascertain own creation.^ 

what is his duty, or, when his duty is i cannot, however, be sensible to the 
ascertained, prevents him from perform- present outcry against the triviality 
ing it. and meanness, both of thought and Ian- 

The principal 'object, then, proposed guage, which some of my coptemporaries 
in these poems was to choose incidents have occasionally iiftroduced into their 
and situations from common life, and metrical compositions ; •^^nd I aclmow* 
to relate or describe them, througliout, as ledge that this defect, where it exists, 
far as was possible in a selection of Ian- is more dishonourable to the writer’s own 
guage really used by men, and, at the character than false refinement or arbi- 
samc time, to throw over them a certain trary innovaiiou, though I should contend 
colouring of imagination, whereby ordiii- at the same time that it is far less pemi- . 
ary things should be presented to the mind cious in the sum of its consequences.' 
in an unusual aspect ; and, further, and From such verses the poems m these 
above all, to maVe these incidents and Lvoiumes will be found ditftingnisbed at 

? Situations interesting by tracing in them, ^least by one mark of difference, that aacb 
ruly though not ostentatiously, the pri- of them has a worthy that 

mary laws of our nature : chiefly, as far as j always began to write vritn a distinct 
regards the manner in which we associate purpose formally conceived ; but habits^ 

ideas in a state of excitement. Humble . ■■ >■■ < ' -j g — 

and rustic life was generally chosen, ^ It is worth while here to observe, 

, because, in^that condition, the essential that the affecting parts of Chaucer are 
.passions of the heart find a better soil in almost always expressed _ in language' ' 
. which they can attain their maturity, are pure and universjUiy intelligible even to 
, tuider restraint, and sx»eak a plainer this day. 
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have, I trust^vso prompted sent day.* For a multitude of causes, 
aiLd' regulated my feelmgs, that my unknown 'to former times, are now act- 
deaCiiptions ot such objects mstcpngly ing with a combined force' to blunt the 
excite those feelings, will be* to discriminating power of the mind, and, 

carry along with them a purpose. If unfitting it for all voluntary exertion, to 
this opimon be erroneous, 1 can have l^tle reduce it to a state of almost savage tor- 
rij^bt to the name of a poet. For all good por. The most effective of these causes are 
p^ry is the spontaneou overflow of tlft great national eyents which are daily 
powerful feelings : and tnf>ugfa this be * taking place, and the increasing accumu^ 
'4rue, pdStns to whii^ any value can be latioh of men in cities, where the unlfor- 
jittached were never produced on any mity of their occupations produces a 
variety of subjects Igi^tmy a man •who, craving for extraordinary incident, 
bein^ possessed of more than usual organic wh ich the rapid communication of intelli- 
sensmility, •had also tlA>iight long and gence nourly gratifies. To this tendency 
deeply. For our continued influxes of of Wife and manners the literature and 
feelings are modified and directed our theatrical exhibitions of the country have 
thoughts, which are indeed the represen- conformed themselves. The invaluable 
tatives of^all ouzapast feelgiga; anck as ^orks ot our cider writers, 1 had almost 
by j^ntemplatflig the relation of these said the works of Shakespeare and Milton, 
genial represcnlativ'cs to each other, we are rlrivcn into neglect by frantic novels, 
4^cov^r what is really important to sickly and stupid German tragedies, 
*^n, so. by the repetitioiP knd continu- and deluges of idle and extravagant 
ance of This act, our feelings will be con- stories in verse. — When 1 think upon this 
ziected wftlf iinpoUant subjects, till at degrading thirst after outrageous stimu- 
length, If we be originally* possessed of lation, 1 am almost ashamed to have 
miM^ sensibility, such habits of mind will spoken of the feeble endeavour made in 
be produced, that, by obeying blindly these volumes to counteract it : and, re- 
and iflcchanieallir the impulses of those fleeting upon the magnitude of the general 
habita, we shall describe objects, and evil, I should be oppressed with no dis- 
ifttcr sentflbeiits, of such a nature, and honourable melancholy, had 1 not a deep 
in such connexion with each other, that impression of certain inherent and in- 
>.4 understanding of the reader must destructible (pialities of the human mind, 
necessarily be in some degree enlightened, and likewise of certain powers in the 
and his affections strengthened and puri- great and permanent objects that act 
fied. upon it, which are equally inherent and 

It has been said that each of these indestructible; and were there not added 
]3oems haw a purpose. Another circum- to this impression a belief, that the time is 
stance must be mentioned which dis- approaching when the evil will be syste- 
ti^uishes these poems from the popular matically opposed, by men of greater 
p^try of the day ; it is this, that the powers, and with far more distinguished 
feeling therein developed gives import- success. 

ance to the action and situation, and not Having dwelt thus long on the subjects 
the action s^d situation to the feeling. and aim of these poems, I shall request 
A sense of false modesty shall not the reader’s permission to apprise him 
prsji^ent me 4som asserting, that the, of a few circumstances relating to their 
reader’s attention is pointed to this mark style, in order, among other reasons, that 
of distinction, far less for the sake of these he may not censure me for not having per- 
jiarticutar poems, than from the general formed what 1 never attempted. The 
importance of the subject, ifhc subject is reader will find that personifications of 
indeed important ! For the human mind abstract ideas rarely occur in these 
is capable of beiif^ excited without the ap- volumes; and are utterly rejected, as 
fflication of gross and violent stimulants ; an ordinary device to elevate the style, 
and he must have a very faint perceptiotL and raise it'above pros!'. My purpose was 
of its beaut^f and dignity who dr)es nor to imitate, and, as far as is possible, to 
klftwtj}is,wd who does not further know, adopt the very language of men; and 
that one beitig iS elevated above another, assuredly such personifications do not 
in proportion as lie possesses this capa- make any natural or regular part of that 
bility. It has^therefore aps>eared to me, language'. They are, indeed, a figure of 
that to endeavour to produce or enlarge speech occasionally prompted by passion, 
this capability is one of the best services and I have made use of them as such ; but 
in which, at any period, a writer can be have ehde.TVoured utterly to reject them 
engaged ; but this service, excellent at as a mechanical device of style, or as a 
alt tlcncs^ i$ es^iecially so at the pre- family language which writrm in metr^ 
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seem to;,lay claim to by presciiption. I 
have wish^ to keep the reader ia the 
company of flesh and blood, persuaded 
that by so doing I shall interest him. 
Others who pursue a diflerent track will 
interest him likewise ; I do not interfere 
with their claim, but wish to prefer a claim 
of my own. There HliU also be found <ln 
these volumes little of what is usually 
called poetic diction ; much paifvii has 
IweiC taken to avoid it as is ordinarily 
t&en to produce it ; this has been done' 
fot the reason alresLdy alleged, to bring 
• my language near to the language of 
men ; and further, because the p1eas/\re 
which I have proposed to myself to im- 
part, is of a kind very difTereiit from that 
which is supposed by many persons to 
the proper object of poetry. Without be- 
ing culpably particular, 1 do not know 
how to give iny reader a more exact notion 
of the style in which it was my wish and 
intention to write, than by informing him 
that I have at all times endeavoured to 
look steadily at my subject ; consequent- 
ly, there is, I hope, m these poems little 
falsehood of description, and my ideas 
are expressed in language iitted to their 
respective iin))ortance. Something must 
have been gained by this practice, as it 
is friendly to one property of all good 
poetry, namely, good sense : but it has 
necessarily cut me olT from a large por- 
tion of phrases and figures of speech 
which from father to son have long been 
regarded as the common inheritance of 
poets. I have also thought it expedient 
to restrict myself still further, having 
abstained from the use of many expres- 
sions, in themselves proper and beautiful, 
but which have been foolishly repeated 
by bad poets, till such feelings of (^gust 
are connected with them as it is scarcely 
possible by any art of association to over- 
power. 

If in a poem there should be found a 
series of lines, or even a single line, in 
which the' language, though naturally 
arranged, and according to the strict 
laws of metre, does not differ from that 
of prose, there is a numerous class of 
critics, who, when they stumble upon 
these prosaisms, «^as they call them, 
imagine that they have made a notable 
discovery, and exult over the poet as over 
a man ignorant of his own profession. 
Now these men would establish a 
canon of criticism which the reader will 
conclude he must utterly reject, if he 
wishes to be pleased with these volumes. 
And it would be a most easy task to 
prove to him, that not only the language of 
ft large portion of every good poem, even 


of the moBtrele\>ftted character, must 
necessarily, exbept with reference to the 
metre, irl^io respect differ from* that' of 
good but likewise that some of the 

most interesting parts of the best; poema 
will,be found to bet strictly the language-ox 
prose when prose is well written. The 
truth of this assertion might be demon- 
strated by in'iiumerable passages from 
almost all the poetical writingspeveu of* 
Milton hiriiself.^^ To illustrate the select 
in a general ma*nne|iL I will here affiuce* 
a short corupositioii of Gray, who was at 
the head of thoSe who, by'tfceir reason- 
ings, have attempted to widen the space 
(g separation betwixt prose and metrical 
composition, and was more than ' any 
f)th(jr inav (\uriously elaborate in the 
structure of his own poeix didiion.^ 

** In A'ain to me the smiling mornings 
shine, 

And reddening Pha^bus lifts hj(% golden 

The birds in vain their amorojifs^descant 
join, * * 

Or cheerful fields resume their green 
attire. 

These cars, alas ! for otPAjr^otes repine ; 

A different object do these e^^es require. 

My lonely anguish melts no heart bihi 
mine ; 

And in my breast the imperfect 
expire ; 

Yet morning smiles the busy race to 
cheer, 

And ne.w-bor[i pleasure brings to hap- 
pier men ; * «■ 

The fields to all their wonted tribute 
bear ; « 

To warm their little loves the birds 
complain. 

I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear, 

And weep the more because I weep^ in 
vain."' 

, v./* f 

It will easily be perceived that the 
only part of this sonnet whifth is of any 
value is the lines printed in italics ; it is 
i equally obviGf 4 S that, except in the rhyme, 
and in the use of the single word fruit- 
less ” for fruitlessly, which is so far a ^ 
defect, the language of these lines does' 
in no respect differ from that of prose. 

By the foregoing quotatidn it has becbi 
shown that the language of ^rosj; mky 
yet be well adapted to*poe£y; wd it 
was previously asserted, that a large por- 
tion of the la^uage of every good poem 
can in no respect differ froih that of good 
prose. We will go further. It may be 
safely affirmed that there neither is, nor 
can be, any essential difference between 
the language of prose and metrical com* 
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" position'. We are fond of -facing the re- chosen, it will naturally, and upon fit 
semblance between poctr^ and painting, occasion, lead him to passions the 
and, accordingly, we call thetfl sisters : language of which, if selected truly and 
but where shall we find bonds of o^ffixion judiciously, must necessarily be- digni- 
sufiioiei^tly strict to typify the affinity tied and variegated, and alive with me- 
betwixt metrical and . prose comaosi- taphors and figures. I forbear to speak 
ti5n ? They both speak by and, to the of an incongruity whick» would shock 
same organs ; the bodies* in which both tHb intelligent reader, should the poet 
of them are clothed maybS said to be of ^ interweave any foreign splendour of his 
4he sazn9 substance, tl^ir affections are own Vith that whic^ the passion naturally 
kindred, and almost identical, not neces- suggests ; it is sufficient to say that Aich 
%arily differing even ^11 degree, pdfetry * addition is unnecessary. And, surely, 
sheds no leans ** such a% Angels weep," it is more iirobablc that those passages, 
but natural and humau*tears ; she can which* with propriety abound with 
boast of no celestial ichor that distiu- mriaphors and figures, will have their 
guishes her vital juices from those of due effect, if, upon other occasions where 
pros(f ; the same human blood circulates the passions are of a milder character, 
through the veiiv of then^ bgth. » l^ie style also be subdued and temperate. 

If it bei* afhrifled that rhvme and me- Hut, as the pleasure which I hope to 
tric^ arrangement of themselves con- give by the poems now presented to the 
stitiite a distinction which overfums reader must depend entirely on just 
■^«^at has just been said %in the strict notions upon this subject, and. as it is in 
affinity if metrical language with that of itself of high importance to our taste 
prose, and paves tj^e way for cither ar- and moral feelings, I cannot content 
, tificial tliati notions whichy the mind myself with these detached remarks, 
voluntarily admits, 1 Answer that the And if, in what I am about to say, it 
language of such poetry as is here re- shall appear to some that my labour is 
commended ia, far as is possible, a unnecessary, and that 1 am like a man 
selection of the language really spoken by fighting a battle without enemies, such 
i^en ; tha^this selection, wherever it is persons may be reminded, that, what- 
made with true taste and feeling, will of ever be the language outwardly holden 
^^'^f form a distinction far greater than by men, a practieal faith in the opinions 
would at first be imagined, and will en- which 1 am wishing to establish is almost 
tirely separate the composition frijm the unknown. If mv conclusions are ad- 
vulgarity and meanness of ordinary life ; mitted, and carried as far as they must 
and, if metre be super-added thereto, I be carried if admitted at ail, our judg- 
believe th«t a dissimilitude will be pro- meiitsconccrning the works of the greatest 
•* dbeed altogether sufficient for the grati- poets both ancient and modern will be 
’licatibn of a rational mind. ' What other tar different from what they are at 
diafinction would we have ? Whence present, both when we praise, and when 
is it to come ? And where is it to exist ? vre censure : and our moral feelings 
Not, surely, where the poet speaks through influencing and influenced by these judg- 
the mouths ot his characters : it cannot ments will, I believe, be corrected and 
be necessarjf here, either for elevation of purified. 

style, or any ^j^ts supposed ornaments : Taking up the subject, then, upon gen- 

for,*if the poet’s subject be judiciously eral grounds, let me ask, what is meant 

• ^ by the word poet ? What is a poet ? 

' “ To whom does he address himself ? 

I i I here use the word " poetry *’ And what language is to be expected 
(though against my own judgmejit) as from him ? — He is a man speaking to 
'opposed to the word prose, and synony- men : a man, it is true, endowed with 
mous with metrical composition. But more lively sensibility, more enthusiasm, 
much confusion has been introduced into and tenderness, who has a greater know- 
• criticism by •this contradistinction of< Pledge of human nature, and a more corn- 
poetry and. prose, instead of the more prehensive soul, than are supposed to be 
philosopbicw onMf poetry and matter of common among mankind ; a man pleased 
fact, or science. The only strict anti- with his own passions and volitions, and 
thesis to Prose is Metre : nor is this, who rejoices more than other men in the 
in truth, a strict antithesis, because spirit of life that is in him ; delighting to 
lines and passages of metre so naturally contemplate similar volitions and pas- 
occur in writing prose, that it would be sions as manifested in the goings-on of 
scarcely possible to avoid them, even the Universe, and habitually impelled to 
were it d^irable. create them where he does not find them. 
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To t^ese qualities he has addbd a dis- 
position 4o be aHected more than other 
men by absent things as if they were 
' present ; an ability of conjuring up in 
himself passions, which are indeed far 
from being the same as those produced by 
real events, yet* (especially in those parts 
of the general sympathy which are pieus- 
ing and delightful) do more nearly re- 
semble the passions, produced by* real 
events, than any thing which, from the 
motions of their own minds merely, other 
men are accustomed to feel in themselves : 
— whence, and from practice, he has ac- 
quired a greater readiness and power in 
expressing what he thinks and feels, and 
especially those thoughts and feelings 
which, by his own choice, or from thb 
structure of his own mind, arise in him 
without immediate external exeiteincnt. 

But whatever portion of this faculty we 
may suppose even the greatest pCHL't 
to possess, there cannot be a doubt 
that the language which it will suggest 
to him must often, in liveliness and truth, 
fall short of that which is uttered by men 
in real life, under the actual pressure of 
those passions, certain shadows of which 
the poet thus produces, or feels to be 
produced, in himself. 

However exalted a notion we would 
wish to cherish of the character of a poet, 
it is obvious, that while he describes and 
imitates passions, his employnieiit is m 
some degree mechanical, compared with 
the freedom and power of real and sub- 
stantial action and suffering. So that 
it will be the wish of the poet to bring 
his feelings near to those of the persons 
whose feelings he describes, nay, for 
short spaces of time, perhaps, to let him- 
self slip into an entire delusion, vid even 
confound and*' identify his own feelings 
with theirs ; modifying only the language 
which is thus suggested to him b> a con- 
sideration that he describes for a parti- 
cular purpose, that of giving pleasure. 
Here, then, he will apply the principle 
of selection which has been already in- 
sisted upon. He will depend upon this 
for removing what would otherwise be 
painful ot disgusting in the passion ; bo I 
Will feel that ther^is no necessity to trick 
out or to elevate nature : and, the more 
industriously he applies this principle, 
the dcc^r will be his faith that no words, 
which %'s fancy or imagination can 
suggest, will be to be compared with those 
wh£h are the emanations of reality and 
tenth. 

But it may be said by those who do 
not dbieot to the general spirit of these 
that, as it is impossible fdr the 


poet to produce upon all ocx»tians 
language as exquisitely fitted for the. 
passiim that which the real* pasSion 
itsel^sa^ests, it is proper that be should 
consider himself as in the situation of a ' 
translator, who eVaes not scruple to sab'* 
stitute . excellencies of another kind for 
those which afe unattainable by hhn ; ' 
and endeavours occasionally to surpaSa « 
hiu original, in order to make some' amends 
lor the general inferiority to ^ich be 
feels 'that he jau&t submit. At this 
would be to encourage idlv^ness and un- 
manly despair. ‘ Further, it. is the lan- 
guage of men who speak of what they do 
not >tnderstand ; who talk of poetry as 
of a matter of amusement and idle*plea- 
siu-e ; who will converse with us as 
gravely alwiit a taste for'^etry, as they 
express it, as if it were a thing as indiffer- 
ent as a taste for rope-daubing, or Fron- 
imiacor shetiy. Aristotle, I have been^ 
told, has said, that poetry is the most 
philosophic of all writing : it is so : its 
object is truth, not individual ai'id locaU 
but general, and operative ; not stapling 
upon external testimony, but dkrried ' 
alive into the heart by^ pension truth 
which is its own testimony, which.gives 
competence and confidence to Ihe tribun”! 
to which It appeals, and receives them 
from the same tribunal. Poetry^ is 
image of man and iiature. The obstames 
which stand in the way of the fidelity 
of the biographer and historian, and of 
their consequent utility, are incalculably 
greater than those which are to be en- 
countered by the poet who comprehends 
the dignity of his art. The poet writes 
under one restriction only, namely, \ut 
necessity of giving immediate pleasure 
to a human being possessed of that 
information which may be expected from 
him, not as a lawy-er, a physician, a 
mariner, an astronomer or a natural 
philosopher, but as a man. Except this 
one restriction, there is no object stand- 
ing between the poet and the image of 
things ; between this, and the biographer 
and historian, there are a thousand. 

Nor Jet this necessity of producing 
immediate pleasure be considered ets a 
decradatlon of the poet's art. It is far 
otherwise. It is an acknowledgment of the 
beauty of the univAsc, an acknowledg- 
ment the more sincere, befiausfi not formal, 
but indirect ; it is a task light and easy to 
him who JooVs at the world in the spirit 
of love ; further, it is a homage paid to the 
native and naked dignity of maxi, to the 
grand elementary principle of pleasure, . 
by which he knows, and feels, lives, 
and moves. We have nb Sytfifiathy bht 



-i foi 

wliM is propagated by plediAjre : I would necting us with our fellow-beings. The 
not be misunderstood; but.whj^ver we man of scienoe seeks truth as a remote 
sympathize with pain, it wilbqe Aund ;md unknown benefactor ; he cherishes 
that th^ sympathy is produced md car- and loves it in his solitude : the poet, 
ried on by subtle combinations with singing a song in which all human beings 
pleasure. We have no Iknowledgc, that jean with him, rejoices in the presence of 
IS, no general principlej^ drawn from truth as our visible frielfd and hourly 
athe contemplation of particular facts, ftCftmpanion. Poetry is the breath and 
' but wha^has been buil^ up by pleasm^, finer«^pirit of all knowledge ; it is the 
and exists in us by pleasure alone. The impassioned exprei^sion which is in^the 
man of science, the ohei^^t and mnthe- Countenance of all science. Empnati- 
matician, whatever difik'ulties aitd dis- cally may it be said of the poet, as 
gusts they»inay have 3kad to struggle Shakespeare hatlh said of man, that 
with, know and feel this. However he looks before and after." He is the 
painful may be the objects with w;]iich roc^ of defence for human nature ; an 
the anatomist's knowledge is comiected*, upholder and preserver, carrying every- 
he feels that hisjniowledge pleasure ; where with him relationship and love, 
and whcrl? he hks no pleasure he has no In spite of difference of soil and climate, 
knotVledge. What then does the poet ? (»f language and manners, of laws and 
Me considers jnan and the objects* that customs; in spite of things silently 
^(frroulid him as acting wid re-acting gone emt of mind, and tilings violently 
upon ejich other, so as to produce an destroyed ; the poet binds together by 
infinite cmnplexity of pain and pleasure; passion and knowledge the vast empire 
he consklf^s man in his owji nature and of human society, as it is spread over the 
in 1*8 ordinary life as contemplating this whole earth, and over all time. The 
with 'a certain quantity of immediate objects of the p iet‘s thoughts are every- 
knowiedge, J^'i^h ccitaiii convictions, where ; though tlie eyes and senses of 
intui];ions, and aed notions, which from man are, it js true, his favourite guides, 
'^bit acqikre the quality of intuitions ; yet be will follow where 5 f>ever he can 
ne considers him as looking Ufion this find an atnuTsphere of sensation in w’hich 
'-[^pJex scene of ideas and sensations, to move his wings. Poetry is the first 
and finding everywhere objects that and last of all lint>w'lcdge— it is as iin- 
immediately excite in him sympathies inorttil as the heart of man. If the 
which, from the necessities of his iiatiurc, labriurs of men of science should ever 
are accomjianied by an overlialaiicc | create any material revolution, direct or 
of ciijoyiiiient. imlirect. in our condition, and in the 

• To this knowledge winch all men carry iiuprc'ssions which wv habitually receive, 
''Xiboat witli them, and to these syiii- the p »et will slc< p then no more than at 
«E|(3fthies in which, without any other present ; lie will be ready to follow the 
discipline than that of our daily life, wc steps of the man of science, not only in 
are, fitted to take delight, the pcict pnnci- thr>s<‘ general indirect effects, but he 
pally directs his attention. He considers will be at his side, carrying sensation 
man and mAure as^ssentially adapted to into the midst of the objects of the 
each other, the mind of man as I science itself. The remotest discoveries 
naturally the mirror <if the fairest and* | of the chemist, the botanist, or niineralo- 
most interesting properties of iiatiin gist, will be as proper objects of the 
And thus the poet, prompted by this poet’s art as any upon which it can be 
feeling of pleasure, which accompanies employed, if the time should ever come 
him through the whole course of liis 1 when these things shall be familiar to 
studies, converses with general nature, us, and the relations under which they 
.with affections akin to those which, arc contemplated by the followers of 
through laoour and length of time, the these respective srieyces shall he mauu- 
man of science ha.^ raised up in hirnSeJi^ I fcstly and palpably material to uis as 
by conversing wkh those particular enjoying and suffering beings. If the 
parts n{turf%which are the objects of time should ever come wdien what is now 
nis studies. The knowledge both of the called science, thus familiarized to men, 
poet and the man of science is pleasure ; shall be ready to put bn, as it were, a 
but the knoi/fledge of the^ne cleaves to form of flesh and blood, the poet will 
us as a necessary part of our existence, lend his divine spirit to aid the trans- 
^ur natural and unalienable inheritance ; figuration, and will welcome the being 
the other is a pezsonal and individual thus produced, as a dear and genuine 
acquisttioa, slow to come to us, and by inmate ot the household of man. — It is 
no habitual and direct syihpathy con- not. then, to be supposed that any ohe. 
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wba holds that sublimi notion of poetry 
which ( have attempted to convev, will 
break m upon the sanctity and truth of 
his pictures by transitory and accidental 
ornaments, and endeavour to excite 
admiration of himself bv arts the neces- 
sity of whiclT must manifestly dep^d 
upon the assumed jftieanness of his sub , 
ject 

What has been tKus far said applies 
tfy poetry m general , but esptciall\ “t j 
those parts of composition where the 
poet speaks through tKe mouths4o£ his 
characters , and upon this point it ap- 
pears to authorize the c inclusion toat 
there arc few persons of gotid sense who 
would not allow that lh( diamalic parts 
of composition are defective in pnpoi 
tion as they deviate from the rral Ian 
guage of nature and are c il )ured bv a 
diction of the p >et s own either pt culiar 
to him as an mdividuil poet oi belonging 
simply to poets m gciuial to a body of 
men w ho from the circumstance of th< ir 
compositions being m metre it is cx 
pected will employ a partiruHr 1 in^uagt 

It IS not then in the dramatic parts 
of composition that we look for this dis- 
tinction of language but still it iiiav 
be proper and necessary where the 
poet speaks to us in his o\mi person uid 
character To this 1 answer by n femng 
the reader to the description be fc re given 
of a poet Among the qualities there 
enumerated as principally conducing to 
form a poet is implied iiotl iiig differing 
m kind from other men but only in 
degree The sum of what was said is 
that the poet is chiefly distinguished 
from other men bv a greater promptness 
to thmk and feel without immediate 
extanal excitement and a greater power 
m expressing Stich thoughts and feelmgs 
as are produced in him m that mauiu r 
But these passions and thoughts and 
feelings are the general passions and 
thoughts ^d feelings of men And with 
what are they connecti d ? Undoubtedly 
with our moral sentimfnts and animal 
sensations, and with the causes which 
excite these , with the operations of the 
elements, and ttv? appearances of the 
visible universe ; with storm and sun- 
shine, with the revolutions of the seasons 
with cold and heat, with loss of fnends 
and kindred, with injuries and resent- 
ments, gratitude and hope with fear 
and sorrow These, and the like arc 
the sensations and objects which the 
poet describes as they are the sensa 
lions of other men, and the objects which 
interest them The Mt thmks and 
feels In the spirit of human passions 


How, then, *san has language dHler in 
auv material degree from that of all other 
feel vividly and see clearly? 

It mig^t be proved that it is impossible. 
But supposing \}iat this were not the 
ca^e, the poet ihight then be allowed to 
use a peculiar, language when expressing 
his feelings fer his own gratification, 491^ 
t^dt of men Iike^ himself Butepoets do 
not write for poets alone, but^Jor men 
Uiila«s thcrefc,ff. we are advewtes foi. 
that admiratiun which subsists upon 
Ignorance and ''hat pleasure, which arises 
fromhearmg what wedo not understand, 
the pr et must descend from this supj>ose(i 
might and m order to excise rational 
sympathy, he must express himself as 
other men c vpress their,velvcs To this 
It may be added, that while he is •only 
sell sting fr im the iial lanj{uage of men, 
or which an ounts to the same 
coinp4»siiig accurately in the spirit of 
such selection he is tre ichfig upon safe 
ground and we kiibw what, ^ are to 
expect frjiii him Our feelmgs ary^the 
same with respect to metre , fuz\ as it 
may be proper to remm^I the reader, 
the distinction of meth is regula^ and 
uniform and not, like that which h prr^ 
duced by what is usually called poftic 
DicTKiN arbitrary, and subject tojm- ^ 
finite c iprices upon w hich no calculation 
whatever can be made In the one 
case the reader is utterly at the mercy 
of the piet, respecting what imagery 
or diction he may choose to connect with 
the passion , whereas, m the other, the 
metre obeys certain laws, to which the 
poet and reader both willingly sub.. 4** 
because they are certain, and because no 
interference is made by them with the 
passion but such as the conciirring 
testimony of ages ha^ shown to heighten 
and improve the pleasur^^yhich co-exists 
with it 

It will now be proper to answer an 
obvious question namely Why, peo- 
fessiiig these opinions, have I written 
in veise ^ To this, in addition to sttch 
answer as is mcluded m what has been 
already said, 1 reply, in the first places 
Because, however 1 may h^e restricted 
jn^self there is still left open to me what 
confessedly constitutes the nmst valuable 
object of in writing, #luthel m fcose or 
verse , the great and universal passions 
of men the most general and interesting 
of then occuiSations, and tne entna world 
of nature before me — to'" supply endless 
combmations of forms and imagery. 
Now, supposing for a moment that livhaf- 
ever is mteresting in these objeots may 
be as vividly described in prose, why 
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dioold I be coDdenmed itx attempting 
to ^peradd to such description, the 
charin jvhich,. by the cons<^ of all 
nations, is acknowledged * in 

metrical language ? To this, such 

as are ^et unconvinced, it may be an- 
swered that a very mail part of‘*the 
pleasure given by poetrv depends upon 
the metre, and that it isunjudicious to 
* fvrite in ,|p?trc unless it be accompanifjd 
with the other artiheisil distinctions of 
'ityle with which met^ i<5|iisuall5’‘ aocom- 
panied, and ^hat, by .^such deviation, 
more will be lost from shock which 
will thereby be given to the reader's 
associations' than will be counterbalanced 
by aivy pleasure which he can derive iroUi 
the general power of numberSif^n answer 
to those v.'ho sti^rcoiitciid ftsr the neces- 
sity 'irf accompanying metre with certain 
appropriate colours of style in ord*- to 
•^hr accomplishment of it'* appropriate 
‘end, andfiWho also, in my opinion, greatly 
under-rat^ tlje pow'cr of metre in itsclt, 
it niighU perhaps, hs far as relates to 
"•these volimies, have bgen Almost suffi- 
cieur to observe, that poems are extant, 
writtep upon more humble subjects, 
and in a still rft^re naked and simple 
style, tvhicl^have continued to give plea- 
sme from generation to generation. 
* N9W, if nakedness and simplicity be a 
the fact here mentioned affords a 
strong presumption that poems soniew'hat 
less naked and simple arc capable of 
affording pleasure at the present day ; 
and. what 1 wished chtefty to attempt, 
afr present; was to justify myself for 
l^viiig written under the impression of 
\h^elief. 

But various causes might be jiointed 
out why, when the style is manly, and 
the subject of some importance, words 
metrically asranged will long continue 
to impart such^ Measure to mankind 
ns he who proves the extent of that 
^ pleasure will be desirous to impart. 

' The end d£ poetry is to produce 
excitement in co-existcnc^ with an 
overbalance of pleasure ; out, by the 
•supposition, excrement is an unusual 
a|id irregular state of the mind ; ideas 
and feelings flo not, in that state, suc- 
,ceed each other in accustomed order, ^f 
the,» words, however, •by which this ex- 
citement'^jirodiicpd- be in themselves 
powerful, *or the images and feelings 
have an undue proportion of pain con- 
nected with them, there is^ome danger 
that the excitement may be carried be- 
yond its proper bounds. Now the co- 
presenoa of something regular, something 
to which the mind has been accustomed 
W.P. 


in various moods and in a less excited 
state, cannot but have j^eat efficacy in 
tempering and restraining the passion 
by an intettexture of ordinary feeling, 
and of feeling not stricilY and necessarily 
connected with the passion. This is un- 
questionably true ; and Jience, though 
th^ opinion will at first appear paradoxi- 
,cal, from the tenUcr/cy of metre to divest 
lang'^^age, in a certain degree, of its 
reality, and thus tU throw a sort of balf- 
Mohsciousness of unsubstantial existence 
over the whole composition, there can 
be little doubt nut that more pathetic 
situations and sentiments, that is, those 
which have a greater proportion of pain 
connected vith them, may be endured 
ia metrical composition, especially in 
rhyme, than in prose. The metre of 
the old ballads is very artless ; j-et they 
contain many passages which would 
illustrate this opini ui ; and, I hope, 
if the following p )crns be attentively 
perused, similar instances will be found 
in them. This opinion may be furlhcr 
illustrated by ap])ealing to the reader's 
uw'n experience of tins reluctance with 
which he comes to the ro-perusal uf the 
distresstul jwts of “Clarissa Harlowe,” or 
“The Ciamester,” while Shakespeare's 
writings, in the most pathetic scenes. 
nevcT act upon us, as pathetic, bevond 
the bounds of pleasure — an effect which, 
m a much greater degree than u light at 
first be imagined, is to be ascribed to 
small, but continual and regular im- 
pulses of pleasurable surprise truiii the 
metrical arrangenuiil. — On the other 
hand (what it must be allowed will much 
more frequently hapjien), if the poet’s 
words should be incommensurate with 
the passion, and inadequate to raise the 
reader to a height of desirable excite- 
ment, then (unless the pwt’s choice of 
his metre has been grossly injudicious), 
•in the feelings of pleasure which the 
reader has been accustomed to connect 
with metre in general, and in the feeling, 
whether cheerful or melancholy, which 
he has been accustomed to connect with 
that particular movement of metre, 
there will be found something which will 
greatly contribute to iaipart passion to 
■the words, and to effect the complex end 
which the poet proposes to himself. 

If I had undertaken a systematic 
defence of the theory here maintained, 
it would have been my duty to develop 
the variojs causes upon which the plea- 
sure received from metrical language 
depends. Among the chief of these 
causes is to be reckoned a principle 
which must be well known to those who 
Z Z 
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have n],ad^ any of the Arts ther object of 
accurate reflection ; namely, the pleasure 
which the mind derives from the per- 
ception of similitude in dissimilitude. 
This principle is the great spring of the 
activity of our minds, ahd their chief 
feeder. From , this principle the direc- 
tion of the sexual Ejppctite, and all tfie 
passions connected with it, take their 
origin : it is the liljp of our ordr.iary 
con^rsation; and up»m the accuracy 
with which similitude in dissimilitude,* 
and dissimilitude in sinvilitude arc per- 
ceived, depend our taste and our*hioral 
feelings. It would not be a useless em- 
ployment to apply this principle to 
the consideration of metre, and to show 
that metre is hence enabled to alTord 
much pleasure, and to point out in what 
manner that pleasure is produced, lint 
my limits will not permit me to enter 
upon this subject, and I must content 
myself with a general summary. 

I have said that poetry is the spontane- 
ous overflow of powerful feelings : it 
takes its origin from emotion rectillected 
in tranquillity : the emotion is contem- 
plated till, by a species of reaction, the 
tranquillity gradually disappears, and 
an emotion, kindred to that which was 
before the subject of contemplation, is 
gradually produced, and does itself 
actually exist in the mind. In this 
mood successful composition generally 
begins, and in a mood similar to this it 
is carried on ; but the emotion, of what- 
ever kind, and in whatever degree, from 
various causes, is qualified by various 
pleasures, so that in describing any pas- 
sions whatsoever, which arc voluntarily 
described, the mind will, upon the 
whole, be in a state of enjoyment. If 
Nature be thus^' cautious to preserve in a 
state of enjoyment a being so employed, 
the poet ought to profit by the lesson 
held fotth to him, and ought especially 
♦o take care, that, whatever passions 
he communicates to his reader, those 
passions, if his reader's mind be sound 
ind vigorous, should always be accom- 

S anied with an overbalance of pleasure. 

[ow the music of harmonious metrical 
language, the seuse of difficulty over- 
come, and the blind association of plea-^ 
sure which has been previously received 
from works of rhyme or metre of the 
same or similar construction, an indis- 
tinct perception perpetually renewed 
of lanmage closely resembling that of 
real Ufa, and yet, in the circumstance 
of metre, differing from it so widely — all 
these itnperceptibly make up a complex 
feeling of delight, which is of the most 


-•i— I- 

important use in tempering the painful 
feeling always^found mterminglea with 
po'werfuju^.esWiptions of tjie deeper pas- 
sions^*^ ‘Miis effect is always produced in 
patheti^^d impassioned poetry, while, in 
lighter compositi^s, the ease and grace- 
f ulifbss with which the poet manages hia 
numbers are fhexnselves confessedly a 
principal souice of the gratification of 
the reader. All^ that it is ne^^sary to, 
say, however, upon this subject, may be 
effected by affl^iiyg, what few ^rsona 
will deny, thafv of two,, descriptions, 
either of passiong, manners, or characters, 
each of them equally well cxecu<.ed, the 
one jn prose and the other in verse, the 
i>erse will he read a hundred times where 
the prose ^ read once. 

rt’aving thils explainer* a f4?w of my 
reasons for writing in verse, and Mchy I 
have* chosen subjects frnni common life, 
and cndeav(?.wed to bring my lacigua^^ 
near to the real language of men, if I 
have been too minute in pleading my 
oMTii cause, I^have at' the sametgne been 
treating a s'fibjp^.t of general inteMt ; ’ 
and for this reason a few words shall be 
added with reference sojely to these 
particular poems, and Ho some defects 
which will probably be foui^d in 'them. 

I am sensible that my associations miM 
have sometimes been particular instep, 
of general, and that, consequently, giW0f 
to things a false importance, I may have 
sometimes written upon unworthy sub- 
jects ; but I am less apprehensive on 
this account, than that my la^uage may 
frequently have suffered from those 
arbitrary connexions of feelings^' ai\^ 
ideas w’ith particular words and phrir^ff, 
from which no man can altogether pro- 
tect himself. Hence I have no doubt 
that, in some instances, feelings, even 
of the ludicrous, may be ^vexl to my 
readers by expressions^ appeared 
to me tender and pathetic. Such faulty 
expressions, were I convinced they were 
faulty at present, and that they must 
necessarily (''ontinue to be so, 1 would 
willingly take all reasonable pains to 
correct.' But it is dangerous to make- 
these alterations on the simple author!^ 
of a few individuals, or eVeti of certain 
'classes of men; for where the under-, 
standing of an author is not convfn^d, 
cr his feelings altered, tiais done 

without great injury to himSCT : for his 
own feelings are his stay and support ; 
and, if he set* them aside one instance, 

he may be induced to repeat this act till 
his mind shall lose all confidence in i'Uelt 
and become utterly debilittted. To 
this it inky be added, that the critic 
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«iight n«ver to fozgot th^tiho » himsolf 
exposed to the same errors as the poet, 
and. pefhaps, ia a much g]ieatt| decree : 
for there can be no presumpll<]Vlir say- 
ing of most readers, that it is not probable 
they will be so well aequainted with the 
various stages of meaning through wnich 
words have passed, or wi^ the fickleness 
or stability of the relations of particular* 
•ideas tc^each other;# and, above all, 
^ince thev are so much less interested 
m the subject, thcy*m^ decide fightly 
and carelessly. 

Long as the reader his been detained, 

I hope he will permit me to caution him 
against a mode of false criticism whic;ji 
has been applied to poetry, in which the 
language. close^ resemble^ that oh life 
and^nature. ^qch verses have been 
triiimphcd over in parodies, of whi^ Dr. 
^^Jj^ohnspn’s .stdtiza is a fa^^ specimen : — 

• “ J put my hat upon my head 

And^walked into the Strand, 

And there I*met another man 

^ Wtfose hat wasjn Ms hand." 

Immediately under these lines let us 
plac^ one tA yic most justly-i dmired 
siaiiaas of “The Babes in the Wood.” 

j • 

^ These pretty Babes with hand in hand 
wandering up and down ; 

^ *ut never more they saw the Man 

Approaching from the Town.” 

In both these stanzas the words, and 
the order of the words, in no respect 
differ fr^i the most un impassioned 
congersation. There arc words in both, 
example, “the Strand,” and "the 
Toro,” connected with none but the 
most familiar ideas ; yet'the one stanza 
we admit as admirable, and the other as 
a fair example of the superlatively 
contemptible. Whence arises this differ- 
ence ? Not the inetre, not from 

the language, not from the order of the 
words ; but the matter expressed in 
Dr. Johnson’s stanza is contemptible. 
The proper method of tf^ating trivial 
and simple verses, to which Dr. John- 
j^n's stanza would be a fair parallelism, 
is not to sa^ this is a bad kind of poetry. 


nor lOM to anythmg interesting ; 
the imttgeb neither originate in that j 
sane state of feeling which arises out of | 
thought, nor oan excite thought or feeling 
in the reader. This is the only sensible 
manner of dealing with such verses. 
Why trouble yourself about the species 
till you have previously decided upon 
the genus ? Why take pains to prove 


that an %pe is not a Newtoit, when it 
is self-evident that he is not a man ? 

One request 1 must make of my 
reader, which is, that in judging these 
poems he would decide by his own feel- 
ings genuinely, and not by reflection 
uuun what will probably be the judg- 
immt of others. How common is it to . 
hear a person say, 1 myself do not object 
to this style of composition, or this or 
^that expression, but, to such and«uch 
classes of people it will appear mean or 
ludicrous ! Tins mode of criticism, so 
dcstrtictive of all souud unadulterated 
judgment, is almost universal : let the. 
reader then abide, independently, by 
his own feelings, ancl, if he finds himself 
•affected, let him not suffer such conjec- 
tures to interfere with his pleasure. 

If an -author, bv any single composi- 
tion, has impressed us with respect for 
his talents, it is useful to consider this 
as affording a presumption, that on other 
oc:casions where we have been displeased, 
he, neverthelciss, may not have vTitten 
ill or absurdly ; and further, to give 
him so much credit for this one com- 
position as may induce us to review what 
has displeased us, with more care than 
we should otherwise have bestowed 
upon it. This is not only an act of 
justice, but, in our d*xisions upon poetry 
espc'cially, may conduce, in a high degree*, 
to the iraproveineiit of our own taste : 
for an accurate taste in f)octry, and in all 
the other arts, as Sir Joshua Reynolds 
has observed, is an acquired talent, 
which can only be produced by thought 
and a long- con tinned intercourse with 
the best models of composition. This 
is mentioned, not with so ridiculous a 
purpose as to prevent the most inexperi- 
enced reader from judging for himself (I 
have already said that 1 wish him to 
judge for himself) ; but merely to tem- 
per the rashness of decision, aiid to sug- 
gest that, if poetry be a subject on which 
much time has not been bestowed/ the 
judgment maybe erroneous ; and that, in 
many cases, it necessarily will be so. 

Nothing would. 1 know, have so 
effectually contributed to further the 
end which I have M view, as to have 
shown of what kind the pleasure is, and 
how that pleasure is produced, which is 
confessedly produced by metrical com- 
position essentially different from that 
which 1 have here endeavoured to recom- 
mend : for the reader vidll say that he 
has been pleased by such composition ; 
and what more can be done for him ? 
The power of any art is limited ; and he 
wdll suspecL that, if it 'be proposed to 
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fumisl^hiDli with new idends, that can be as he may sup|>^ ; and that it is possible 
only upon condition of his abandoning for poetry to give other enjoyment^ of 
his old friends. Besides, as I have said, a lasting, and inore e'xquisite 

the reader is^ himself conscious of the nature' ^This part of the subject has 
pleasure which he has received from not been altogether neglected,* but it 
such composition, composition to which has, not been so>\nuch my present aim 
he has peculian^y attached the endearing to prove, that the interest excited by 
» name of poetry ; avd all men feel in some other kii^Us of poetry is less vivid, 
habitual gratitude, and something of an and less worth^y of the nobler powers of 
honourable bigotry, for the objects vv^ich iHfe mind, as to^ offer reasons* 'for pre- 
havt' long continued to please them : sumii^g that, ^4f my purpose^ wer^ 

not only wish to be pleased, but to be fulfilled, a spSlles'^ot poetry would be 
pleased in that particular way m which produced which k genuine* poetry ; in its 
. we have been accustomed to be pleased, nature well adapted to interest man- 
* There is in these feelings enough to rea-st kind permanently, and likewise import- 
a host of arguments ; and 1 should be \ ant <n the multiplicity and quality of 
the less able to combat them successfully^ j its moral relations, 
as I am willing to allow, that, in order j Fu>om v\>^auhas been<said. apd from a 
entirely to enjoy the poetry which I I perusal of the poems, tne reader^.will 
am recommending, it would be neces- i be a^de clearly to perceive the object 
sary to give up much of what is ordinarily which I had in view : he Will detgrmi^f: 
enjoyed. But, would mv limits have | how far it haT^ oeen attained ; a^d, what^ 
permitted me to point out how this is a much more important question, 

pleasure is produced, many obstacles w-hether it be worth attainfiig : and 

might have been removed, and the upon ‘the decksion of these twd cpiestions 

reader assisted in perceiving that the will rest my claiifi to the approbatj^fi of 

powers of language are not so limited the Public. 


APPENDIX 

See page 704 — “ by what is usually called Poetic Diction.^- 

Perhaps, as I have no right to expect applied them to feelings and thoughts 
that attentive perusal, w'ithout w'hich, with which they had no natural QQpz, 
confined, as 1 have been, to the narrow nexion whatsoever. A language was tStlk^ 
limits of a preface, my meaning cannot insensibly produced, dillering materially 
be thoroughly understood, I am a^ious from the real language of men in any 
to give an exact notion of the sense in situation. The reader or be|irer of this 
which the phrase poetic diction has been distorted language f€und himself in a 
used ; and for this purpose, a few words perturbed and unusual §±t:ie of mind ; 
shall here be added, concerning the wrhen affected by the genuine language 
origin and characteristics of the phrase- of passion, he had been in av perturbed 
ology, which 1 have condemned under and unusual state of mind also : in 
that name. both cases hA'^was willing that his com- 

The earliest poets of all nations gener- mon judgment and understanding should 
ally wrote from passion excited by real be laid asleep, and he h^ no instinctive, 
events ; they wrote naturally, and as and infallible perception oftthe true to 
men : feeling powerfully as they did, ma^e him reject the false ; t^e one served 
their language was daring, and figura- as a passport for thf other: The enm- 
tlve. In succeeding times, poets, and tion was in both cases deli^tfqjb ud 
men ambitious of the fame of poets, no wonder if he confounded tne one with 
perceiving the influence of such language, the other, and believed them both to be 
and desirous of producing the same effect produced by tl^e same, or similar causes, 
without heing animated by the same Besides, the poet spake to him in the 
passi«4n, set themselves to a mechanical character of a man to be looked up to, a 
adoption of these figures of speech, and man of genius and authority. Thus, and 
made use of them, sometimes with from a variety of othe^ causes, this 
pxxipriety, but much more frequently distorted language was reoeived with 
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admiration ; and* poets, ^ is probable, 
who had before contented themselves 
for tbe^nost part with mi^ppjVing (^y 
expressions which at first* been 
dictate^ by real passion, caitied the 
abuse still further,*, and introduced 
phrases composed apparently . in* the 
spirit of the original figi^ative language 
of passion, yet altogether- of their owiF 
•invention, and charac^rized by various 
degrees of wanton deviation from good 
*^nse and nature, s .J " 

It iSi indeed true, that the language of 
the earliest poets wih felt to differ 
materially from ordinary language, 
because it was the language of (vetra- 
ordinary occasions ; but it -was really 
spoken by mei^ languaee ^'hich« the 
poet hiidself Itad uttered* when he had 
beelP affected by the events which he 
described, cr svhich he had heard uttered 
>By thdse around him. Td«this language 
it is pA)bable that metre of some sort 
or othem was eai^y superadded. This 
separafi^ddhe genuine langj^agc of poetry 
still further from common life, so 
that Vhoever read or heard the poems 
of tiaese earljfst poets felt himself 
movgd in a way in which he had not 
]|een aedhstomed to be moved in 
real life, and by causes manifestly 
• , d^Herent from those which acted upon 
him in real life. This was the great 
temptation to all the corruptions which 
have followed ; under the protection of 
this feeling succeeding poets constructed 
a phraseology which had one thing, it is 
Eru^ in common with the genuine 
fonjluage of poetry, namely, that it was 
cldr heard in ordinary conversation ; 
that it was unusual. But the first poets, 
as I have said, spake a language which, 
though unusual, was still the language 
of men. This ciacumstance, however, 
wa^ disrega^pd by their successors . 
they found that they could please by 
easier me^s * they became proud of 
modes of expression which they them- 
selves had invented, anob which were 
uttered only by themselves. In process 
of time metres became a symbol or 
\>romise of Jhis unusual language, and 
whoever took upon him to writ^ in 
metre, according as he possessed more or 
left of tri^e poetid genius, introduced 
less ox^mote of «lhis adulterated phrase- 
ology into his compositions, and the true 
and the false were inseparably interwoven 
until, the tasfe of men becoming gradu- 
ally perverted, this language was re- 
ceived as a natural language : and at 
length, hy thti influence of books upon 
men. did to % certain degree really 


become co. Abuses of ^his kind were 
imported from one nation to another, 
and with the progress of refinement this 
diction became daily more and more 
corrupt, thrustmg out of sight the plain 
humanitios of nature by a motley mas- 
qucirade of tricks, quaintyesses, hierogly- 
^ics, and enigmas. 

It would not be uninteresting to point 
out-yiie causes of the pleasure given by 
this extravagant* and absurd diation. 
^It depends upon a great variety of 
causes, but uiyin none, perhaps, more 
than*^t 3 influence in impressing a notion 
o^the peculiarity and exaltation of the 
poet's cliaracter, and in flattering the 
reader’s self-love by bringing him ncarar 
a sympathy with that character ; 
an effect which is accomplished by un- 
settling • ordinary habits of thinking, 
and thus assisting the reader to approach 
to that perturbed and dizzy state of 
mind 111 which if he dues not find himself, 
he imagines that he is balked of a pecu- 
liar enjoyment which poetry can and 
ought to bestow. 

The soimet quoted from Grav, in the 
preface, exrept the lines printed in 
Italics, consists of little else but this 
diction, though not of the worst kind ; 
and indeed, if one may be permitted to 
say so, it is far too common in the 
best WTiters both ancient and modern. 
Perhaps in no way, by positive example, 
could more easily be given a notion of 
what 1 mean by the phrase poetic diction 
than by referring to a comparison be- 
tween the metrical paraphrase which w® 
have of passages in the Old and New 
Testament, and those passages as they 
exist in our common Translation. See 
Feme’s “ Messiah ” throughout ; Prior’s 
" Did sweeter sounds adorn iny flowing 
tongue,” etc., etc. ” Though I speak 
with the tongues of men and of angels,” 
etc., etc. (ist Corinthians, chap. xiii.). 
By way of immediate example, take the 
following of Dr. Johnson : — 

” Turn on the prudent Ant thy heedless 
eyes, 

Observe her labours, Sluggard, and bo 
wise ; • 

No stern command, no monitory voice, 

Prescribes her duties, or directs her 
choice ; 

Yet, timely provident, she hastes away 

To snatch the blessings of a plenteous 
day ; 

When fruitful Summer loads the teem- 
ing plain, 

She crops the harvest, and she stores 

the grain. 



APPENDIX 


710 


How.loUg shall sloth usurp tUy useless 
hours, 

Unnerve thy vigour, and enchain thy 
powers ? 

While artful shades thy downy couch 
enclose, 

And soft solioitation courts repose. 
Amidst the drowsy charms of diiil 
delight, 

Year chases year <with unremkted 
flight, 

Till Want now following, fraudulent 
and slow, 

Shall spring to seize thee, like an 
ambush’d foe.” « 

From this hubbub of words pass to the 
original. ” Go to the Ant, thou Slug- 
gard, consider her ways, and be wise : 
which having no guide, overseer, or 
ruler, provideth her meat in the summer, 
and gathcreth her food in the harvest. 
How long wilt thou sleep, O Sluggard ? 
when wilt thou arise out of thy sleep ? 
Yet a little sleep, a little slumber, a little 
folding of the hands to sleep. So shall 
thy poverty come as one that travelleth, 
and thy want as an armed man ” (Pro- 
verbs, chap. vi.). 

One more quotation, and I have done. 
It is from Cowper’s Verses supposed to be 
written by Alexander Selkirk : — 

” Religion ! what treasure untold 
Resides in that heavenly w'ord ! 

Mere precious than silver and gold. 
Or all that this earth can afford. 

But the sound of the church- going bell 
These valleys and rocks never heard, 
Ne’er sighed at the sound of a knell. 
Or smiled when a sabbath appeared. 

Ye winds, th&t have made me your 
sport, 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 
' Of a land I must visit no more. 

My Friends, do they now and then 
send 


A wish or c- ^thought after me ? 

O tell me 1 yet have a friend, 

Th^ij^h^'tn friend I am never to see.** 

This passage is quoted as an instance 
of three different ^ityles of composition. 
The first four lines are poorly expressed ; 
some critics \ypuld call the language 
vrosaic ; the fact is, it would be bad 
pr^se. so bad, tb^t it is scared^ worse' 
in metre. The epithet ” church«£oing ” 
applied to a befr^^ani that by so cBaste at 
writer as Cowpei, is an hietance .of the 
strange abuses V^hich poets have intro- 
duced into their language, till ttiey and 
readers take them as matters of 
course, if they do not single them" out 
expr,;?ssly gs objects of admiration. The 
two lines, ” Ne’er sighedQt the sound,” 
are, in my opinion, an instance of' the 
language of passion wrested from its 
proper use, aiid, from the mere c'drcuitf- 
stance of the composition b*^ing in 
metre, applied upon ^ an oo'.acion that 
does not jusli|y such violent exprtssions ; , 
and 1 should condemn the pass| ge, 
though perhaps few readers will rhgree 
with me, as vicious poetic diction. , The 
last stanza is throughout admirably 
expressed : it would be eqt.ally goof* 
whether in prose or verse, except that the 
reader has an exquisite pleasure 
seeing such natural language so natur- 
ally comiccted with metre. The beauty 
of this stanza tempts me to conclude 
with a principle which ought never to be 
lost sight of, and which has* been my 
chief guide in all 1 have said, — namely, 
that in works of imagtnation and s%nti^' 
ment, for of these only have 1 been trdEi,^ 
ing, in proportion as ideas and feelings 
arc valuable, whether the composition 
be in prose or in verse, they require and 
exact one and the samA language. Metre 
jjS but adventitious to cofp.oosition, smd 
the phraseology for which that passport 
is necessary, even where it mqy be grace- 
ful at all, will be little valued by the 
the judicious«^ 
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With the young of both sexes, poetry is, — the thoughts being occupied in domes- 
like lovCf a passion ; but, for much the tic cares, or th» time engrossed by busi- 
greater part of those who have been ness. Poetry then becomes only an 
proud of its power over their minds, a occasional recreation ; while to those , 
necessity soon arises of breaking the whose existence passes a course 

pleasing bondage ; or it relaxes of itself ; of fashionable pleasure, it is a speciee 
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of Itxxurious amufiement. In middle and able of^being delighted with what is 
declining age, a scattevid number of truly excellent ; or, if these errors always 
serious. persons resort to pof^ry, as^ to terminated of themselves in due season, 
religion, for a protcctiod a^i|i^ the But, with the majority, though their 
pressure of trivial emploj^ents^iand as a force be abated, they continue through 
consol^ion for the afflictions of life, life. Moreover, the fire of youth is too 
And, lastly, there are fcany, who, h^»ving vivacious an element to be extinguished 
been enamoured of this art in their youth, qf damped by a philosophical remark ; 
have found leisure, aAer youth wa% and, while there sS no danger that what 
•s)>ent, ' to cultivate ^neral literature ; has-been said will be injurious or painful 
in whicli poetry ha^ continued to be to the ardent an^ the confident, may 
•comprehended as a^siufy. c < > i^rove beneficial to those who, being en- 

Intq the a^ove classes the readers of thusiastic, are, at the same time, m^est 
poetry may be dividedf; critics abound and • ingen uou^. The intimation may 
111 them all ; but from the last only can unite with their own misgivings to 
opinions be collected of absolute value, regulate their sensibility, and to bring 
and* worthy to be depended updb, as in, sooner than it would otherwise have 
prophetic of the destiny of a new work. »arnved, a more discreet and sound 
The youiig. viJiS in nothing •can eicape judgment. 

dciwon, are especially siiojcct to it in It it should excite wonder that men of 
their intercourse with poetry# The ability, ’in later life, whose understand- 
, eausef not so obvious ^ the fact is ings have been rendered acute by prac- 
nnqueslionable, is the same as that from tice in affairs, should be so easily and so 
which erj-c^eous judgments in this art, far imposed upon when they happen to 
Jn the ^ii^ds of iifcn of all ages, chiefly take up a new work in verse, this appears 
prgcecd ; but upon ^oufh it operates to be the cause ; — that, having discon- 
wirh« peculiar force. The appropriate tinued their attention to poetry, what- 
business of nr»etry (which, nevertheless, ever progress may have been made in 
if Anuinc,*!^ as permanent as pure other departments of knowledge, they 
science), appropriate employment, have not, as to this art, advanced in 
" er privilege and her duty, is to treat of true discernment beyond the age of 
tilings not as they but as they youth. If, then, a new poem fall in 

irol as they exist in themselves, but as their way, whose attractions are of that 
they se^fH to exist to the sense, and to kind which would have enraptured them 
the passioMs. What a world of deli sion during the heat of youth, the judgment 
does this acknowledgea obligation prepare not being improved to a degree that 
for the jpexpericnced ! What tcmpla- they shall be disgusted, they are dazzled ; 
<ions to go astray are here held forth for and prize and cherish the faults for hav- 
#thein whose thoughts have been little ing had power to make the present time 
^^j^^iplined by the understanding, and vanish before them, and to throw the 
whose feelings revolt from the sway of mind back, as by enchantment, into the 
reason ! — When a juvenile reader is in happiest season of life. As they read, 
the height of his rapture with some powers seem to be revived, passions are 
vicious passage, should experience throw regenerated, and pleasures restored, 
in doubts, or common-sense suggest The book was probably taken up after 
sifspicions, fl^'imking consciousness thaA an escape from the burden of business, 
the realities of the Muse are but and with a wish to forget the world and 
shows, aifll that her liveliest excite- all its vexations and anxieties. Having 
ments are raised by transient shocks of obtained this wish, and so much more, it 
conflicting feeling and successive assem- iynatural that they should make report 
blages of contradictory thoughts is as they have felt. 

# ever at hand to justify extravagance, If men of mature age, through want of 
and to sanction, absurdity. Blit, it practice, be thus easily beguiled into 
may be a^ed, as these illusion^ aie admiration of absunuties, extravagances* 
iniavoidable, and, *00 doubt, eminently and misplaced ornaments, thinking it 
useful tQg^the ^pind as a process, what proper that their understandings should 
good can be gained by making obscr- enjoy a holiday, while they are unbend- 
vations, the tendency of which is to ing their minds with Verse, it may be 
diminish the^ confidence «f youth in its ex^iected that such readers will resemble 
fe^ngs, and thus to abridge its innocent their former selves also in strength of 
and even profitable pleasures? The prejudice, and an inaptitude to be moved 
reproach implied in the question could by the unostentatious beauties of a 
not be wrardM off, if Youth were incap- pure style. In the higher poetry, an 
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enlightened critic chiefly looks for a 
reflectidh of the wisdom of tlte heart 
and the grandeur of the imagination. 
Wherever these appear, simplicity ac- 
companies them ; magnificence herself, 
when legitimate, depending upon a 
simplicity of her own, to regulate her 
ornaments. Btft it is a well-known 
property of human ciature, that our 
estimates are ever governed by com- 
parison, of which we are conscious ^ith 
variolis degrees of distinctness. Is it nof, 
then, inevitable (confining these observa- 
tions to the effects of ‘style m^»-cly) 
that an eye, accustomed to the glaring 
hues of diction by which such readers 
are caught and excited, will for the most 
part be rather repelled than attracted, 
by an original work, the colouring of 
which is disposed according to a pure 
and refined scheme of harmony ? It 
is in the fine arts as in the affairs of life, 
no man can serve (i.e. obey with zeal 
and fidelity) two masters. 

As Poetry is most just to its own divine 
origin when it administers the comforts 
and breathes the spirit of religion, they 
who have learned to perceive this truth, 
and who betake themselves to reading 
verse for sacred purposes, must be pre- 
served from numerous illusions to which 
the two classes of readers', whom we 
have been considering, are liable. But, 
as the mind grows serious from the 
weight of life, the range of its passions 
is contracted accordingly ; and its 
sympathies become so exrliiFive, that 
many species of high excellence wholly 
escape, or but languidly excite, its notice. 
Besides, men who read from religious 
or moral inclinations, even when the 
subject is of that kind which they 
approve, arc be^ct with misconc^tions 
and mistakes peculiar to themselves. 
Attaching so much importance to the 
truths which interest them, they are 
prone to over-rate the authors by whom 
those truths are expressed and enforced. 
They come prepared to impart so much 
passion to the poet’s language, that they 
remain unconscious how little, in fact, 
they receive from it. And, on the other 
hand, religious faith is to him who 
holds it ao momefltous a thing, and 
error appears to be attended with such 
tremendous consequences, that, if opin- 
ions touching upon religion occur which 
the reader condemns, he not only 
cannot sympathize with them, however 
animated the expression, but there is. 
for the nkist part, an end put to all 
satisfaction and enjoyment. Love, if it 
before existed, is converted into dislike ; 


and the heart of the reader is set against 
the author ail4 his book. — ^To these ex- 
cesses, they, who from their professions 
ough^jt^o /pe the most guarded 'against 
them, a^n perhaps the most liable ; 1 
mean those sects whose religionr beii^ 
from, the calculatfiig understanding, is 
cold and formal. For when Christianity, 
he religion of (fbmility, is founded upon 
he proudest faculty of our native, what^ 
cad* be expected** but contrauictions ? 
Accordingly, bafievrrs of this are^ 
at one time contemptuous ; at another, 
being troubled, car they arc &nd must be, 
with inward mis^viiigs, they^re jealous 
ana suspicious : — and at all se; sons, they 
are ifliider temptation to supply, by ^ the 
heat with which they defend their 
tenclG, the* anutvatiem i»-l^ich iSj_ wanting 
to the constitution of the'raligion 

Faith was given to man that his alTcc- 
tions, detached from the •'treasures of 
time, might 6e inclined to settle ppoii 
those of eternity : — the elevation of his 
nature, w'hich this habit pfofcftices on 
earth, being*- to him a prfcsumptive 
evidence of a futiVre state of cxistgiib ; 
and giving him a title to partake of its 
holiness. The religious fnan vUlues 
what he set's chiefly as an ‘‘ impevfect 
shadowing forth ” of what he is incapable 
of seeing. The concerns of religion 
refer to indefinite objects, and are •• 
weighty for the mind to support them 
without relieving itself by resting a great 
part of the burthen upon words and 
symbols. The commerce between man 
and his Maker cannot be caxriell on but, 
by a process where much is represente<i|^ 
in little, and the Infinite Being acGcm?^ 
modates Himself to a finite capacity. 
In all this may be perceived the affinity ' 
between religion and poetry; between 
religion — making up the deficiencies of 
reason by faith ; and^etry — ^passionate 
for the instruction of re^fti^'i ; between 
religion — whose element is infinitude, 
and whose ultimate trust is tbe supreme 
of things, submitting herself to circum- 
scription, and* reconciled to substitu- 
tions ; and poetry — ethereal and trans- 
cendent, yet* incapable to sustain her , 
existence without sensuous iacamation. 
1^ tihis community of nature may be 
perceived also the lurking incitements pf 
kindred error ;-^o that^ we %halj^ find 
that no poetry has been ihore*subject to 
distortion, than that species, the argu- 
ment and scope of which .is religious ; 
and no lovers of tlie art have gone farther 
astray than the pious and the devout. 

Whither then shall we turn for that 
uniono of qualifications which must 
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necessarily exist before tbe decisions of a 
critic can be of absolutearalue ? For a 
mind at once poetical and philpsophical ; 
for a dritic ^hose affect ions,' are jAs free 
and kindly as the spirit of soc.j|cty, and 
whose* understanding is ^severe as that 
Qf dispassionate • go^rnment ? Where 
are we to look for that initiatory com- 
posure of mind which ni^ selfishness can 
disturb ? For a natural sensibility that 
has beeff tutored into Airrectncss witHbiit 
-losing anything of itSAquicknes^; andJ 
for active faculties, taxi^le of answering ' 
the detnand^which an ^uthor of original 
imagination shall mflke upon them, 
associated with a judgment that cannot 
be duped into admiration by ought th*it 
is ilnworthy of it ? — among those and 
those onjy, wh«^ never living suffered 
thek youthfuf love of poetry to remit 
mura of its force, have applied 4<> the 
coiisi^eratioir of the laws^of this art the 
Dest Dpwer of their iiftderstantliugs. 


At the^aine time it must be observed — 
that, c1ass*comprchcnds the only 

judgments which arc tiwstworthy, so 
dc4s it include the ii^)st errc«neous and 
perverse. For to be mis-taught is 
wurife than to #>c untaught, and no iht- 
wrsaness^qtldls that which is supported i 
•y systen?no errors are so difficult to root 
out as those which the understanding 
. pledged its credit to uphold. In 
this class are contained censors who, if 
they be pleased with ^Yhal is good, are. 
pleased with it only by imperfect 
glimpses, and upon false principles ; 
^ho, shr^ld they generalize rightly, to 
a certain point, are sure to suffer for it 
end ; who, if they stumble upon a 
Vound rule, are fettered by misapplying 
* it, or by straining it too far ; being 
incapable eff perceiving when it ought to 
yield to oje of higher order. In it are 
fouud critics too petulant to be passive 
tow a geniiiwc ^oet, and too feeble tp 
grapple with him ; men, who take upon 
them to oeport of the course which he 
holds whom they are utterly unable, to 
accompany, — confounded^ if he turn 
quick upon the wing, dismayed if he 
^oar steadily *“ into the region ” ; — 
men of painted imaginations and indur- 
ated hearts : in whose minds all healti^* 
action is languid, y/ho therefore feed as 
ttfe many direct them, or, with the many, 
are g^'dj" aftft vicious provocatives — 
judges, whose censure is auspicious, and 
whose prais^ ominous ! t^In this class 
meet together the two extremes of best 
and worst. 

The observations presented in tbe fore- 
going* series are of too ungracious a 


nature to have been made without re- 
luctance ; and. were it only on this 
account, 1 would invite the reader to try 
them by tbe test of comprehensive ex- 
perience. If the number of judges who 
can be confidently relied upon be in 
reality so small, it ought to follow that 

f prtial notice only, or eieglect, perhaps 
ong continued, ^or attention wholly 
inadequate to their merits — must have 
bcefi the fate of laost works in the higher 
departments of poetry ; and that, bn the 
other hand, numerous productions have 
blai^‘d into popularity, and have passed 
away, leaving scarcely a trace behind 
Miem ; it will be further found, that 
when authors shall have at length raised 
themselves into general admiration and 
maintained their ground, errors and pre- 
judices have prevailed concerning their 
genius Mild their works, which the few 
who arc conscious of those errors and 
prejudices would deplore ; if they were 
iK»t recompensed by perceiving that there 
are select spirits ft>r whom it is tirdained 
that their fame shall be in the world 
an existence like that of Virtue, which 
owes Its being to the struggles it makes, 
and its vigour to tlic enemies whom it 
provokes ; — a vivacious quality, ever 
doomed to meet with opposition, and 
still triumphing over it ; and from the 
nature of its dominion, incapable of being 
brought to the sad conclusion of Alex- 
ander, when he wept that there were no 
more worlds fr.r him to conquer. 

Let us lake a hasty retrospect of the 
xwetical literature of this c nintry for the 
greater part of the last two centuries, and 
see if the facts support these inferences. 

Who is there that now reads the " Crea- 
tion ” of Diibarlas ? Yet all Europe 
once resounded with his praise ; he w'as 
caressed by kings ; and, when his Poem 
was translated into our language, The 
Faery Queen laded before it. The name 
of Spenser, whose genius is of a higher 
order than even that of Ariosto, is at this 
day scarcely kiiovrn beyond the limits of 
the British Isles. And if the value of 
his works is to be estimated from the 
attention now paid to them by his 
countrymen, compared with that which 
they bestow on tllose of some other 
Mrriters it must be pronounced small 
indeed. 

" The laurel, meed of mighty conquerors 
And poets sage ” — 

are his own words ; but his wisdom has, 
in this particular, been his worst enemy 
while its opposite, whether in the shape 
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oi folly or madness, has been thetr best 
friend. ' But he ivas a great power, and 
bears a high name : the laurel has been 
awarded to him. 

A dramatic author, if he write for the 
stage, must adapt himself to the taste of 
the audience, or they will not endure 
him ; accordingly the mighty genius of 
Shakespeare was listened to. The people 
were delighted : but I am not sufficiently 
versed in stage antiqiiivics to determine 
whether they did not flock as eagerly to 
the representation of many pieces of 
contemporary authors, wholly unde- 
serving to appear upon the same boards. 
Had there been a formal contest foi 
superiority among dramatic writers, 
that Shakespeare, like his predecessors 
Sophocles and Euripides, would have 
often been subject to the nuirtification 
of seeing the prize adjudged to s<*rry 
competitors, becoines too probable, when 
we reflect that the admirers of Settle 
and Shadwell were, in a later age, as 
numerous, and reckoned as respectable 
in point of talent, as those cif Dry den. 
At all events, that Shakespeare stooped 
to accommodate himself to the People, 
is sufficiently apparent ; and one of the 
most striking proofs of his almost 
omnipotent genius is, that he could turn 
to such glorious purpose those materials 
which the prepossessions of the age 
compelled him to make use of. Yet 
even this marvellous skill appears not to 
have been enough to prevent his rivals 
from having some advantage over him 
in public estimation ; else how can we 
account for passages and scenes that 
exist in his works, unless upon a sup- 
position that some of the grossest of 
them, a fact which in my own mind I 
have no doubt of, were foisled inlay the 
pliers, for the gratification of the many ? 

But that his works, whatever might 
be their reception upon the stage, made 
but little impression upon the ruling 
intellects of the time, may be inferred 
from the fact that Lord Bacon, in his 
multifarious writings, nowhere either 
quotes or alludes to him.^ — His dramatic 
excellence enabled him to resume pos- 


1 The learned Hakewill (a third edi- 
tion of whose book bears date 1635), 
writing to refute the error “ touching 
Nafkire's perpetual and universal decay, 
cites triumphantly the names of Aristo, 
Tasso, Butas and Spenser as instances 
that poetib genius had not degenerated ; 
but he knalM no mention of Shake- 
speare. 


session of tke stage after the Restora- 
tion ; but Dr^den tells us that in fak 
time two of the plays of Beaumont and 
Fletcljiir.^ were* acted for one df 'Shake- 
speare's. 0 And so faint and limited was 
the perception of the poetic beaulies of 
his dr/amas in the time of Pope, that, in 
his edition of the plays, with a view of 
r/^ndering to thg- general reader a neces- 
sary service, he printed between inverted , 
commas those passages which he tiiought 
most worthy ofaraotice* w 1 

At this day, French critics have 
abated nothing o* their aversion tb this 
darling of our nation : " thb English 
with their bouflon de Shakespeare," is as 
familrar an expression, among them as 
in the time of Voltaire. Baron Grimm 
is the only trench writ^t^who seems to 
have perceived his infinite superiqirity 
to therf^rst names of the French Theatre ; 
an advantage yi'hich the Parisian .critio ^ 
owed to his 6erman blood and (german 
education. The most enlightened 
Italians, though well^ acquamtb^ with 
our language, “are wholly inconlpetent to 
measure the propoftions of ShakesppaS^. 
The Germans only, of foreign nations, 
arc approaching towardt ^ knowfiddge 
and feeling of what he is. ^.In ^me 
respects they have acquireef a sui 
iority over the fellow-countrymen of the 
poet : for among us it is a current?*t ' 
might sav, an established opinion, that 
Shakespeare is justly praised when he is 
pronounced to be " a wild, irregular 
genius, in whom great faults are 

•mpensated by great beautie^"' How 
long may it be before this misconoepv 
tioii passes away, and it becomes 
versally acknowledged that the judg- 
ment of Shakespeare in the selection * 
of his materials, and in tHb manner 
in which he has made th^m, heter- 
ogeneous as they tiften are, con- 
stitute a unity of their and con- 

tribute all to one great end, is not less 
admirable than his imagination, his 
invention, and his intuitive knowledge 
of human naftire ! 

There is extant a sug^all volume of 
miscellaneous poems, in which Shake*,^ 
speare expresses his own feedings in his 
person. It is not difi^ult to con- 
ceive that the editor. George SteeveM, 
should have been insgpsible tg tne 
beauties of one portion of thn volume, 
the sonnets : though in no part of the 
writings of thu*poet is found, in an equal 
compass, a greater number of exquisite 
feelings felicitously expressed. But;, 
from regard to the critic's own credit, 
he would not have ventured to folk of - 
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m i act of parliament pat being strong 
enough to compel the perusgl of those 
little pieces/ if he had imt^kn^TO that 
the people of England were igporant of 
the tieasures contained^ in them : and 
if he bad not, moreca^er* shared tl^ too 
common propensity of human nature to 
exult over a supposed full into the mii^ 
of a genius whom he haa been compellea 
to regaM with aamiration, as an iniflatc 
of the celestial reeion% — “ there^ sittings 
where he durst not 

Nine yeaft before the death of Shake- 
speare, Milton was befrn ; and early in 
life he published several small poems, 
which, though on their hrst appearance 
th^ were praised by a few of the Judi-, 
cious, were aftarw'ards n^glerted la that 
degree, "that •f^opc in lus youth could 
boiTow from them w'ithout risk# of its 
Jjeiiig known. Whethe^ these poems 
are at this day justly apptf’eciatcd, I wdll 
not uifdertake to d(;cide ; nor would it 
imply aCefere rcikctioii upon the mass of 
readers tw suppose the contrary ; seemg 
tliit a mail of the a<A^nowledged genius 
of Vbss, the German poet, could suffer 
theit spirit* tf evaporate ; and could 
cha«ge their character, as is done in the 
Aranslatimi made by him of the most 
popular of those pieces. At all events, 
i^s certain that these poems of Milton 
are now much read, and loudly praised ; 
yet were they little heard of till more 
than 150 years after their publication ; 
and of the sonnets, Dr. Johnson, as 
appears <rcm Boswell’s Life of him, was 
in Jhe habit of thinking and speaking as 
^Ltemptuously as Steevens wrote upon 
^Yiiose of Shakespeare. 

About the time when the Pindaric odes 
of Cowley and his imitators, and the pro- 
ductions of that class of curious thinkers 
whom Dr." Johnson has strangely styled 
mptaphysic^ ^oets, were beginning tp 
lose something of that extravagant 
admiratioB which they had excited, the 
Paradise Lost made its appearance. “ Fit 
audience find though was the 

petitiw addressed by the poet to his 
^spiring MuseT 1 have said elsewhere 
that he gained more than he asked ; 


This flippant insensibility was 
publi^ npre^nded by Mr. Coleridge 
In a cours?of Lectures upon Poetry given 
by him at the Royal Institution. For 
the various* merits of ••thought and 
language in Shakespeare’s Sonnets, see 
Numbers 27, 29. 30, 32» 33» 34. 64, 66, 
68. 73» 76, 86, 91, 92, 93, 97, 98, 105, 107, 
X08, X09, III. U3, 114, 116, 117. 129, 
and many others. 


this I ifelievc to be true ; but Dr. John- 
son has fallen into a gross mistake when 
he attempts to prove, by the sale of the 
work, that Milton’s countrymen were 
“ just to it ” upon its first appearance. 
Thirteen hundred copies were sold in 
^wo years ; an uncoxnJtion example, he 
asserts, of the prevalence of genius in 
opposition to so much recent enmity as 
Miftoii’s public a conduct had excited. 
•But, be it remembered that, if Afilton's 
political and religious opinions, and the 
manner in which he announced them, 
had raised him many enemies, they had 
f>rocured him numerous friends ; who, 
as all personal danger was passed away 
I at the time of publication, would be eager 
to procure the masterwork of a man 
whom they revered, and whom they 
would be proud of praising. Take, from 
the mimbtT purchasers, persons of 
this class, and also those wdio wished to 
possess the poem as a religious work, 
and but few 1 fear would be left who 
sought for it on account of its poetical 
iiurits. The demand did not immedi- 
ately increase ; “ for,” savs Dr. John- 
son, “ many more readers ” (he means 
persons in the habit of reading poetry) 
“ than w'erc supplied at first the Nation 
did not afford.” How careless must a 
writer be who can make this assertion in 
the face of so many existing title-pages 
to belie it ! Turning to my owm shelves, 
I find the folio of Cowley, seventh edition. 
1681. A book near it is Flatman’s 
Poems, fourth edition, 1686 ; Waller, 
fifth edition, same date. The poems of 
Norris of Bemerton not long after w’ent, 
I believe, through nine editions. What 
further demand there might be for these 
works I do not knowr ; but I well re- 
member, that, twenty-five years ago, the 
booksellers’ stalls in London swarmed 
with the folios of Cowley. This is not 
mentioned in disparagement of that able 
writer and amiable man ; but merely to 
show — that, if Milton’s work were not 
more read, it was not because readers did 
not exist at the time. The early editions 
of the Paradise Lost were printed in a 
shape which allowed them to be sold at a 
low price, yet only tliree thousand copies 
of the w’ork were sold in eleven years ; 
and the Nation, says Dr. Johnson, had 
been satisfied from 1623 to 1664, that is. 
forty-one years, with only two editions 
of the works of Shakespeare ; which 
probably did not together make one 
thousand copies ; facts adduced by the 
critic to prove the “ paucity of readers.” 
— ^There were readers in multitudes ; 
but their money went for other purposes. 
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as their admiration was fixed eUewhcre. 
We ard ainthorized. then, to affirm that 
the reception of the Paradise Lost and 
the slow progress of its fame, are proofs 
as striking as can be desired that the 
positions which I am attempting tu 
establish are suit erroneous. i — Hovy 
amusing to shape to loiie’s self suck a 
critique as a wit of Charles’s days, (v*- a 
lord of the Miscclla*iies or trading 
jounidlist of King William's time, would 
have brought forth, if he had set his 
faculties industriously to work upori^.this 
poem, everywhere impregnated writh 
original excellence. ‘ 

So strange indeed are the obliquities 
of admiration, that they whose opinions 
are much influenced by authority will 
often be tempted to think that there are 
no fixed principles ^ in human nature for 
this art to rest upon. I have been 
honoured by being permitted to peruse 
in MS. a tract composed between the 
period of the Revolution and the close of 
that century. It is the work of an 
English ixjer of high accomplishments, 
its object to form the character and direct 
the studies of his son. Perhaps nowhere 
docs a more beautiful treatise of the kind 
exist. The good sense and wisdom of 
the thoughts, the delicacy of the feelings, 
and the charm of the style, arc, through- 
out, equally conspicuous. Yet the 
author, selecting among the poets of his 
own country those whom he deems most 
worthy of his son’s perusal, particularizes 
only Lord Rochester, Sir John Denham, 
and Cowley. Writing about the same 
time, Shaftesbury, an author at present 
unjustly depreciated, describes the 
English Muses as only yet lisping in their 
cradles. 

The arts by which Pope, soon after- 
w'ards, contrived to procure to himself a 
more general and a higher reputacion 
than perhaps any English poet ever 
attained during his lifetime, are known 
to the judicious. And as well known is 
it to them, that the undue exertion of 


^ Hughes is express upon this subject ; 
in his dedication ol'^Spenser’s Works to 
Lord Somers, he writes thus. ** It was 
your Lordship’s encouraging a beautiful 
Edition of Paradise Lost that first brought 
that incomparable Poem to be generally 
known and esteemed.” 

3 This opinion seems actually to have 
been entertained by Adam Smith, the 
worst critic, David Hume not excepted, 
that Scotland, a soil to which this sort of 
weed seems natural, has produced. 


-f- 

those arts is tb4,cauae why Pope has for 
some time, held a rank in literature, to^ 
which^ he had not been seduced by,aa 
over-luve of immediate popularity, and 
had confided more in his native genius, 
he never coiild haw; descended. He be? 
witched the nation by his melody, and 
dazzled it by hyi polished style, and was 
himself blinded by his own success. 
Having wandered 'from humanifV in his ^ 
fEclogu^s with iMyi^ inexperieii%, the^ 
jiruise, which n^sc compositions ob- 
tained, tempted lilui into a belief that 
Nature was not to be trusted, at least 
in pastoral poetry. To prove this by 
eiHinple he put his friend Gay upon 
^writing those Eclogues which their 
authar iiiteadcvl to be ^qrlcsqye. The 
instigator of the work, ana his admirfrs. 
could Bferccive in them nothing but what 
w'as ridiculuu^. Nevertheless, t^ougl^ 
these poems ‘'contain some dc^{;stable '' 
passages, the effect, as Dr. Johnson well 
observes, ” of reality and trdth-' became 
conspicuous cvjn when the intcMtron was 
to show them grovelling and degraded.” 
The Pastorals, ludicrous to such as 
prided themselves upon t^cii refinert^ent, 
in spite of those disgustmg^ass&ges, 

” became popular, and were read witll 
delight, as just representations of rural 
manners and occupations.” ^ 

Something less than sixty years after 
the publication of the Paradise Lost 
appeared Thomson’s ” Winter ” ; which 
was speedily followed by his other 
Seasons. It is a work of insl'>iration ; 
much of it is written from himself, 
nobly from himself. How was it {g- 
ccived ? ” It was no sooner read,” says*^ 

one of his contemporary biographers, 

” than universally admired : those only 
excepted who had not been i»ed to feel, 
or to look for anythinE^in poetry, beyond 
a point of satirical or epigrammatic w^t, 
a smart antithesis richly trimmed with 
rhyme, or the softness of an ekgiac com- 
plaint. To such his manly classical 
spirit could n(fc readily commend itself ; 
till, after a more attentive perusal, they 
had got the better of fheir prejudices,^ 
and either acquired or affeqfted a truer 
^st^. A few others stood aloof, merely 
because they had lo^g befc^e fixed the 
articles of their- poetical creod, ^d i%- 
sigiicd themselves to on Stbsolftce aespair 
of ever seeing anything new and original. 
These welre sq^ewhat mo];^ified to find 
their notions disturbed by the appear- 
ance of a poet, who seemed to owe no- 
thing but to nature and his own genius. 
But, in a short time, the applause became 
unanimous ; every one wondering how 
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10 many pictures, apA pictures so 
familiar should have moved, them • but 
fapitiy to Ifrhat they ir^bhis de- 
scriptions. His digressions . t9b, the 
overflowings of a tender benevolent heart, 
pharmed the reader I9n le*ss ; leavii^ him 
in doubt, whether he should more admire 
the poet or love the n^.” 

This case appears to bear strongly 
^ agayist^us : — but v/& must distinguish 
0 between wonder and legitimate §dmira-» 
tion. The subject* o^' the work is the 
changes prcMuccd in the appearances of 
nature by the revolution of the year : 
and, by undertaking to write in verse, 
Thomson pledged himself to tretit his 
sub*ject as became a poet. Now it is. 
remarkajile thalii exccptii^ the nocSiiriial 
Rej^ic of ILady Winchilsca, and a 
parage or two in the Windsor Fvest of 
^ope, the poetry of the g^riod inlerven- 
iiig be^een the publication of the Para- 
dise Lost and “ The Seasons ” does not 
contain % Single new image of external 
nature^; ftnd scarcely presents a familiar 
oi4 from which it cdb be inferred that 
the ^ye of the poet had been steadily 
fixe(9upon lfis<pbject, much less that his 
feelings ^d urged him to work upon it 
lb the spint of genuine imagination. To 
what a low state knowledge of the most 
OiCirious and important phenomena had 
sunk, is evident from the style in which 
Dryden has executed a description of 
night in one of his Tragedies, and Pope his 
translation of the celebrated moonlight 

f eene in the Iliad. A blind man, in the 
lalyt of attending accurately to descrip- 
iqps casually dropped from the lips of 
’^ihose around him, might easily depict 
these appearances with more truth. 
Dryden 's lines are vague, bombastic, and 
senseless ; ^ those of Pope, though he had 
Homer to guide him, are throughout false 
contradsetbry. The verses of Dry^ 
den, once highly celebrated, are for- 
otten ; those of Pope still retain their 
old upon public estimation, — nay, there 
is not a passage of descriptive poetry 

0 1 Cortes alone in a niRht-gown. 

All things aee hush'd as Nature’s self lay 
' dead ; ^ • • 

The mountains seezp to nod their drowsy 
hf|ad. « 

The liTtle*%ird? in dreams their songs 
repeat. 

And sleeping J^lowers benagth the Night- 
dew sweat : 

Even Lust*|md Envy sleep ; yet Love 
denies 

Refrt to my soul, and slumber to my eyes. 
Deypen’s Indian Emperor. 


which &t this day finds so many and such 
ardent admirers. Strange to think of an 
enthusiast, as may have been the case 
with thousands, reciting those verses 
under the cope of a moonlight sky, with- 
out having his raptures in the least dis- 
turbed by a suspicion of their absurdity 1 
— If these two ■- distinguished writers - 
could habitually think that the visible 
universe was ofbo little coiisequ^ce to 
*!a poet, that it was scarcely necessary 
for him to cast his eyes upon it, we may 
be assured tAat those passages of the 
elder poets which faithfully and poeti- 
cally describe the phenomena of nature, 
were nr»t at that time holden in much 
estimation, and that there was little 
accurate attention paid to those appear- 
ances. 

Wtm'der is the natural product of 
Ignorance : and as the soil was in such 
good, condition nt the time of the 
publication “ The Sctisons,” the 
crop was doubtless abundant. Neither 
individuals nor nations become corrupt 
all at once, nor are they enlightened in 
a moment. Thomson was an inspired 
poet, but he could not work miracles ; 
in cases where the art of seeing bad in 
some degree been learned, the teacher 
would further the proficiency of his 
pupils, but he could do little more ; 
though so far does vanity assist men in 
acts of self-deception, that many would 
often fancy they recognized a likeness 
when they knew nothing ot the original. 
Having shown that much of what his 
biographer deemed genuine admiration 
must in fact have been blind wonder- 
ment — how is the rest to be accounted 
for ? — 1 horason was fortunate in the 
very title of his poem, which seemed to 
bring it home to the prepared sym- 
pathies of every one ; in the next place, 
notwithstanding his high powers, he 
writes a vicious style ; and his false 
ornaments are exactly of that kind which 
would be most likely to strike the undis- 
cerning. He likewise abounds with 
sentimental common-places, that, from 
the manner in which they were brought 
forward, bore an imposing air of novelty. 

In any well-used copy of “ The Seasons ** 
the book generally opens of itself with 
the rhapsody on love, or with one of the 
stories (perhaps Damon and Musidora) ; 
these also are prominent in our collections 
of extracts, and are the parts of his 
work, which, after all, were probably 
most efficient in first recommend! ig the 
author to general notice. Pope, repay- 
ing praises which he had received, and 
wishing to extol him to the highest, only 
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Style* him '* aa elegant and philofophical 
poet ; " nor are we able to collect any 
unquestionable proofs that the true 
characteristics of Thomson's genius as an 
imaginative poet * were perceived, till 
the elder Warton, almost forty years 
after the publica..ion of The Seasons,*’ 
pointed them out by a note in his Essay 
on the Life and Writings of Pope, . In 

The f astle of Indolenc. ” (of which Gray 
speaks so coldly) these characteristics 
were almost as conspicuously displayed, 
and in verse more harlnonious, ,,and 
diction moj-e pure. Yet that fine poem 
was neglect ed on its appearance, and i^ 
at this day the delight only of a few ! 

When Thomson died, Collins breathed 
forth his regre.ts in an elegiac poem, in 
which be pronounces a poetical curse 
upon him w’hi) should regard wdth insensi- 
bility the place where the poet's remains 
were deposited. The poems of the 
mourner himself have now passed 
through innumerable editions, and are 
universally known ; but if. when Collins 
died, the same kind of imprecation had 
been pronounced by a surviving admirer, 
small IS the number whom it would not 
have comprehended. 'Ihe notice which 
his poems attained during his lifetime 
was so small, and of course the sale so 
insignificant, that not long before his 
death he deemed it right to repay to the 
bookseller the sum which he had ad- 
vanced for them, and threw the edition 
into the fire. 

Next in importance to “ The Seasons *’ 
of Thomson, though at considerable dis- 
tance from that work in order of time, 
come the Rcliques of Ancient English 
Poetry ; collected, new-modelled, and in 
many instances (if such a cont.i«diction 
in terms may be used) composed bv the 
editor, Dr. Percy. This work did not 
steal silently into the world, as is evident 
from the number of legendary tales, that 
appeared not long alter its publication : 
and had been modelled, as the authors 
persuaded themselves, after the old 
ballad. The compilation was however 
ill-suited to the then existing taste of 
city society ; and Dr. Johnson, ’mid the 
little senate to whi^h he gave laws, w'as 


1 Since these observations upon Thom- 
son were written, 1 have perused the 
second edition of his ” Seasons,” and 
find that even that does not contain the 
most striking passages which Warton 
points out for admiration ; these, with 
other improvements, throughout the 
whole work, must have been added at a 
later period, 


not sparing in exertions to make ft an 
object of contempt. The critic triumphed, 
the legHpdary miitators were des^rve^ly 
disregarded, and. as undeservedly, their 
ill-imitated models sank, in this ccuintry. 
into temporary ne;,ject ; while Burger, 
and other able writers of Germany, were 
translating, or ^'.nitating these ReHques 
' and composing, with the aid of inspira- 
tiofi thence derived, poems widely are " 
the delight of German natl|[gi. Dr. ^ 
Percy w'as so aoashed by the ridicule 
dung upon his labours from the iguc ranee 
and insensibility'* of the per.ions with 
wiiorn he lived, that, thougn while he was 
wriliifg under a mask he had not W'anted 
resolution to follow his genius into the 
regiot^s of ^irue simplicity and genuine 
pathos (as is evinced by the exquisite 
ballad of Sir Caulinc and by many (ft her 
pieces), vet w^lj^^i^ he appeared in his own 
person and character as a poetical writer, 
he adopted, as in the tale of the Hermit 
of Warkworth. a diction scarCciV in any 
one of its features distiiiguisbabre from 
the vague, the glossy, and imfeellhg 
language of his day. I mention, this 
remarkable fact ^ with r&^ret, estecfning 
the genius of Dr. Percy in thjs kind of 
WTitiiig suj^ericr to that of any other mai. 
by whom in modern times it has been 
cultivated. That even Burger (to wfattn 
Klopstock gave, in my hearing, a com- 
mendation w'hich he denied to Goethe 
and Schiller, pronouncing him to be a 
genuine poet, and one of the few among 
the Ciernians whose w'orks w(Slild last) 
had not the fine sensibility of Percy, 
might be shown from many passages. ^in 
which he has deserted his original only’ to 
go astray. For example. 

Now daye was gone, and night was eome, 
And all were fast asICepe, 

All save the Lady Emelfnt&i » ■ 

Who sate in her bowxc to weepe : 


1 ShCnstone, in his “ Schoolmistress,” 
gives a still more remarkable instance 
of this timidity. On its firsbappears(nce 
giee D’ Israeli’s 2 nd Series of the Curi- 
osities of Literature^ , the poem was 
accompanied writh an absurd pros^ com- 
mentary, showing, as indeed ^me'incon- 
gruous expressions in the text imply, 
that the whole './as intendedior burlesque. 
In subsequent editions, the commentary 
was dropped, and the People have since 
continued to read in seriousness, doing 
I for the author what be had not courage 
openly to venture upon for himself. 
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^ 

And soone she heard her trueLove's voice 

Low whispering at theswalle, 

Awake, awahe. my dear Ladye, 

’Tis I tfly true-love call.* • 

• 

Which is thus tricked out and dilated : 

•• » 

Als nun die Nacht Gebirg’ und Thai 
Vermummt in Rabeusd^atleii, ^ 

Und Hochburgs Lampen iiberall 
Schou misgeflimmert fatten, * 

Und alles tief entsjf hl^en war ; ^ » 

Dock nur das Fraulcgi immerdar, 

Voll Fiebei^ngst, noch wachte, 

Und seindh Ritter dacnte : . 

Da horch ! ^in susser Liebeston 
Kam leis’ empor gcflogen. * * 

*' Ho, Trudchen. ho ! Da bin icb schoii !, 
Frisch %uf ! ^TMch ange;g)gAi ? ” * 

3ut from humble ballads wa nitisl 
•ascend to heroics. •• 

* All Imilf Macpherson ! Hail to thee. Sire 
of Ossian ^ The Phantom w^as begotten 
by th.'»*snug embrace of an impudent 
U^hlancfer upon a cloucFof tradition — 
it* travelled southward, where it was 
greeted with acclamation, and the thin 
ConSistence* A)ok its course through 
^uft)pe, ^pon the breath of popular 
^applause. The editor of the Religues 
indirectly preferred a claim to the 
plnise of invention, by not concealing 
that his supplementary labours w’ere 
considerable ! How selfish his conduct, 
contrasted with that of the disinterested 
Gael, who, like Lear, gives his kingdom 
•away, and is content to become a pen- 
jsioner upon his own issue for a beggarly 
piitauce ! — Open this far-famed book I 
— I have done so at random, and the 
beginning of the “ Epic Poem Ternora,” 
in eight books, presents itself. '* The 
blue waves of UiHn roll in light. The 
green hills are cofeted with day. Trees 
‘^ake tbeiP dusky heads in the breeze. 
Grey torrents pour their noisy streams. 
Two greeA hills with aged oaks surround 
a narrow plain. The b^ue course of a 
stfbam is there. On its banks stood 
Cairbar of A^h§. His spear supports the 
fking ; the red eyes of his fear arc sad. 
Cortnac tiles on his soul with all his 
iHiiastly wcyinds.'* Precious mem«ra«- 
mims frdm the po«ket-book of the blind 
Ossiaft ! « 

If it be unbecoming, as I acknowledge 
that for the most part it is, to speak 
disrespectfutty of woriiS that have 
enjoyed for a length of time a widely- 
spread reputation, without at the same 
time producing irrefragable proofs of 
thmr unworthineis, let me be forgiven 


upon ^lis occasion. — Having had the 
good fortune to be bom and reared in a 
mountainous country, from ’my very 
childhood 1 have felt the falsehood that 
pervades the volumes imposed upon the 
world under the name of Ossian. From 
what I saw with my own eyes, I knew 
lhat the imagery wsfe spurious. In 
nature every thing is distinct, yet nothing 
denned into absolute independent single- 
ness. In Macpifbrson’s work, it ex- 
actly the reverse ; every thing (that is 
not stolen) i^ in this manner defined, 
insuiated, dislocated, deadened, — yet 
ll^othing distinct. It will always be so 
when w'ords are substituted for things. 
To say that the characters never could 
exist, that the manners are impossible, 
and that a dream has more substance 
than tlye w'hole state of society, as there 
depicted, is doing nothing more than 
pronouncing a censure which Macpher- 
son defied ; wiieii, with the steeps of 
Morven before his eyes, he could talk so 
familiarly of his Carbornc heroes ; — -of 
Morven, which, if one may judge from its 
appearance at the distance of a few miles, 
contains scarcely an acre of ground 
sufficiently accommodating for a sledge 
to be trailed along its surface. — Mr. 
Malcolm Laing has ably shown that the 
diction of this pretended translation is a 
motley assemblage ir(un all quarters ; 
but he is so fond of making out parallel 
passages as to call poor Macpherson to 
account for his “ ands ” and his “ buts ! ” 
and he has weakened his argument by 
conducting it a.s il he thought that every 
striking resemblance was a conscious 
plagiarism. It is enough that the coin- 
cidences are too remarkable for its being 
probable or possible that they could arise 
in difierent minds without communica- 
tion between them. Now as the trans 
lators of the Bible, and Shakespeare, 
Milton, and Pope, could not be indebted 
to Macpherson, it follows that he must 
have owed his fine feathers to them ; 
unless w'e are prepared gravely to assert, 
with Madame de Stael, that many of the 
characteristic beauties of our most cele- 
brated English poets arc derived from the 
ancient Fingallian^ in w'hich case the 
modern translator would have been but 
giving back to Ossian his own. — It is 
consistent that Lucien Buonaparte, w'ho 
could censure Milton for having sur- 
rounded Satan in the infernal regions 
with courtly and regal Splendour, should 
pronounce the modern Ossian to be the 
glory of Scotland ; — a country that has 
produced a D unbar, a Buchanan, a Thom- 
• son and a Burns ! These opinions are 
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of ill omen for the Epic ambitioi)^^ of him 
who h^'s given them to the world. 

Yet, much as those pretended 
treasures of antiquity have been ad- 
mired, they have been wholly uninfluen- 
tial upon the literature of the Country. 
No succeeding writer appears to have 
caught from theln a r^ of inspiration } 
no author, in the least distinguished, has 
ventured formally to imitate them — 
except the boy, Chattei^i.on, on their first 
appearance. He had perceived, from' 
the successful trials which ]tie himself had 
made in literary forgery, hbw few crtics 
were able to distinguish between a real 
ancient medal and a counterfeit o^ 
modern manufacture ; and he set him- 
self to the work of filling a magazine with 
Saxon Poems , — counterparts of those of 
Ossian, as like his as one of his misty 
stars is to another. This incapability to 
amalgamate with the literature of the 
Island is, in m3’ estimation, a decisive 
proof that the book is essentially un- 
natural ; nor should 1 require any other 
to demonstrate it to be a forgery audacious 
as W’orthlcss. — Contrast, in this respect, 
the effect of Maepherson's publication 
with the Reliques of Percy, so unassuming, 
so modest in their pretensions ! — I have 
already stated how much Germany is 
indebted to this latter work ; and for 
our own country, its poetry has been 
absolutely redeemed by it. I do not 
think that there is an able writer in verse ' 
of the present day who would not be 
proud to acknowledge his obligations to 
the Reliques \ I know that it is so with 
my friends ; and, for myself, I am happy 
in this occasion to make a public avowal 
of iny own. 

Dr. Johnson, more fortunate jn his 
contempt of the labours of Macpfierson 
than those of nis modest friend, was 
solicited not long after to furnish pr«^faces 
biographical and critical for the works of 
some of the most eminent English poets. 
The booksellers took upon themselves 
to make the collection ; they referred 
probably to the most popular miscellanies, 
and, unquestionably, to their books of 
accounts ; and decided upon the claim 
of authors to be admitted into a body 
of the most eminent, from the familiarity 
of their names with the readers of that 
day, and by the profits, which, from the 
sale of his works, each had brought and 
was bringing to the Trade. The editor 
was allowed a limited exercise of discre- 
tion, and the authors whom be recom- 
mended are scarcely to be mentioned 
without a smile. We open the volume 
of Prefatory Lives, and to our astonish- 


ment the flfit name we find is that of 
Cowley ! — Whaxris become of the morn- 
ing-star of English Poetry „? Where is 
the -Elizabethan constellation 7 

Or, if names be more acceptable than 
images, where isathe ever-to-be-honnured 
Chaucer ? Where' '^is Spenser ? Where 
Sidney ? And, lastly, where he, whose 
rights as a pc^t, contradistinguished 
froip those which he is uu^ersally ^ 
allowed to possess as a dramatist, we 
have wndicatedi — where Shakesfbare ? «. 
— These, and a multitude of others not 
unworthy to be p^.aced near*^them,^their 
contemporaries and succesgorS, we have 
not. But in their stead, we have (could 
b(ylter*1>e expected when precedence was 
■to be settled by an abstract of reputation 
at any givefi' period madfe, /is in ^his case 
before us?) Roscommon, and Stepp/sy, 
and Pltillips. and Walsh, and Smith, and 
I Duke, and Kjrfg, and Spratt — Hahfax,. 

■ Granville, Shelfield, Con^eve, i^^oome. 
and other reputed magnate^metrical 
writers utterly worthless and 'Useless ; 
except for ocCasiems like the* pfesept, 

■ when their productions are referred fo'fes 
I evidence what a small quantity of brain 
I is necessary to procure UonsideAble 
! stock of admiration, provided tb**, aspif an^ 
j will accommodate himself to the likings 

and fashions of his day. 

As I do not mean to bring down tiNs 
' retrospect to our own times, it ma5r with 
propriety be closed at the era of this dis- 
tinguished event. From the literature 
of other ages and countries, proofs 
equally cogent might have been adduced,. 

. tliat the opinions announced in the fory 
I mer part of this essay are founded up£?n 
truth. It was not an agreeable office, * 
nor a pnident undertaking, to declare 
them ; but their importance seemed to 
render it a duty. It may still be asked, 

' where lies the particulftr relation of what 
' has been said to these ifolumes ?— Ths. 

' uestion will be easily answered by the 
isceming reader who is old 'Enough to 
remember the taste that prevailed when 
some of these poems were first published, 
seventeen years ago ; yrho has also 
observed to what degree the poetry of\ 
this Island has since that period been 
Q»loijred by them ; and who is further 
aware of the unremitting hostility wi^ 
which, upon some prin^ciple *or j^ther, 
they have each and uU been opj^osed. A 
sketch of my own notion of the consti- 
tution of fami&'has been ghren ; and, as 
far as coneems m3rseli, 1 have cause to be 
satisfied. The love, the admiration, the 
indifierenc«, the sli^t, the aversion, and, 
even the contempt, with which these 
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poems havei}>een receive<LJci^wmg, as I mind the) reader, like Imagination, is a 
do, the source within my <^n mind, from word which has been forced to extend 
which th<3^ have proceeded, ^nd the its services far beyond the point to w'hich 
labdUr and pains, which, wh&n tabdili^nd philosophy would have confined them, 
pains appeared needful, have b^en be* It is a metaphor, taken from a passive 
stowed iipon them, m^st all, if I think ; sense of the human body, and transferred 
consistently, bp received as pledges itnd \ to things which are in tb^ir essence not 
tokens, bearing the same general impres- ; pz^sive, — to intellectual acts and opgror 
sions though widely different in value ; *iions. The word, Imagination, has 
^v-they aiii proofs th^t for the present | bceiiVverstraincd, ^om impulses honour- 
time I have not laboured in vain ; and 1 to mankind, to meet the demands 
ilEford assurances, move 01 less authentic. I of the faculty which is perhaps the noblest 
that tl^ products of my industry will ! of our nature. In the instance of Taste, 
endure.’^ , i the pfbeess has been reversed ; and 

If there be one conclusion more forci- frc)cn the j>revalcncc of dispositions at 
bly pressed upon us than another b3^thc once injurious and discreditable, being 
review which has been given of the for-’ no other Jthan that selfishness which is 
tunes and fate of poetical w^^yks, is ttie child of apatliy, — which, as Nations 
this, — tha> eveny author, ai far as he is | decline in productive and creative power, 
grealMiid at the same time original, has ' makes them value Iheinscives upon a 
had the task of creating the tasti by | presumed refinement of judging. Poverty 
Sv^ich f#e is to be enjoyed : tMhas it been, 1 of language is the primary cause of the 
‘so will it* continue to be. This remark ! use which we make of the word, Imagina- 
was long sgiC4' made to me by the philoso- I tion ; but the word. Taste, has been 
phical frtei^ for th^ separa^on of whose 1 stretched to the sense which it bears in 
^oeups from my own l^avc previously | modem Europe by habits of self-conceit, 
expressed my regret. The predecessors | inducing that inversion in the order of 
of an ^iginal gemus of a high order will < things whereby a passive faculty is made 
have |moothed me way for all that he paramount among the laculties conver- 
mcom%on with them; — and much sant with the fine arts. Proportion and 
, be will have in common : but, for what congruity, the requisite knowledge being 
is p^uliarly his own, he will be called supposed, arc subjects upon which taste 
upon to clear and often to shape his own may be trusted ; it is competent to this 
road : — he will be in the condition of ofl&ce ; — for in its intcTCourse with these 
Hannibal among the .^ips. the mind is passive, and is affected pain- 

And where lies the real difficulty of fully or pleasurably as by an instinct, 
.creating that taste by which a truly | But the profound and the exquisite in 
ortginal poet is to be relished ? Is it 111 ! feeling, the lofty and universal in thought 
breaking the bonds of custom, in over- | and imagination ; or, in ordinary lan- 
commg the prejudices of false refinement, j guage, the pathetic and the sublime ; — 
and displacing the aversions of inexperi- ; arc neither of them, accurately speaking, 
ence ? Or, if he labour for an object | objects of a faculty w'hirli could ever 
which here and elsewhere I have proposed without a sinking in the spirit of Nations 
to myself, does it coi^ist in divesting the have been designated by the metaphor — 
reade r of thc^ri^^e Inat induces him to Taste. And why ? Because without 
•'aWeH upon tnose points wherein men Ithe exertion of a’ co-operating power in 
^differ from each other, to the exclusion the mind of the KcadeT, there can be no 
' of those in ^hicb all men are alike, or adequate sympathy with either of these 
the same ; and in making him ashamed emotions : without this auxiliary impulse, 
of the vanity that renders him insensible elevated or profound passion cannot 
of the appropriate excellence which exist. 

cif il arrangements, less unjust than Passion, it must be observed, is derived 
might appear,* and Nature illimitable in from a word which sonifies suffering; 
•her bounty, hawe conferred on men wlTo %ut the connexion which suffering has 
ma}» stand ]^low him in the scale of with effort, with exertion, and action, is 
society Eijiallyp does it lie in estab- immediate and inseparable. How strik-** 
lishing that dominion over the spirits of ingly is this property of human nature 
readers by which they are to be humbled exhibited by the fact that, in popular 
and humanized, In order thaf they may be language, to be in a passion, is to be 
purified and exalted ? angry ! — But, 

If these ends are to be attained by the 

mere communication of knowledge, it “ Anger in hasty words or blows 
does not lie here* — ^Taste, I would ro- Itself discharges on its foes. 

W.P. 3a, 
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To ba moved, then, by a pastion, is to tutions of'chiractcr. Remember, also, 
be excited, often to external, and always tljat the meaium through which, in 
to internal, effort ; whether for the con- poetry, ^he Jieart is to be gfiected — ^is 
tinuance and strengthening of the passion, lan^&e a thing subject to enhless 
or for its suppression, accordingly as fluctuations and arbitrary asso^atlons. 
the course which it takes may be pain- Th^ genius of thek.poet melts these down 
ful or pleasurable. If the latter, the for ' his purpose : but they retain thfeir 
soul must contributf to its support, ‘or J shape and quality to him who is not 
it never becomes vivid, — and soon Ian- capable of ^kerting, within his own 
guishes, and dies. ^,nd this brings us ncind, a corrcsitoiiding energy. There 
to tile point. If every great port wit^ is also a meditative, as well as i^uman. 
whose wTitings men are familiar, in path&s ; an cnthifsiastic, as w^ as an 
the highest exercise of bis genius, before ordinary, sorro^ ; a sadsess t^at has 
he can be thoroughly enjoyed, ^as to its seat in the depths of reason, to which 
call forth and to communicate poa^r, the mind chnnot sink gently cf itself- - 
this service, in a still greater degree, falls ^but*to which it must descend by treading 
upon an original writer, at his first ap- the slops of thought. And for the 
pearance in the world. — Of genius th% suhJime,-< -if we consoler what are the 
only proof is, the act of doing well what cares that Occupy the" passing day, * 
is worthy to be done, and v/hat was and Jiow remote is the practice astd the 
never done before. Of genius, in the course of life from the sources of sublimity 
fine arts, the only infallible sign is the in the soul 6!^ Man, can it be w6nder£d 
widening the sphere of human sensibility, that there is little existing preparation for 
for the delight, honour, and benefit ol a poet charged wit^j a nexr giission to 
human nature. Genius is the introduction extend its J^iiigdom, and to ^augment 
of a new element into the intellectual and spread its a.ijo>'mcnts ? \ 

universe : or, if that be not allowed, it Away, then, with the senseless Itr^ration 
is the application of powers to objects on of the word popular^ i- applied to new 
which they had not before been exercised, works in poetry, as if tncrc were ij,o test 
or the employment of them in such a of excellence in this first of Cue fine aV.ts 
manner as to produce effects hitherto but that all men should run after its « 
unknown. What is all this but an ad- productions, as if urged by an app^ite, 
vance, or a conquest, made by the soul or constrained by a spell ! — ^The qualities 
of the poet ? Is it to be supposed that of writing best fitted for eager reception 
the reader can make progress of this arc either such as startle the world into 
kind, like an Indian prince or general — attention by their audacity and extra- 
stretched on his palanquin, and borne by vagance ; or they are chieflycof a super- 
his slaves ? No ; he is invigorated and ficial kind lying upon the surfaces 'of 
inspirited by his leader, in order that he manners ; or arising out of a sel&ctKin 
may exert himself ; for he cannot proceed and arrangement of incidents, by i^ich 
in quiescence, he cannot be earned like the mind is kept upon the stretch of 
a dead weight. Therefore create curiosity and the fancy amused without 
taste is to calt forth and bestow power, the trouble of thought. But in every- 
of which knowledge is the effect ; and thing which is to s(^d the boul into faer- 
ihere lies the true difficulty. sclt^ to be admoiiishedcof, Jier weakness. ■ 

As the pathetic participates of an*^ or to be made conscious of her powdf : — 
animal sensation, it might seem — that, if w^hc'rcver life and nature ye described . 
the springs of this emotion were genuine, as opcTatcd upon by the creative or 
all men, possessed of competent know- abstracting- ‘Virtue of the imagination; 
ledge of the facts and circumstances, w'hcrevcr the instinctive wisdom of 
would be instantaneously affected. And, antiquity and her heroic passions unitxD|L 
doubtless, in the works of every in the heart of the poet, ^th the mecu- 
true poet will (le found passages oL tyive wisdom of later ages, have pn>- 
that species of excellence, w'hicli is^ duced that accord of sublimated humanity 
proved by effects immediate and uni- which is at once a*history Qf the refnote 
’Versal. But there arc emotions of the past and a prophetic eauncifation of 
pathetic that are simple and direct, the remotest future, there^ the poet must 
and others — that are complex and revo- reconcile hipiself for a season to few 
lutionary ; some — to which the heart and scattci^d hearers. — l^rand thoughts 
Ids wi^ gentleness ; others — against (and Shakespeare must often have sighed 
which it struggles with pride ; these over this truth), as they are most natu* 
varieties are infiuite as the combina- rally and most fitly conceived in solitude, 
tioQS of circumstance and the consti- sn can they not be brought forth in the 
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s&idst of plaudits, without tome violation 
of their sanctity. Go to^L silent exhij^i- 
tion of th% productions of Uie lister Art, 
ancf be convinced that the qiialitid^ 'tahich 
dazale^t first sight, and kindle*the ad- 
miration of the multitude,* arc essentially 
different from those by which permanent 
influence is secured. Lc( us not shrink 
from following up thes<? principles a^ 
^ar as tlfty will carry sus, and concliidc 
with observing — that t^ierp never has 
^eeu .'i period, affid perhaps •never 
will bft in. which viciouS poetry, of some 
kind or o4he.r, has nat excited more 
zealous adpiiration, and bdhn far more 
generally rend, than good ; buU th^s 
advantage attends the good, that the 
individual, as w^ll as the sjiecics, •sur- 
vives frofli ag# to age ; \^ereas, of the 
depf»vcd, though the species be imiyortal, 
the individual quickly perishes; the 
ift)ject*of present admirdWon vanishes, 
being si([^pi anted by some other as easily 
produceda; •which * though no better, 
brings %'iUi it at least th(^ irritation ot 
no^.ily, — with adaptaition, more or less 
skinu^, to*the changing humours of the 
raajdiity of who are most ai leisure 
to regard noetical works when they first 
$#licit thiw- attention. 

Is it the result of the whole, that, in 
thqgopinion of the writer, the judgment 
of the People is not to be respected ’ 
The thought is most injurious ; and, 
could the charge be brought against him, | 
he would repel it with indignation. The 
People haftre already been justified, and 
Aeir eiilogium pronounced by implica- 
tfon* when it was said, above — that, of 
gooft poetry, the individual, as well as 
the species, survives. And how does 
it survive but through the People ? 
What preserves it but their intellect and 
their wisdefln ? ^ 

— Past •nd^future, are the wings , 

On whose support, harmoniously con- 
joined, 


Movesdhe great Spirit of human know- 
ledge ” MS, 

The voice that issues from this Spirit, 
is that Vox Populi which the Deity 
inspires. Foolish must he be who can 
i^istakc for this a local %cclamation, or 
a transitory outcry — transitory though 
it btt for years, local though from a 
Natfon. Still in^e lamentable his 
who can believe that there is any 
thing of divine infallibility in the clamour 
of tfist small tfioiigh loud portion of the 
community, ever guvemed by factitious 
I iffflucuce, which, under the name of the 
! Public, passes itself, upon the unthink- 
ing, for the People. Towards the 
i Public, the writer hopes that he feels 
' as much deference as it is entitled to : 
but to fhe People. ]dnlosophically char- 
I acteri/ed, and to the embodied spirit 
! of their knowledge, so far as it exists and 
i moves, at the i)rcsent, faithfully sup- 
ported by its two wings, the past and 
: thu future, his devout respect, his rever- 
! ence, is due. He offers it willingly and 
; readily ; and, this done, takes leave 
of his readers, by assuring them — that, 
if he were not persuaded that the con- 
tents of these volumes, and the work 
to which they ar»* subsidiary, evince 
something of the “ Vision and the Faculty 
divine ” ; and that, both in words and 
things, they will operate in their degree, 
to extend the domain of sensibility for 
the delight, the honour, and the benefit 
of human nature, notwithstanding the 
many happy hours w’hich he has em- 
ployed in their composition, and the 
manifold comforts and enjoyments they 
i have procured to him, he w’ould not, 
if a w'ish could do it, save them from 
immediate destruction ; — from becoming 
at this moment, to the world, as a thing 
that had never been. 

x8x^. 


DEDICATION 

PREFIXED TO Ylffe EDITION OF 181$ 

. TO 

SIR GEORGE HOWLAND BEAUMONT, Bart. 

Mr DEAR Slip George, *• feel a particular satisfaction ; for, by 

Accept my thanks for the permission inscribing these poems with your ^ame, 
fivait me to dedicate these volumes to I seem to myself in some degree to repay, 
you. In addition to a lively pleasure by an appropriate honour, the great 
derived from general considerations, I obligation which I owe to one part of 
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the collection — as having Ipeen the 
means ^ of first making us personally 
known to each other. Upon much of 
the remainder, also, you have a peculiar 
claim, — for some of the best pieces were 
composed under the shade ox your own 
groves, upon tlje classic ground of Cole- 
orton ; where 1 was animated by the 
recollection of thos^ illustrious Poets 
of your name and family, who 'ivere 
borne- in that neighborhood ; and, 
may be assured, did not wander wilh*| 
indifference by the dashing stream of 
Orace Dieu. and among the rock^ that 
diversify the forest of Chariiwocjd.;:— 
Nor is there any one to whom such parts 
of this collection as have been inspired 
or coloured by the beautiful Country 
from which I now address you, could be 
presented with more propriety than 
to yourself — to whom it has suggested 


so many a&n|irable pictures. Early in 
life, the subhrftity and beauty of this 
region ekeited your admir^on ; and 
I knp9^that jrou are bound to it in xfSind 
by a sfill strengthening attachment. 

Wishing and hpping that this' Work, 
with the embellishments it has received 
from your pcpcil,i may survive as a 
jvlasting mcmoAal of a friendship which 
1 recko!L among the blessings my life^ 
I have the* honour to be, 
s My deal’ Sir George, 

Yours mdst affectionately .and 
I faithfully, ' 
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 
Rvi\5l Mount, WestmorelAnd, 
February i, /AVj. 


— . r «• 

^ The state of the plates has, forrsome 
tiiiic.'not allowed them to be repeated. 


PREFACE TO THE 

The powers reciuisite for the production 
of poetry art; : first, those of Observation 
and Description — i.e., the ability to 
observe wjth accuracy things as they arc 
in themselves, and with fidelity to 
describe them, unmodified by any pas- 
sion or feeling existing in the mind of the 
d(s:ribhr: whether the things depicted 
be actually present to the senses, or have 
a place only in the memory. This power, 
though indispensable to a poet, is one 
which he employs only in submissic)n to 
necessity, and never for a continuance of 
time : as its exercise supposes 5II the 
higher qualities (?f the niind to be passive, 
and in a state of subjection to external 
objects, much in the same way as a 1 rans- 
lator or engraver ought to be to his 
original, andly, Sensibility, — which, the 
more exquisite it is, the wider will be 
the range of a poet’s perceptions ; and 
the more will he be incited to observe 
objects, both as they exist in themselves 
and as re-acted upon by his own mind. 
(The distinction A>ctween poetic and 
human sensibility has been marked in 
the character of the poet delineated in 
the original preface.) ardl y , Reflection , — 
which makes the poet acquainted with the 
value of actions, images, thoughts and 
feelings; and assists the sensibility in 
perceiving their connexion with each 
other. 4thly, Imagination and Fancy, — 
to modify, to create, and to associate. 
5thly, Invention, — by which characters 
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arc composed out nf initerials sullied 
by observation ; whether ofcihe Poetta 
own heart and mind, or of external life and 
nature ; and such incidents and situa^ns 
produced as are most impressive tc^he 
imagination, and most fitted to do jus- 
tice to the characters, sentiments, and 
passions which the poet undertakes to 
illustrate. And, lastly, Judgment — to 
decide how and where, and in what dcS 
gree, each of these faculties ought to be 
exerted ; so that the less shall not^ be 
sacrificed to the greater ; nor the greater, 
slighting the less, arrogate, to its own 
injury, more than its due. By judgment, 
also, is determined what are the law's and 
appropriate graces of qye^ species of 
'composition.! *“ 

The materials of poetry, by these 
powers collected and product, are cast, 
by means of various moulds, into divers 
forms. The moulds may be enumerated, 
and the forms specified^in the following 
order. 1st, The Narrative, — ^includin^ 
the Epopceia, the Historic Poem, the 
^aFc;, the Romance, the .Mock-heroic, 
and, if the spirit of Corner will tolerwte 
such neighbourhood., that dg^ produc- 
tion of our days, the metrical Novel. Of 


! As sensibiCKy to harmony of numbers, 
and the power of producing it, are in- 
variably attendants upon the faculties 
above specified nothing has been said 
upon those requisites. 
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this class, the distinguiship^mark is, that that Horace and Javena] ; personal 
the Narrator, howev^ liberally . his and occasional Satire rarely coroprehend- 
spealjuafl^ agents be introduced, is him- ing sufficient of the general in the indi- 
the source from whit:h*evtr>^ thing viduai to be digiiihed with the name of 
primuily flows. Epic Poets, *in order poetry. 

that xheir mode ot.cmnposition may Out of the three last has been con- 
hccord with the elevation of ^hei^ sub- structed a cc^mposite ^rder, of which 
ject, represent themselvfs as stngzng from •Young’s “ Night^Thoughts,’* and Cow- 
the inspiration of th^ Muse “ Arma per’s “Task," are excellent examples. 
yirumq#e caiw ’* ; b^t this is a fiction, is deducible from the above, that 

in modern times, of s^ght value: thf^ 4 >ocms, apparently miscclIaneousT may., 
* Iliad or the ParaiHse Lost woiild gain \vith propriety be arranged either with 
little m our^stimatioif by being chanted, reference to tlkc powers of mind predomi- 
Ihe othei* poets who belong to this class nan f in the production of them ; ct to 
are commonly content to Ml their tale ; 4he mould in which they are cast ; cr, 
— so that of the whole it may be affirmed lastly, to the subjects to which they 
that they neither require nor reject fbe ! relate. From each of these considera- 


accompanimcnt^of music. • ^ 

andlyf Dramatic, “-consisting of 

Tragedy, Historic Drama, Comedy, and 
Masque, in which the poet does flot ap- 
•pear ht all in his own p«‘f9on, and where 
the wlfljle action is carried on by speech 
and dialogue of^ the agents ; music 
being J^dnriittcd only ixmidentally and 
raJbly. The Opera may be placed here, 
in&smuch as it proceeds by dialogue ; 
though depending, to the degree that it 
doeg, upon music, it has a strong claim to 
pe raukft with the lyrical. The char- 
acteristic and impassioned Epistle, of 
w^ch Ovid and Pope have given exam- 
ples, considered as a species of mono- 
drama, may, without impropriety, be 
placed in this class. 

3 rdly, The Lyrical, — containing the 
Hymn, tfie Ode, the Elegy, the Song, and 
fhe Ballad ; in all which, for the produc- 
lioA of their full effect, an accumpani- 
m0ht of music is indispensable. 

4 thly, The Idyll ium, — descriptive 

chiefly either of the processes and ap- 

g earances of external nature, as “ The 
easons “ S3f Thqpison ; or of charac- 
ters, manqgrS(» and sentiments, as are 
bflenstone's “ Schoolmistress,*’ ‘‘ Tlfe 
Cotter’s S^urday Night ’’ of Burns, “ The 
Twa Do^ ’’ of the same author ; or 
of these in conjunction vwlh the appear- 
ances of Nature, as most of the pieces 
of Theocritus, ibe “ Allegro " and “ Pen- 
'seroso” of Milton, Beattie's “Minstrel," 
Goldsmith’s “ Deserted Village." T^ 
Epitaph, thf» Inscription, the Sonnet .fnofft 
of»the Epistles of poets writing in their 
own «nd all locodescriptive 

poetry, belong to this class. 

5 thly, Didactic, — the principal object 
of which is direct instrhetion ; as the 
Poem of Lucretius, the Georgies of Virgil, 
the “ Fleece " of Dyer, Mason's “ English 
Garden," etc. 

Aadf lastly, philosophical Satire, like 


tions, the following poems have been 
divided into classes ; which, that the 
w^irk may more obviously correspond 
with the course of human life, and for 
the sake of exhibiting in it the three 
requisites of a legitimate whole, a begin- 
ning, a middle and an end, have been also 
arranged, as far as it was possible, accord- 
ing to an order of time, commencing with 
Childhood, and terminating with Old Age, 
Death, and Immortality. My guiding 
wish was, that the small pieces ot which 
these volumes consist, thus discriminated, 
might be regarded under a two- fold view ; 
as composing an entire work within 
themselves, and as adjuncts to the philo- 
sophical poem, “ The Recluse." This 
arrangement has long presented itself 
habitually to my own mind. Neverthe- 
less, I should have preferred to scatter the 
contents of these volumes at random, 
if 1 had been persuaded that, by the 
plan adopted, anything material would be 
taken from the natural effect of the 
pieces, individually, on the mind of the 
unreflecting reader. I trust there is a 
sufficient variety in each class to prevent 
this ; while, for him who reads with 
reflection, the arrangement will serve as a 
commentary unostentatiously directing 
his attention to my purposes, both 
particular and general. But, as I wish to 
guard against the possibility of mislead- 
ing by this classification, it is propex first 
to remind the reader, that certain poems 
arc placed accordiiig to the powers of 
mind, in the author’s conception, pre- 
dominant in the production of them ; 
predominant which implies the exertion 
of other faculties in less degree. Where 
there is more imagination than fancy in 
a poem, it is placed under the head of 
imagination, and vice versd. Both the 
above classes might without impropriety 
have been enlarged from that consisting 
of “ poems founded of the Affections " ; 
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as migM fhis latter from those, apd from 
the class proceeding from Sentiment 
and Reflection.’* The most striking 
characteristics of each piece, mutual 
illustration, variety, and proportion, 
have governed me throughout. 

None of the other classes, except those 
of Fancy and Imagination, require anjh 
particular notice. But a remark ^ of 
general application be made. All 

|>octs, ‘ except ,the dramatic, have been-J 
m the practice of feigning that their 
works were composed to^tlie music of 
' the harp or lyre ; with what decree 
of affectation this has been done ir>- 
modern times, 1_ leave to the judicious 


to determine. For my own part, I have I su]^crstriictiire ? Hero, as in other 


not been disposed to violate probability 
so far, or to make such a large demand 
upon the reader’s charity. Some of 
these pieces are essentially lyrical ; and, 
therefore, cannot have their due force 
without a supposed musical accompani- 
ment ; but, in much the greatest part, 
as a substitute for the classic lyre or 
romantic harp, I require nothing more 
than an animated or impassioned reci- 
tation, adapted to the subject. Poems, 
however, humble in their kind, if thcjy 
be good in that kind, cannot read them- 
selves ; the law of long syllabic and 
short must not be so inflexible , — the let ter 
of metre must not be so impassive to the 
spirit of versification,— as to deprive the 
reader of all voluntary power to modu- 
late, in subordination to the sense, the 
music of the poem ; — in the same manner 
as his mind is left at liberty, and even sum- 
moned, to act upon its thought.s and 
images. But, though the accompaniment 
of a musical instrument be frecj^ueutly 
dispensed with, ^the true, poet d<^s not 
therefore abandon his privilege distinct 
from that of the mere proseman : 

“ He murmurs near the running brooks 

A music sweeter than their own.” 

Let us come, now to the consideration of 
the words Fancy and Imagination, as 
employed in the classification of the 
following poems. ” A man.” says an 
intelligent author, ” has imagination in 
proportion as he cas distinctly copy in 
idea the impressions of sense : it is the 
faculty which images within the mind the 
phenomena of sensation. A man has 
fancy in proportion as he can call up, 
connect, or associate, at pleasure, 
those internal images {^avTa^€iv is to 
cause to appear) so as to complete ideal 
representations of absent objects. Ima- 
mnation is the power of depicting, and 
nney of evoking and combining. The 


imagination Is 4ormed by patient obser* 
vatipn ; the fanCy by a voluntary activ- 
ity in shjffing the scenery of tbe-mind. 
The ii^ore adcurate the imagination, t^e 
more saffely may a painter, or a,,poet, 
undertake, a deliheatdon, or a description^ 
withd'ut the presence of the objects to be 
characterized. The more versatile the 
f.lucy, the niorc''original and striking will 
be ^he decorations produced. A 

Synonyms discrifgtinaifii, by W. 1Q|LyJor. 

Is nol this as if a iiian should under- 
take to supply an 'account o# a buijding, 
and be so intent r.pon what he had dis- 
covered of I In? foundation, as to conclude 
hi$ tn^k without once looking up at the 


iiistavces throughout the volume, the 
judicious aiitnor’s mind ^is enthralled 
by Ft>;mology ; he takes up the origlfial 
word as his guide and escort, and tbo 
often does no'^ perceive how soon he* 
becomes its prisoner, without libtrty to 
tread in any path but, that to which it 
confines him. ^It is not easy t(? fi'id out 
how imagination, fr^iis explained, differs 
from distinct rcnn inbrance of images ; or 
fancy from quick and vivi(k rwr-ollectiwi of 
them ; each is nothing more than a irjode 
of memory. If the two word™ear th# 
above, meaning, and no other, wnat term 
IS left to designate that faculty of whigh 
the port IS ” all compact ” ; he whose 
eye glances from earth to heaven, whose 
spiritual attributes body forth what his 
pen is prompt in turning to shape ; or 
w'hat is left to characterize Fancr/, as in- 
sinuating herself into the heart of objects^ 
with creative activity ? — Irnagiuatfim,^ 
in the sense of the. word as giving title 
to a class of the following poems, has no 
reference to images that are merely a 
faithful copy, existing in the mind, of 
absent external objects ; but "is a word 
of higher import, denoting operations gf. 
tlie mind upon those objects, and i^o- 
cesscs of creation or of coQiposition, 
governed by certain fixed laws. I proceed 
to illustrate ir^y meaning by instances. 
A parrot hangs from the wires of his cage 
by his beak or by his claw's ; or a monkey ^ 
from the bough of a tree by his paws or 
his tail. Each creature does so literally 
and actually. In the first 'Eclogue of 
Virgil, the shepherd, thinking of the dirib 
when he is to take leave ol his fenflflhus 
addresses his goats : — 

” Non ego vos ^bsthac viridf projectusin 
antro 

Dxsmo&a^pendere procul de rupe videbo. ” 

“ half way down 

Hangs one who gathers samphire/^ 
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is the well-known exprq^sren ot Shake- 
speue, delineating an* ordinary image 
upcm cliffs of Dover. Ifl these turo 
iAstauc^ is a slight exertion f)f tfte ^cidty 
which I denominate imagirftLtion, in 
the iRe of one wor<^:, neither the goats 
«ict the samphire-gatherer do literally 
hang, as does the parrot or the'monkey ; 
but, presenting to the Vnses something 
^ of sueij^an appearance, tJie mind i# its 
actfv'ity, for its own m'atiiication, con- 
* templates them an hanging. • * 

“ As|V(rhen Tar off at sea a fleet descried 
Hangs Tn the cloiifls, l^y equinoctial 
winds 

Close sailing from Bengala. or tTu* isJes 
Ot '1‘ernate or Tidore, whence hilt's 
chijjits iTing ^ • • 

Their spmjrdrugs ; the)' on the trading 
■•flood • 

, Through the wide the 

C§pe 

Ply, stemniin j nightly toward the Pole ; 
SQ%e?ined, • 

^ar off the flying^Fieitd.” 

_*H«rc is the full strength of the imagina- 
tion involv'd! in the word hangs, and 
^x(jrted^jpon*the whole image: First, 
Rhe fleetfan aggregate of many shijis, is 
represented as one mighty person, whc»se 
tipek, we know and feel, is upon the 
w'aters ; but, taking advantage of its 
appearance to the senses, the iJoet dares 
to represent it as hanrtng m the clouds, 
both for the gratiheatmn of the mind in 
contemplating^ the image itself, and 
Mn reference tottbe motion and appear- 
'ailte of the sublime objects to which 
irts compared. 

P'rdm impressions of sight we will 
pass to those of sound ; which, as they 
must necessarily be of a less dehnite 
character* shall selected from these 
^olumes : ^ • 

“ Over his own sweet voice the Stock- 
dove* broods ; ” 

of the same bird, 

“ His voice was buried among trees 
Yet to come at by the breeze ; 

“ O, Cuckoo ! shall I call thcc, 

^ Or but *a waiijjLcring Voice ? ” 

TRmWick-d<^e is said to coo, a sound 
well imitating the note of the bird ; but, 
by the intervention of the metaphor 
broods, the Sections ar<f called in by the 
imagination to assist in marking the 
manner in which the bird reiterates and 

S rolongs her soft note, as if herself de- 
ghting to listen to it, and participating 


of a stj^l and quiet satisfaction, like that 
which may be supposed inseparable from 
the continuous process of incubation. 
** His voice was buried among trees," a 
metaphor expressing the love of seclusion 
by which this Bird is marked ; and char- 
acterizing its note as not partaking of 
^he shrill and ih^ piercing, and therefore 
more easily deadiW'd by the intervening 
sh|tlc ; yet a note so peculiar and withal 
^so pleasing, thar the breeze, gifted with 
That love of the sound which the poet feels, 
penetrates the shades in which it is 
cntdbibcd, and conveys it to the ear of 
^he listener. 

“ Shall I call thee Bird, 

Or but a w'andering Voice ? ” 
This concise interrogation characterizes 
the seeming ubiquity of the voice of the 
ciickod, and dispossesses the creature 
almost of a corporeal existence ; the Ima- 
gination being tempted to this exertion 
of her power by a consciousness in the 
memory that the cuckoo is almost per- 
]}ctually heard throughout the season of 
spring, but seldom becomes an object of 
sight. 

Thus far of images independent of 
each other, and immediately endowed 
by the mind with properties that do not 
inhere in them, upon an incitement from 
properties and qualities the existence of 
wiiich is inherent and obvious. These 
processes of imugmalion are carried on 
cither by conferring additional pre^rties 
u])oii an object, or abstracting from it 
some of those which it actually possesses, 
and thus enabling it to rc-act upon the 
mind which hath performed the process, 
like a new existence. 

1 pass from the Imagination acting 
; upon ail individual image to a considera- 
tion of the same faculty employed upon 
images in a conjunction by which they 
modify each (Hher. The reader has 
already had a fine instance before him in 
the passage quoted from Virgil, where the 
apparently perilous situation of the goat, 
hanging upon the shaggy precipice, is 
contrasted with that of the shepherd 
contemplating it from the seclusion of the 
cavern in which he lies stretched at ease 
and in security. Take these images 
separately, and how unaflccting the pic- 
ture compared with that produced by 
their being thus connected with, and 
opposed to, each other ! 

'* As a huge stone is sometimes seen to lie 
Couched on the bald top of an eminence. 
Wonder to all who do the same espy 
By what means it could thitbo' com^ 
and whence, 
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So that it seems a thing endued with 
sense, 

Like a sea-beast crawled forth, which 
on a shelf 

Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun 
himself, 

Such seemed this Man ; not all alive or 
dead 

Nor all asleep, in his Extreme old age. 

* * « 

, Motionless as a clouti th^ old Man 
stood, 

That hcareth not the lou^ winds when 
they call, « 

And moveth altogether if it move at 
all." 

In these images, the conferring, the ab- 
stracting, and the modifying powers 
of the Imagination, immediately and 
mediately acting, are all brought iiitc 
conjunction. The stone is endowed with 
something of the power of life to approx- 
imate it to the sea-beast ; and the sea- 
beast stripped of some of its vital qualities 
to assiiniliate it to the stone ; which 
intermediate image is thus treated for 
the purpose of bringing the origiiia 
image, that of the stone, to a nearer re- 
semblance to the hgure and condition of 
the aged man ; who is divested of s< 
much of the indications of life and motion 
as to bring him to the point where the two 
objects unite and coalesce in just com- 
parison. After what has been said, the 
image of the cloud need not be com- 
mented upon. 

Thus far of an endowing or modifying 
power ; but the Imagination also shapes 
and creates ; and how ? By innumer- 
able processes ; and in none does it more 
delight than iiu that of consoliifiating 
numbers into unity, and dissolving and 
separating unity into number, — rlter- 
nations proceeding from, and governed 
by, a sublime consciousness of the soul in 
her own mighty and almost divine po\N crs. 
Recur to the passage already cited from 
Milton. When the compact fleet, as one 
person, has been introduced " Sailing 
from Bengala." " They," i.e. the " mer- 
chants," representing the fleet resolved 
into a multitude of rhips, " ply " their 
voyage towards the extremities of the 
earth : " So ” (referring to the word “ As ” 
in the commencement) " seemed the 
flying Fiend " ; the image of his person 
acting to recombine the multitude of 
ships into one body, — the point from 
which the comparison set out. " So 
seemed," and to whom seemed ? To the 
heavenly Muse who dictates the poem, to 
the eye of the poet's mind, and to that of 


the reader, /r^ent at one moment in 
the yride Ethiopian, and the next in the 
solithdes, then first broken injupc^, pfthe 
infemaJ rtigien^! ^ * 

" Modo mfe Thebis, modo ponit Athgiis." 
Hear ggain this mighty Poet, — speaking , 
^ of the Messiah going forth to expel from 
heaven the rebe^Hous angels, « 

" Attended by ten^ thousand tly^usand 
Saints ^ 

%e oiiwcird came : Aar off his ceding 
shone," — • , 

the retinue of Saints, and the^PeRAi of 
the Messiah Iiimself, lost almost and 
mergedrin the splendour of that indefinite 
abstraction ** His coming ! " * 

® As Ifdo noVmean here tp treat this sub- 
ject further thSn to throvf' ^onie light 
upon thp present volumes, and especiiSly 
upon one division of them, I shall spare 
mj’self and th(^* reader the troublb of ' 
considering the Imagination as it^ deals 
with thoughts and s^timcn(ts,r a:> it 
regulates the composition of chpr^cters, 
and determines the- course of actionii: 

I will not consider it (more than I have 
already done by implicat*OR.) as that 
power which, in the langirage of one^ of. 
my most esteemed friends, " draws allv 
things to one ; which makes things ani- 
mate or inanimate, beings with th^ 
attributes, subjects with their accessories 
take one colour and serve to one effect." 1 
The grand store-houses of enthusiastic 
and meditative Imagination, of poetical, 
as contradislin^uished from human and 
dramatic Imagination, are the prophetic 
and lyrical parts of the Holy Scriptures, ** 
and the works of Milton ; to which I caTif- 
not forbear to add those of Spenser. I 
select these writers in preference to those 
of ancient Greece and Rome, because the 
anthropomorphitism o£ the Pagan reli- 
gion subjected the minds of tfe greatest^ 
pdets in those countries too much to thfT 
bondage of definite form ; frqm W'hich 
the Hebrews were preserved ^y their 
abhorrence of V idolatry. This abhor- 

rence was almost as strong in our great 
epic poet, both from circiKnstances of his 
life, and from the constitut|pn of his ^ 
mmd. However imbued the surface 
might be with classical litcraKure, be was 
a Hebrew in soul ; and all things tende4 
in him toward the subliaae. •£^fiser, 
of a gentler nature, maintained his free- 
dom by aid of his allegorical spirit, at one 
time inciting htfii to create *persons out 
of abstractions ; and, at another, by a 

i Charles Lamb upon the genius of 
Hogarth. 
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superior effort of genii|s,^o give the Having to speak of stature, she does not 
universality and pcrmaftience of absprac- tell you that her gigantic Angel was tall 
tions tc^is- human beings, by means of as Pompry's Pillar; much less that he 
attributes and emblems *t Rat 1[>e\f>ng to was twelve cubits, or twelve hundred 
the highest moral truths and ttie purest cubits high ; or that his dimensions 


sensaitions, — of whigb ^is character of 
'Una is a glorious example. Of Ifliman 
and dramatic Imaginayon the works of 
Shakespeare are an ineMhaustible sour(S3. 

^ “ 1 tax not you. ye Elements, with 
• unkiudness, • ® • • 

I never gave you kingdoms, call’d you 
ftaugjiters ! ” 


equalled those of Teneriffe or Atlas ; — 
because these, and if tt^y were a million 
^imes as high it^would be the same, are 
bounded : The expression is, " His* 
st4ture reached j^e sky ! ” the illimitable 
Jirmament J — 'W'ncn the Imagination 
frames a comparison, if it does not strike 
on the first presentation, a sense ol the 
trufti of the likeness from the moment 


And if, bearing in mind the many 
pqpts distinguished by this prime Quality, 
whose names 1 omit to mention ; 
justified by rotollectioi^oP the Insults 
whmh tn^iii^orant, the incapable, and 
the* presumptuous, have heaped upon 
• thes« and rny other ivridngs, I may be 
' perini|tod to anticipate tne judgment of 
posterity upon myself, I shall declare 
(censT^bft.*. I gcant, if the notoriety 
o^he fafit above stated Uoes not justify 
UK), that I have gifen in these unfav- 
ourable times, evidence of exertions of 
thi? faculty ^Don its worthiest objects, 
Jhe* exli^nal universe, the moral and 
Teligious sentiments of Man, his natural 
affections, and his acquired passions ; 
wflich have the same ennobling tendency 
as the productions of men, in this kind, 
worthy to be holden in undying remem- 
brance. 

To the mode in which Fancy has 
*Already*been characterized as the power 
C)f, evoking and combining, or as my 
fi^iid Mr. Coleridge has styled it, the 
aggregative and associative power,” my 
objection is only that the definition is 
too general. To aggregate and to associ- 
ate. to eyoke and to combine, belong 
as well to the imagination as to the 
- •jiancy ; bRt dither the materials evoked 
and combined are different ; or they are 
brought together under a different law. 
and for a diilcrent purposac Fancy does 
not require that the mafcrials which she 
'makes use of should be susceptible of 
i change in their constitution, from her 
touch ; aud, where they admit of modi- 
fication, it^is enough for her purpc^c 
R it be slight, liipited, and evanescent 
Direct^ "the reverse of these are the 
dcsir^dlffl dciffands of the Imagination. 
She recoils from everything but the 
plastic, the. pliant, and^the indefinite. 
She leaves it to Fancy to describe Queen 
Mab as coming, 

” In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 

^ the fore-finger of an alderman.” 


^t is perceived, grow's — and continues to 
grow — upon the mind ; the resemblance 
depending less iipfjii outline of form and 
feature, than upon expression and effect ; 
less upon casual and outstanding, than 
upon inherent and internal, properties : 
moreover, the images invariably modify 
each other. — The law under which the 
processes of Fancy arc carried on is as 
capricious as the' accidents of things, 
and the effects are surprising, playful, 
ludicrous, amusing, tender, or pathetic, 
as the <’)bjects haiiinm to be oppositely 
produced or fortunately combined. 
Fancy depends upon the rapidity and 
profusion with which she scatters her 
thoughts and iinagi'S ; trusting that their 
miinber, and the leheity with which they 
are linked together, will make amends 
for the w^aiit of individual value ; or she 
prides herself upon the curious subtilty 
and the successful elaboration with 
which she can delect their lurking affini- 
ties. If she can win you over to her 
purpose, and impart to you her feelings, 
she cares not how unstable or transitory 
may be her influence, knowing that it 
will not be out of Jicr power to resume it 
upon an apt occasion. But the Imagin- 
ation is conscious of an indestructible 
dominion ; — the Soul may fall away from 
it, not being able to sustain its grandeur ; 
but, if once felt and acknowledged, by no 
act of any other faculty of the mind can 
it be relaxed, impaired, or diminished. 
Fancy is given to quicken and to 
beguile the temporal part of our nature. 
Imagination to incite and to support the 
eternal. Yet is it «ot the less true that 
Fancy, as she is an active, is also, 
under her own laws and in her own spirit, 
a creative faculty. In w'hat manner 
Fancy ambitiously aims at a rivalship 
with Imagination and Imagination stoops 
to work with the materials of Fancy, 
might be illustrated from the composi- 
tions of all eloquent writers, whether in 
prose or verse ; and chiefly from those 
of our own country. Scarcely a page 
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of the impassioned parts of ^ishop 
Taylor’s work can be opened that shall 
not afford examples. — Referring the 
reader to those inestimable volumes, 1 
will content myself with placing a conceit 
(ascribed to Lord. Chesterfield) in con- 
trast with a pas^ge from the Paradise 
Lost : — ' 

“ The dews of the eveniim most carefuMy 
sliwn, ^ ^ 

' They are the tears of the sky for the loss 
of the sun.” . 

' . ■ 
After the transgression of Adam, Milton, 
with other appearances of sympathizing’* 
Nature, thus marks the immediate 
consequence. 

“ Sky lowered, and, muttering thunder» 
some sad drops 

Wept at completion of the mortal sin.” 

The associating link is the same in each 
instance. Dew and rain, not distin- 
guishable from the liquid substance of 
tears, are employed as indications of 
sorrow. A flash of surprise is the effect 
in the former case ; a flash of surprise, 
and nothing more ; for the nature of 
things does not sustain the combination. 
In the latter, the effects from the act, 
of which there is this immediate conse- 
quence and visible sign, are so momentous, 
that the mind acknowledges the justice 
and reasonableness of the sympathy in 
nature so manifested ; and th(' sky weeps 
drops of water as if with human eyes, 
as ” Earth had before trembled from her 
entrails, and Nature given a second 
groan.” 

Finally, I will refer to Cotton’s ” Ode 
upon Winter,” an.admirable composition, 
though stained with some peculiarities of 
the age in which he lived, for a general 
illustration of the characteristics of 
Fancy. The middle part of this ode 
contains a most lively description of the 
entrance of Winter, w’ith his retinue, as 
“A palsied king,” and yet a military 
tnonarch, — advancing for conquest with 
his army ; the several bodies of which 
and their arms and equipments, are 
described with a rapi&ity of detail, and a 
profusion of fanciful comparisons, which 
indicate on the part of the poet extreme 
activity of intellect, and a correspondent 
hurry of delightful feeling. Winter re- 
tires from the foe into his fortress, where 

” a magazine 

Of sovereign juice is cellared in ; 

Liquor that will the siege maintain 

Should Phoebus ne'er return again.” 


Though mysJEf g water-drinker, I cannot 
resist the pleasure of transcribing what 
follr^s, as fin instance still mom happy 
of Fam^y* enxplAyed in the treaxment 
feeling tlfan, in its preceding passages, 
the poem supplies pj her management of 
formsf 

” *Tis that, thatsgives the poet rage, 

AikI thaws the gilly’d blood oik age ; . 

^ ^ Matures the yogng, restores the'1|ld. 
And ihakes the faifiting coward bold. 

It lays the care(jil head to*rq^t, i , 
Calms palpiLitlions in the breast, 

Renders our lives' misfortune sweet : 

■H « 

• 

Theff let the fhill Sirofcckblow^ 

And gird us round with ritis’of si^w. 
Or el^‘ go whistle to the shore, 

And make thethollow mountains soar. 

ft 

Whilst we together jovial sit 
Careless, and crowned with ftiivth and 
wit, • « ■ 

Where, though bleak winds confine ^s 
home, * 

Our fancies round the wo|ld«hall roam. 

We’ll think of all the Friends ift: kn8w,V 
And drink to all worth drinking to ; 
When having drunk all thine and miq|t 
We rather shall want healths than wine. 

But where Friends fail us, we’ll supply 
Our friendships with our charity ; 

Men that remote in sorrows live, 

Shall by our lusty brimmers* thrive. 

We’ll drink the wanting into wealth, ' 
And those that languish into healthT* 
The afflicted into joy ; th’ opprest 
Into security and rest. 

The worthy in disgrace shall, find 
Favour return again fnore kind. 

And in restraint who stilletf-Xie, ^ 
Shall taste the air of liberty. 

• 

The brave shall triumph in success, 

The lovers slrafl have mistresses, 

Poor unregarded Virtue, praise, 

And the neglected Poet? bays. 

Thus shall our healths do offers good, 
WWlst we ourselves do all jwe would ; 
For, freed from envy and frop care, • , 
What would we be but what ? ** 

r ■\ 

When I sate down to write this pre- 
face, it was m^ intention to* have made 
it more comprehensive ; but, thinking 
that I ought rather to apologize for 
detaining the reader so long, I will here 
conclude. 



ft) the First Lines 


^ \ PACE 

A barldng sound th€ shepherd ^ 
^heat^. .*4 *390 

A book came forth of late, coital 
Peter Bell . . . * . . 207 

•A bright-haired comt)hny of youths 


Among* the dwellings framed by 

birds 136 

Among the mountains were we 
nursed, loved Stream . , . 369 

A month, sweet Little^oiics, is past 66 


ful slaves . 32S i«\n age hath been when earth was 

Abruptly paused the Vtrife ; — the • | j^roud . . • 395 

% field throughout «... .*250 ' A Jmrrow girdle of rough stones and 

* Action is transitory — a#stop, a blow 30i^^ crags . . ^ 121 

A dark plume,, fotSi jiie from foil rAiul is it among rude untutored 

blasted >^'w 304 I Dales . • 253 

Adieu, Rydalian LSRireir ! that | Ana i>> this — Yarrow ? — This the 

have grown 3O8 I* Stream 243 

Advance — come forth from tfiy • j And, not in vain embodied to the 

Tvrolcan grqjjnd . • - 25;]^ j sight 335 

Aerial l*rn^^ 1 hn 1 soli^iry brow . 205 And shall, the Pontiff asks, profane- 
A Amous man is Rfibin Hood ^ . 231 i ness- flow 332 

• AlTcations l()se their obj^^ts ; Tune I And what is Penance with hcr 

briifljs forth j knotted thnug 338 

A floc^o^ sheep that leisurely pass | And what melodious sounds at times 

by • ^ . - - - . . 20C I prevail 335 

^genial hearth, a li^spifablc board 317 An Orpheus! an Orpheus! yes, 


Age*! twine thy brow's with fresh 

^ring 237 

iVi* th%k how one compelled for 

life to abide 411 

yyiumming bee — a little tinkling rill 589 
Ah, when the Body, round which in 

love we clung 330 

Ah ! where is Palafox ? Nor tongue 

nor pen 255 

■^h wffy deceive ourselves ? by 

^ 410 mere fit 408 

AW, glorious Martyrs, from your 

fields of light 341 

Ala? ! what boots the lon|f laborious 

quest ^ 253 

A little onward •lend thy guiding 

« hand . • 3^4. 

All praise the Likeness by thy skill 

portra^pd 225 

A love-lorn Maid, at s^i^fe far dis- 


Faith may grow bold. . . . 152 

AuoUicr year ! — another deadly 

blow 249 

A pen — to register ; a key . , 397 

A Pilgrim, when the summer day . 135 
A plague on your l»mguages, Ger- 
man and Norse 385 

A pleasant music floats along the 

Mere 332 

A Poet/ — He bath put his heart 

to school 224 

A point of life between my Parents’ 

dust 369 

Army of Clouds ! ye winged Host 
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